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FOR
PAT, TRICIA, AND JULIE



Sources and Acknowledgments

This is a memoir—a book of memories. Since memory is fallible and inevitably selective, I have tried whenever possible to check my recollections against the available records and to supplement them with contemporary sources. Some of these sources—memos, correspondence, public papers—are self-evident. A few of them need further elaboration.

Throughout my public career I have had the habit of making extensive handwritten notes about my ideas, conversations, activities, and speeches. These notes, most of them made on yellow legal pads, total more than 20,000 pages extending from my outlines for the debates in the 1946 campaign to the outlines of my resignation speech in 1974. They range from offhand observations to extremely detailed passages of dialogue.

Between 1954 and 1957, while I was Vice President, I made diary-type dictations covering 112 different meetings, conversations, or events. I cannot remember why I started or why I stopped making them, and they cover such a wide variety of subjects and personalities that there does not seem to have been any single purpose behind them. These diaries, which were dictated on Edison Voicewriter platters, were transcribed in 1961 when I wrote Six Crises, but I did not use them directly in that book and they are quoted here for the first time.

By historical necessity some of the events in the pre-presidential years that were treated in Six Crises are also dealt with in this book. The reader will find, however, that while the facts concerning the events have not changed, the passage of time has enabled me to analyze them with greater perspective, and the new context has made it necessary for me to treat them in a substantially different and more condensed manner than they were treated in that earlier account.

During the presidency, from November 1971 until April 1973 and again in June and July 1974, I kept an almost daily dictated diary. In this book these passages are introduced by the heading Diary. With the exception of a few that were subpoenaed by the Watergate Special Prosecutor, none of these diary cassettes was transcribed until the summer of 1976 in San Clemente. While I have excerpted the passages from them that appear in this book, no word has been changed without adding brackets to indicate the change. These dictated diaries do not have the orderliness of a written diary—often I would dictate on a subject one day and then expand on the same subject a day or two later. Because of this, in some cases, I have combined entries that deal with the same subjects but were dictated on different days. Diary entries dealing with Watergate, however, are always from the same dictating session on the same day.

For the Watergate period I have used some of the tape transcripts that are already public or that were used by the Special Prosecutor in different investigations and trials. In an effort to reconstruct as completely as possible what I knew and what I did in the crucial period immediately following the Watergate break-in, I asked Mrs. Marjorie Acker, a member of my staff since the vice presidential years, to type transcripts as well of the tapes of every conversation I had with H. R. Haldeman, John Ehrlichman, and Charles Colson for the month after my return to Washington following the break-in, June 20–July 20, 1972. I asked her to do the same for my conversations with Haldeman in May 1973, when we were discussing what we remembered of the events of June 23, 1972, when I authorized the meeting in which the CIA was asked to limit the FBI’s investigation of Watergate.

There were many unintelligible passages on these new tapes. Even so, I believe that they have enabled me to give the most complete account of those days that has ever been given.

In this book I recount many conversations, some of them as direct quotes. Those dealing with Watergate are largely based on the language recorded on the White House tapes. Others are based on my handwritten notes or my dictated diaries. There are also extensive memoranda of conversations—“memcons”—covering most talks with foreign leaders, and I have been able to use these to confirm and supplement my notes and recollections. Conversations in which I did not take part are obviously dependent upon reports from the participants or on secondary sources. In a few cases, I have had to depend solely upon my memory of a conversation in re-creating it, but I have tried to limit this to exchanges in which the vividness of the words lodged them unforgettably in my mind.

This book could not have been written or published without the help of dozens of people, and I am deeply grateful to all of them.

The wonderful volunteer women who work every day taking care of the mail that comes into La Casa Pacifica spent many hours on the laborious but important proofreading of three drafts of the manuscript.

Cathy Price, Marnie Pavlick, Nora Kelly, Cindy Serrano-Mesa, and Meredith Johnson worked late hours and many weekends in order to type the manuscript and then proof galleys against original documents. Judy Johnson helped with a variety of typing and research tasks; Meredith Khachigian helped to proof the manuscript against the originals of my diary. When all the papers of my administration were impounded, Howard W. Smith, a private citizen, kindly sent us his complete set of the daily press office news releases and special briefing transcripts.

Robert Huberty and Mark Jacobsen, of the University of California, Irvine, did much of the detailed library research and newspaper checking.

In a work of this size the copy editors perform an enormous and vital task. I want to thank David C. Frost and Nancy Brooks of Grosset & Dunlap for their patience, diligence, and professional expertise. Others who assisted in various tasks were Jack Brennan, Bernard Shir-Cliff, Larry Gadd, Diana Price, and Robert and Cara Ackerman. The index was compiled by Robert Daugherty, and the photographs were assembled with the help of Ann Grier. I also appreciate the interest and encouragement I have received from my publishers: Harold Roth and Bob Markel of Grosset & Dunlap and Bill Sarnoff and Howard Kaminsky of Warner Books.

I am grateful to the dozens of former staff members and friends who took part in the events chronicled in this book and who gave hours of time to me and my staff as we worked to reconstruct those events fairly and accurately. I am also grateful to those who read different parts of the manuscript and gave valuable advice and assistance: General Brent Scowcroft, who concentrated on the sections dealing with international affairs and foreign policy; Ray Price, who gave editorial assistance and advice, particularly on the domestic policy sections of the presidency; and Herb Stein, who provided editorial assistance on the section dealing with the economy.

Rose Mary Woods was able to spend several months in San Clemente sharing her memories of the twenty-three years during which she served as my personal secretary and applying painstaking attention to detail in reading and checking the manuscript. Marje Acker also came out to help with these tasks. Loie Gaunt, who first joined my staff when I was in the Senate, has served tirelessly as a limitless source of information and help throughout the past three years.

Finally, there are the three people who have worked with me on this project from the beginning. My deep gratitude goes to Ken Khachigian and Diane Sawyer for their research and for pulling together much of the source material. And to Frank Gannon, my chief editorial assistant who organized the research and directed the project, my special appreciation.
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EARLY YEARS


1913–1946


I was born in a house my father built. My birth on the night of January 9, 1913, coincided with a record-breaking cold snap in our town of Yorba Linda, California. Yorba Linda was a farming community of 200 people about thirty miles from Los Angeles, surrounded by avocado and citrus groves and barley, alfalfa, and bean fields.

For a child the setting was idyllic. In the spring the air was heavy with the rich scent of orange blossoms. And there was much to excite a child’s imagination: glimpses of the Pacific Ocean to the west, the San Bernardino Mountains to the north, a “haunted house” in the nearby foothills to be viewed with awe and approached with caution—and a railroad line that ran about a mile from our house.

In the daytime I could see the smoke from the steam engines. Sometimes at night I was awakened by the whistle of a train, and then I dreamed of the far-off places I wanted to visit someday. My brothers and I played railroad games, taking the parts of engineers and conductors. I remember the thrill of talking to Everett Barnum, the Santa Fe Railroad engineer who lived in our town. All through grade school my ambition was to become a railroad engineer.

My first conscious memory is of running. I was three years old, and my mother was driving us in a horse-drawn buggy, holding my baby brother Don on her lap while a neighbor girl held me. The horse turned the corner leading to our house at high speed, and I tumbled onto the ground. I must have been in shock, but I managed to get up and run after the buggy while my mother tried to make the horse stop. The only aftereffect of this accident was that years later, when the vogue of parting hair on the left side came along, I still had to comb mine straight back to hide a scar caused by the fall.

Our life in Yorba Linda was hard but happy. My father worked at whatever jobs he could find. Thanks to a vegetable garden and some of our own fruit trees, we had plenty to eat despite our low income. We also had a cow that provided milk from which my mother made our butter and cheese.

I started first grade in Yorba Linda’s schoolhouse when I was six. My mother had already taught me to read at home, and this head start enabled me to skip the second grade.

After homework and chores, I often sat by the fireplace or at the kitchen table immersed in a book or magazine. We took the Los Angeles Times, the Saturday Evening Post, and the Ladies’ Home Journal. Aunt Olive, my mother’s youngest sister, and her husband, Oscar Marshburn, lived in nearby Whittier and subscribed to the National Geographic. Nearly every time I visited them I borrowed a copy. It was my favorite magazine.

In 1922 my father sold our house and lemon grove in Yorba Linda, and we moved to Whittier. He did roustabout work in the oil fields, but although it paid well, this physical labor offered no challenge to a man of his ambition, intelligence, and lively imagination. Early on, my father could see that even though there were still very few automobiles and only one paved road in the area, the horseless carriage was an idea whose time was about to come. He borrowed $5,000 to buy some land on the main road connecting the growing towns of Whittier and La Habra. He cleared the lot, put in a tank and a pump, and opened the first service station in the eight-mile stretch between the two towns.

The enterprise was an almost instant success, and he soon opened a general store and market. He added a small counter for my mother’s home-baked pies and cakes. One of her specialties was angel food cake. She insisted that it was at its best only when she beat fresh outdoor air into the batter before putting it into the oven. I remember her standing outside the kitchen door in the chilly predawn air, beating the batter with a big wooden spoon.

The grocery business expanded rapidly, and had it not been for the illnesses that struck our family, we would have been modestly well off by the standards of those times.

The Nixon Market was a “mom and pop” operation; the whole family worked in the store. In addition to waiting on the customers and keeping the accounts, inventory had to be taken, orders placed, and the shelves kept stocked. The store had to be cleaned and swept each night and sprayed for flies each day.

When I was older, I took over the fresh fruit and vegetable buying. Each morning I got up at four in order to be at the Seventh Street market in Los Angeles by five o’clock. I chose the best fruits and vegetables, bargained with the farmers and wholesalers for a good price, and then drove back to East Whittier to wash, sort, and arrange the produce in the store and be off to school by eight. It was not an easy life, but it was a good one, centered around a loving family and a small, tight-knit, Quaker community. For those who were willing to work hard, California in the 1920s seemed a place and time of almost unlimited opportunity.

The principle that opposites attract aptly describes my father and my mother. In the most important ways they were very much alike. Both were deeply religious. They were completely devoted to one another, and no sacrifice was too great for them to make for their children. But two more temperamentally different people could hardly be imagined.

My father, Francis Anthony Nixon, was known throughout his life as Frank. He was born on a farm in Ohio on December 3, 1878. His mother died of tuberculosis when he was eight, and her long illness left the family almost penniless. After her death the family moved to a small barren plot of land in eastern Ohio, where my father had to walk several miles each day to the nearest school. A newcomer, small in stature and dressed in ragged clothes, he was taunted by his schoolmates. He responded with a quick tongue and a ready pair of fists, and he soon became known as a natural fighter.

The family fortunes did not improve, and after he had finished the sixth grade he quit school and went to work. It was a necessary decision, but one he regretted all his life. Over the next few years he held many jobs, acquiring new skills with each. He drove an ox team hauling logs to a sawmill, worked as a carpenter, managed a potato farm, sheared sheep in Colorado, and installed early hand-crank telephones.

Throughout his life my father tried to better himself through work. He moved to Columbus, Ohio, and became a streetcar motorman. The insides of those early trolleys were heated by pot-bellied stoves, but the vestibules where the motormen stood were open. During the winter of 1906 his feet became frostbitten. Complaints to the company went unheeded, so he organized a protest by the motormen and conductors. They managed to get a bill passed in the state legislature requiring that the vestibules be enclosed and heated.

Nonetheless, the battle had left him frustrated and discouraged, and he decided to move to Southern California, where at least frostbite would not be a problem. In 1907 he got a job as a motorman on the Pacific Electric streetcar line that ran between Los Angeles and Whittier. In 1908 he met Hannah Milhous at a Valentine’s Day party, and despite the reservations of her family because she had not finished college and because her suitor was not a Quaker, they were married four months later.

My father had an Irish quickness both to anger and to mirth. It was his temper that impressed me most as a small child. He had tempestuous arguments with my brothers Harold and Don, and their shouting could be heard all through the neighborhood. He was a strict and stern disciplinarian, and I tried to follow my mother’s example of not crossing him when he was in a bad mood. Perhaps my own aversion to personal confrontations dates back to these early recollections.

He often argued vehemently on almost any subject with the customers he waited on in the store. His outbursts were not personal; they were just his way of putting life into a discussion. Unfortunately some of our customers did not appreciate this, and it was a standing family joke that my mother or one of us boys would rush to wait on some of our more sensitive customers before he could get to them.

Whatever talent I have as a debater must have been acquired from my father, from his love of argument and disputation. When I was on the debating team in college, he would often drive me to the debates and sit in the back of the room listening intently. On the way home he would dissect and analyze each of the arguments.

My father had a deep belief in the “little man” in America. He opposed the vested interests and the political machines that exercised so much control over American life at the beginning of the century. Because he thought that the Standard Oil trust was a blight on the American landscape, he chose to be supplied by the less well known Richfield Oil Company when he opened his service station in Whittier. As the Nixon Market grew, he became a vociferous opponent of chain stores. He feared that through their volume buying they would crush the independent operator and the family grocery store.

In those days before television and when radio was still in its infancy, conversation within the family and among friends was a major source of recreation. Lively discussions of political issues were always a feature of our family gatherings. My father started out as a hard-line Ohio Republican. In 1924, however, he became disenchanted with the stand-pat Republicanism of Harding and Coolidge. A populist strain entered his thinking, and that year he deserted his party to vote for the great Wisconsin Progressive Senator Robert “Fighting Bob” La Follette. He even became an ardent supporter of the Townsend Plan, which proposed paying $200 a month to everyone over sixty who would spend the money and agree to retire, a program which was too liberal even for the New Deal. He supported Hoover in 1932 because Hoover was a “dry” and FDR a “wet” on prohibition. He never told me how he voted in 1936, but I always suspected that in the midst of the Depression he voted for Franklin D. Roosevelt rather than Alf Landon, whom he once described as a “stand-patter.”

The dignity of labor was the keystone of my father’s philosophy of life. He said that taking too seriously the biblical invitation to lean on the Lord encouraged laziness, and his favorite biblical passage was, “in the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread.” During the long period when my brother Harold had tuberculosis—the years of the Great Depression—my father refused to let him go to the county tuberculosis hospital, one of the best in the country, on the ground that going there would be taking charity.

My father’s temper may have been exacerbated by a partial deafness that became almost total as he grew older. There were times I suspected him of provoking a commotion just so he could turn off his hearing aid and watch the drama unfold before him like a silent movie. But it is the love beneath his brusque and bristling exterior that I remember best. When he and my mother came to New York to see me off on the Herter Committee trip to Europe in 1947, Pat and I arranged a special treat for them. He particularly loved musical comedy, and I was able to get the best seats for the Broadway hit Oklahoma! We had to rush from the hotel to the theatre, and on the way he discovered that he had left his hearing aid in his room. He was determined that he would not spoil our evening, and I remember how intently he followed the play and how he laughed and applauded with the rest of the audience so that we would think he was having a good time, even though he could not hear a single word or a single note.

My father’s interest in politics made him the most enthusiastic follower of my career from its beginnings. My success meant to him that everything he had worked for and believed in was true: that in America, with hard work and determination a man can achieve anything. During the years I was in Congress, I sent home copies of the daily Congressional Record. He read them cover to cover—something that no congressman or senator I knew ever took the time to do. When I was running for Vice President, he wrote a typically straightforward letter to one of the newspapers he had read years before, suggesting that it support me: “This boy is one of five that I raised and they are the finest, I think, in the United States. If you care to give him a lift I would say the Ohio State Journal is still doing some good.”

Everyone who ever knew my mother was impressed with what a remarkable woman she was. She was born March 7, 1885, in southern Indiana into an Irish Quaker family of nine children. When she was twelve, her father decided to move to a new Quaker settlement in California. They loaded a railroad boxcar with many of their possessions, including horses and saddles, doors, and window frames, and arrived at Whittier in 1897, where my grandfather opened a tree nursery and planted an orange grove. After graduating from Whittier Academy, my mother went on to Whittier College. She loved history and literature, and she majored in languages, concentrating in Latin, Greek, and German. When she met and married my father, she had completed her second year of college. They had five sons and, with the exception of one named for my father, she named us after the early kings of England: Harold, born in 1909; Richard, born in 1913; Francis Donald, born in 1914; Arthur, born in 1918; and Edward, born in 1930.

My mother was always concerned and active in community affairs, but her most striking quality was a deep sense of privacy. Although she radiated warmth and love for her family, indeed, for all people, she was intensely private in her feelings and emotions. We never had a meal without saying grace, but except for special occasions when each of us boys would be called on to recite a verse from the Bible, these prayers were always silent. She even took literally the injunction from St. Matthew that praying should be done behind closed doors and went into a closet to say her prayers before going to bed at night.

Often when I had a difficult decision to make or a speech to prepare, or when I was under attack in the press, my mother would say, “I will be thinking of you.” This was her quiet Quaker way of saying, “I will be praying for you”—and it meant infinitely more to me because of its understatement.

Many people who knew my mother in Whittier referred to her, even during her lifetime, as a Quaker saint. My cousin Jessamyn West recently wrote to me about my mother. She said, “I don’t think of Hannah as a ‘saint.’ Saints, I feel, have a special pipeline to God which provides them a fortitude not given ordinary mortals. Hannah was not ordinary; but she did what she did and was what she was through a strength and lovingness which welled up out of her own good heart and because of her own indomitable character.” The quality that made my mother so special, and that made people want to be close to her, was that although the inner serenity religion gave her shone through, she never wore her religion on her sleeve.

As a child I spent hours sitting at the piano in our living room picking out tunes. Shortly after I began school, I started taking piano lessons from my Uncle Griffith Milhous. He also taught me the fundamentals of the violin.

Probably because of Uncle Griffith’s urgings, my parents decided to give my musical abilities a real test. My mother’s sister Jane had studied piano at the Metropolitan School of Music in Indianapolis and was an accomplished performer and teacher. She lived with her own family in Lindsay, another Quaker enclave, in central California. It was decided that I should live with them for half a year and take lessons from her. Right after a family reunion at my grandmother’s house in December 1924, I went home with Aunt Jane and Uncle Harold Beeson and my cousins Alden and Sheldon.

For six months I took daily piano lessons from Aunt Jane and violin lessons from a teacher in nearby Exeter, and walked a mile and a half each way to school with Alden and Sheldon. I enjoyed studying music, and I was able to memorize quite easily. Even today, more than fifty years later, I still remember some of the music I learned back in Lindsay.

Playing the piano is a way of expressing oneself that is perhaps even more fulfilling than writing or speaking. In fact, I have always had two great—and still unfulfilled—ambitions: to direct a symphony orchestra and to play an organ in a cathedral. I think that to create great music is one of the highest aspirations man can set for himself.

My parents came to bring me home in June 1925. Like any twelve-year-old I was happy to see them after what seemed like a very long time. As soon as he saw me alone, my youngest brother, Arthur, greeted me with a solemn kiss on the cheek. I later learned that he had asked my mother if it would be proper for him to kiss me since I had been away. Even at that early age he had acquired our family’s reticence about open displays of affection.

A short time after we returned to Whittier, Arthur complained of a headache. The family doctor thought it was flu and ordered him to bed. Arthur’s condition deteriorated quickly, and the doctor was unable to find the cause. He prescribed a series of tests, including a spinal tap. After that most painful of tests had been taken, I remember my father coming downstairs. It was the first time I had ever seen him cry. He said, “The doctors are afraid that the little darling is going to die.”

Because Arthur required constant care and attention, Don and I were sent to stay with my Aunt Carrie Wildermuth in Fullerton. Just before we left, we went upstairs to see our brother. He had asked for one of his favorite dishes, tomato gravy on toast; we brought some up with us, and I remember how much he enjoyed it. Two days later he died.

The doctor said that it was tubercular encephalitis, but those words were too big, too cold, and too impersonal for us to grasp or understand. My father, who had been keeping the service station open on Sundays to accommodate the increasing weekend traffic on Whittier Boulevard, half believed that Arthur’s death represented some kind of divine displeasure, and he never again opened the station or the market on a Sunday.

For weeks after Arthur’s funeral there was not a day that I did not think about him and cry. For the first time I had learned what death was like and what it meant.

As a freshman in college I wrote a short essay about Arthur for an English composition course. I described the photograph of Arthur that my mother always kept in our living room, and I wrote, “Let me tell you, in a few words, something of my brother as I remember him.”

The first two or three years of my baby brother’s life are rather indistinct in my memory for I was engrossed in the first years of my grammar school education. However, there were certain things concerned with my little brother’s early development which did impress me. For example, I remember how his eyes changed from their original baby-blue to an almost black shade; how his hair, blond at first, became dark brown; how his mouth, toothless for five months, was filled with tiny, white teeth which, by the way, were exceedingly sharp when applied on soft fingers or toes which happened to get within their reach; how those little incoherent sounds of his finally developed into words and then into sentences; and how he learned to roll over, then to crawl, and finally to walk.

Although I do not remember many incidents connected with my brother’s early childhood, there were some which made a clear imprint on my mind. There was one time when he was asked to be a ring bearer at a wedding. I remember how my mother had to work with him for hours to get him to do it, because he disliked walking with the little flower girl. Another time, when he was about five years old, he showed the world that he was a man by getting some cigarettes out of our store and secretly smoking them back of the house. Unfortunately for him, one of our gossipy neighbors happened to see him, and she promptly informed my mother. I have disliked that neighbor from that time. . . .

Again, I shall never forget how he disliked wearing “sticky” wool suits. As soon as he was able to read, he used to search the mail order catalogues for suits which weren’t “sticky.” . . .

There is a growing tendency among college students to let their childhood beliefs be forgotten. Especially we find this true when we speak of the Divine Creator and his plans for us. I thought that I would also become that way, but I find that it is almost impossible for me to do so. Two days before my brother’s death, he called my mother into the room. He put his arms around her and said that he wanted to pray before he went to sleep. Then, with closed eyes, he repeated that age-old child’s prayer which ends with those simple yet beautiful words:

“If I should die before I awake, I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take.”

There is a grave out now in the hills, but, like the picture, it contains only the bodily image of my brother.

And so when I am tired and worried, and am almost ready to quit trying to live as I should, I look up and see the picture of a little boy with sparkling eyes, and curly hair; I remember the childlike prayer; I pray that it may prove true for me as it did for my brother Arthur.

My oldest brother Harold’s long bout with tuberculosis began several years before Arthur died, but it continued for more than ten years. It was especially hard for us to accept because he had always had such a robust enjoyment of life. He was tall and handsome with blue eyes and blond hair. At one point he grew a moustache that made him look quite rakish. In high school he had a stripped-down Model T Ford that he raced with his friends.

It was during Harold’s long illness that my mother showed the depth of her character and faith. In those days, TB was almost always incurable, and the long, losing fight left its tragic mark on our whole family. First, Harold went to an expensive private sanatorium, and then he spent a few months in a cottage in the Antelope Valley in California, which is considerably drier than the Whittier area.

Finally, my mother decided to take him to live in Prescott, Arizona, which was supposed to be excellent for tubercular cures because of its dry climate and high elevation. She stayed with Harold in Prescott for almost three years. To make ends meet, she took care of three other bedridden patients. She cooked and cleaned, gave them bed baths and alcohol rubs, and did everything that a nurse does for a patient. Later, as she heard that one by one each had died, I could tell that she felt their deaths as deeply as if they had been her own sons’.

In addition to the wrenching physical and emotional strain of nursing, the very fact of separation from the rest of us was very hard on my mother. My father regularly made the fourteen-hour drive to Prescott with Don and me during Christmas and spring vacations, and we spent part of our summers there. During those two summers in Prescott, I worked at any odd job I could find. I was a janitor at a swimming pool, and once I helped pluck and dress frying chickens for a butcher shop. I also worked as a carnival barker at the Frontier Days festival that is still celebrated in Prescott every July.

Harold’s illness continued to drag on. He became so thin it was almost painful to look at him. He was terribly unhappy and homesick in Prescott, so it was finally decided to let him come home, hoping that the familiar surroundings would compensate for the damper climate. He had a desperate will to live and refused to comply with the doctor’s orders that he stay in bed. It was especially painful for us all because Harold was still so full of hope and had so much life in him. We kept hoping against hope that some mental lift might start him on the way back to physical recovery. When he said that he would like to go through the San Bernardino Mountains to see the desert, my father dropped everything to make plans for the trip. He rented one of the first house trailers on the market—a wooden structure built on a Reo truck chassis—and spent hours with Harold planning their route and their itinerary.

We saw them off one morning, expecting them to be gone for almost a month. They were back three days later. Harold had had another hemorrhage, and despite his insistence that they go on, my father knew that Harold would not be able to stand the rigors of living in the trailer. Harold told me that he was nevertheless glad they had taken even this short trip. I can still remember his voice when he described the beauty of the wild flowers in the foothills and the striking sight of snow in the mountains. I sensed that he knew this was the last time he would ever see them.

On March 6, 1933, Harold asked me to drive him downtown. He had seen an ad for a new kind of electric cake mixer he wanted to give our mother for her birthday the next day. He barely had the strength to walk with me into the hardware store. We had them wrap the mixer as a birthday present, and we hid it at home at the top of a closet.

The next morning he said that we should postpone giving our presents to mother until that night because he did not feel well and wanted to rest. About three hours later I was studying in the college library when I received a message to come home. When I got there, I saw a hearse parked in front of the house. My parents were crying uncontrollably as the undertaker carried out Harold’s body. My mother said that right after I left for school Harold asked her to put her arms around him and hold him very close. He had never been particularly religious, but he looked at her and said, “This is the last time I will see you, until we meet in heaven.” He died an hour later. That night I got the cake mixer out and gave it to my mother and told her that it was Harold’s gift to her.

I loved my parents equally but in very different ways, just as they were very different people. My father was a scrappy, belligerent fighter with a quick, wide-ranging raw intellect. He left me a respect for learning and hard work, and the will to keep fighting no matter what the odds. My mother loved me completely and selflessly, and her special legacy was a quiet, inner peace, and the determination never to despair.

Three words describe my life in Whittier: family, church, and school.

The Milhous family was one of the oldest in the town, and counting sisters and cousins and aunts, it included scores of people. It was a matriarchy headed, first, by my great-grandmother Elizabeth Price Milhous. This remarkable woman, along with a forebear of hers, was the model for Eliza Cope Birdwell in Jessamyn West’s charming novel The Friendly Persuasion. She died in 1923 at the age of ninety-six, when I was only ten, but I can remember her well.

My grandmother, Almira Burdg Milhous, lived to be ninety-four. At our traditional Christmas family reunions at her house she sat regally in her best red velvet dress as all the grandchildren brought their very modest presents to her. She praised them all equally, remarking that each was something she had particularly wanted. She seemed to take a special interest in me, and she wrote me verses on my birthday and on other special occasions. On my thirteenth birthday, in 1926, she gave me a framed picture of Lincoln with the words from Longfellow’s “Psalm of Life” in her own handwriting beneath it: “Lives of great men oft remind us/We can make our lives sublime,/And departing, leave behind us/Footprints on the sands of time.” I hung the picture above my bed at home, and to this day it is one of my fondest possessions. When I was in college my grandmother gave me a biography of Gandhi, which I read from cover to cover. Gandhi’s concept of peaceful change and passive resistance appealed to her, and she had a deep Quaker opposition to any racial or religious prejudice.

Grandmother Milhous belonged to the generation of Quakers who used the plain speech. She would say, “Is thee going today?” or “Is this thine?” or “What are thy wishes?” I loved to listen when my mother and my aunts, none of whom used the plain speech in their own homes, would slip back into it while talking with her or with each other.

I grew up in a religious environment that was at once unusually strict and unusually tolerant. My mother and her family belonged to a branch of the Friends Church that had ministers, choirs, and virtually all the symbols of other Protestant denominations. The differences were the absence of water baptism and communion, and the heavy Quaker emphasis on silent prayer. My father had converted to Quakerism from his own rather robust Methodism at the time of his marriage, and he had the typical enthusiasm of a convert for his new religion. Our family went to church four times on Sunday—Sunday school, the regular morning service, Christian Endeavor in the late afternoon, and another service in the evening—and to Wednesday night services as well. During my high school and college years I also played the piano for various church services each week. My mother gave me a Bible when I graduated from eighth grade, and I never went to bed at night without reading a few verses.

Even the extensive religious activities of the Friends meetings in Yorba Linda and Whittier were not enough to satisfy my parents. They were both fascinated by the evangelists and revivalists of those times, and often we drove to Los Angeles to hear Aimee Semple McPherson at the Angelus Temple and Bob Shuler, her great competitor, at the Trinity Methodist Church.

While religion and prayer were very much a part of our family life, they were essentially personal and private. Perhaps because of this I never fell into the common practice of quoting the Bible in the speeches I made during my school years or later in my political life. When I was Vice President, President Eisenhower urged me to refer to God from time to time in my speeches, but I did not feel comfortable doing so.

I suffered my first political defeat in my junior year at Whittier High School, when I lost the election for president of the student body. I was appointed student body manager by the faculty, and it was my responsibility to handle the sale of tickets to football games and to persuade local businessmen to advertise in the school yearbook.

Our senior year, 1930, was the 2000th anniversary of the poet Vergil’s birth, and the Latin teachers at school decided to put on a special dramatization of the Aeneid to commemorate the event. I was chosen to play Aeneas, and my girl friend, Ola Florence Welch, was his beloved Dido. It was my first experience in dramatics, and it is amazing that it was not my last.

The performance was sheer torture. First, the audience was bored stiff—Vergil obviously had not written the Aeneid for a high school assembly in Whittier, California. Second, the dramatically tender scene in which I embraced Dido evoked such catcalls, whistles, and uproarious laughter that we had to wait until they subsided before we could continue. Third, whoever rented the costumes had not taken into account the size of my feet—11D! I would guess that the silver boots I had to wear with my costume were no bigger than size 9. It took both Latin teachers and me several minutes to get them on and almost as long to get them off, and the hour on stage in them was agony beyond description and almost beyond endurance.

I had dreamed of going to college in the East. I finished third in my high school class, won the constitutional oratorical contests in my junior and senior years, and received the Harvard Club of California’s award for outstanding all-around student. There was also a possibility of a tuition scholarship to Yale, but travel and living expenses would amount to even more than tuition, and by 1930 the Depression and the enormous expenses of Harold’s illness had stripped our family finances to the bone. I had no choice but to live at home, and that meant that I would have to attend Whittier College. I was not disappointed, because the idea of college was so exciting that nothing could have dimmed it for me.

In college, as in high school, I continued to plug away at my studies. For the first time I met students who were able to get good grades without working very hard for them, but I needed the steady discipline of nightly study to keep up with all the courses and reading.

Each of my teachers made a great impression on me, but a few in particular touched my mind and changed my life.

Dr. Paul Smith was probably the greatest intellectual inspiration of my early years. I took his courses in British and American civilization, the American Constitution, and international relations and law. He was a brilliant lecturer, who always spoke without notes. His doctorate was from the University of Wisconsin, where he had studied under the great Progressive historian Glenn Frank. Dr. Smith’s approach to history and politics was strongly influenced by the Progressive outlook, and it came as a revelation to me that history could be more than a chronicle of past events—that it could be a tool of analysis and criticism.

Albert Upton, who taught English and was the director of the drama club, was an iconoclast. Nothing was sacred to him, and he stimulated us by his outspoken unorthodoxy.

At the end of my junior year he told me that my education would not be complete until I read Tolstoy and the other great Russian novelists. That summer I read little else. My favorite was Resurrection, Tolstoy’s last major novel. I was even more deeply affected by the philosophical works of his later years. His program for a peaceful revolution for the downtrodden Russian masses, his passionate opposition to war, and his emphasis on the spiritual elements in all aspects of life left a more lasting impression on me than his novels. At that time in my life I became a Tolstoyan.

Dr. J. Herschel Coffin influenced me in a different way. He taught a course called “The Philosophy of Christian Reconstruction,” which I took in my senior year. This course was better known by its subtitle, “What Can I Believe?” It involved a weekly written self-analysis based on questions raised in class. We studied the theory of evolution, the literal authenticity of the Bible, and the nature of democracy, and at the beginning, middle, and end of the course, we had to write an essay answering the question, “What Can I Believe?”

On October 9, 1933, I described some of my impressions and problems at the beginning of the course. This composition gives a clearer picture of my beliefs, questions, and uncertainties as a college student than anything I could reconstruct today.

Years of training in the home and church have had their effect on my thinking. . . . My parents, “fundamental Quakers,” had ground into me, with the aid of the church, all the fundamental ideas in their strictest interpretation. The infallibility and literal correctness of the Bible, the miracles, even the whale story, all these I accepted as facts when I entered college four years ago. Even then I could not forget the admonition to not be misled by college professors who might be a little too liberal in their views! Many of those childhood ideas have been destroyed but there are some which I cannot bring myself to drop. To me, the greatness of the universe is too much for man to explain. I still believe that God is the creator, the first cause of all that exists. I still believe that He lives today, in some form, directing the destinies of the cosmos. How can I reconcile this idea with my scientific method? It is of course an unanswerable question. However, for the time being I shall accept the solution offered by Kant: that man can go only so far in his research and explanations; from that point on we must accept God. What is unknown to man, God knows.

I thought that Jesus was the Son of God, but not necessarily in the physical sense of the term: “He reached the highest conception of God and of value that the world has ever seen. He lived a life which radiated those values. He taught a philosophy which revealed those values to men. I even go so far as to say Jesus and God are one, because Jesus set the great example which is forever pulling men upward to the ideal life. His life was so perfect that he ‘mingled’ his soul with God’s.”

I wrote that the literal accuracy of the story of the resurrection was not as important as its profound symbolism: “The important fact is that Jesus lived and taught a life so perfect that he continued to live and grow after his death—in the hearts of men. It may be true that the resurrection story is a myth, but symbolically it teaches the great lesson that men who achieve the highest values in their lives may gain immortality. . . . Orthodox teachers have always insisted that the physical resurrection of Jesus is the most important cornerstone in the Christian religion. I believe that the modern world will find a real resurrection in the life and teachings of Jesus.”

The populist elements of my father’s politics, the Progressive influence of Paul Smith, the iconoclasm of Albert Upton, and the Christian humanism of Dr. Coffin gave my early thinking a very liberal, almost populist, tinge.

Thanks to my teachers I studied hard and received a first-rate education at Whittier. But academic pursuits were by no means the only—or the most important—part of my four years there. From the first week of school on, I was involved in extracurricular activities.

Whittier did not have any fraternities, but there was one social club, the Franklin Society, whose members had high social status on campus. One of the first students I met at college was Dean Triggs, who had just transferred to Whittier after two years at Colorado College, where he had belonged to a fraternity. He thought it undemocratic to have only one such club at Whittier, and he suggested that we start another. Albert Upton agreed to be our sponsor, and we decided to call ourselves the Orthogonian Society—the “Square Shooters.”

While the Franklins were socially oriented, the Orthogonians recruited mostly athletes and men who were working their way through school. The Franklins posed for their yearbook pictures wearing tuxedos; we posed for our pictures wearing open-necked shirts. We were officially dedicated to what, with our collegiate exuberance, we called the Four B’s: Beans, Brawn, Brain, and Bowels. Our motto was Écrasons l’infame—“Stamp out evil”—and our symbol was a boar’s head. Although only a freshman, I was elected the first president of the Orthogonians, and I wrote our constitution and our song.

College debating in those days was a serious pursuit and a highly developed art, and to me it provided not only experience with techniques of argument but also an intensive introduction to the substance of some issues I would deal with in later years.

Because of the way our college debates were organized, the team had to be prepared to argue either side of a question. This sort of exercise turned out to be a healthy antidote to certainty, and a good lesson in seeing the other person’s point of view. Because of this debate training I became used to speaking without notes, a practice that was of great importance to me later in my political career. During my senior year I won the intercollegiate extemporaneous speaking contest of Southern California.

One of the topics we debated was free trade versus protectionism. Once I had thoroughly researched—and argued—both sides, I became a convinced free-trader and remain so to this day. Another topic was whether the Allied war debts should be canceled. Although once again I debated both sides, I became convinced that the economic recovery of Europe was more important than our insisting on payment of war debts. We also debated whether a free economy was more efficient than a managed economy. Though this was at the height of the early enthusiasm for the experiments of the New Deal, I surfaced from my immersion in both sides of that topic thoroughly persuaded of the superior merits of a free economy.

During the winter of my second year in college, the debate team made a 3,500-mile tour through the Pacific Northwest. My father let us take our family’s eight-year-old, seven-passenger Packard for the trip. The leader of our debating team was Joe Sweeney, a red-headed Irishman with loads of self-assurance.

One of our stops was San Francisco. In those days shortly before the repeal of Prohibition, San Francisco was a wide-open town. We followed Sweeney down winding, colorful streets to a drugstore. He showed the man behind the counter a card one of the bellboys at the hotel had given him, and the man led us over to a wall covered with shelves of drugs. He pushed the wall and it opened like a door into a speakeasy. It was not a particularly boisterous place, although the smoky air and the casual attitude of the patrons made us feel that we had wandered into a veritable den of iniquity. I did not have the slightest idea what to drink, so Sweeney ordered a Tom Collins for me. Except for him, none of us had been in a speakeasy before, and I had never tasted alcohol, so it was a lark just to sit there watching the people, listening to their conversation, and admiring the barmaid who served our drinks.

I tried out for several plays in college, and I was usually given the character parts. I was the dithering Mr. Ingoldsby in Booth Tarkington’s The Trysting Place, the Innkeeper in John Drinkwater’s Bird in Hand, an old Scottish miner in a grim one-act play, The Price of Coal, and a rather flaky comic character in George M. Cohan’s The Tavern. I also served as stage manager for the college productions of The Mikado and The Pirates of Penzance.

Student politics was necessarily low-keyed in a small school where everyone knew one another. My only major “campaign” was for president of the student body at the end of my third year. I was the candidate of the Orthogonian Society, and my opponent was Dick Thomson of the Franklin Society. We were good friends and did not feel much enthusiasm for running against each other.

I based my campaign on the controversial issue of allowing dancing on campus. I had no personal stake in it since I had not even known how to dance until Ola Florence forced me to learn a few steps at a party. My argument was strictly pragmatic: whether or not one approved of dancing—and most of the members of Whittier’s board of trustees did not, as a matter of religious principle—most of the students were going to dance. Surely, I argued, it would be better to have dances on campus where they could be supervised, rather than off campus in some second-rate dance hall.

I won the election and then had to deliver on my promise. Herbert Harris, acting president of the college, helped me work out a compromise with the board of trustees whereby the board would rent the nearby Whittier Women’s Club building, which had a fine ballroom. We held eight successful dances there during the year. The only problem now was that I had to attend. Ola Florence and several other coeds were very patient with me, but I fear that many new pairs of slippers were scuffed as a result of my attempts to lead my partners around the dance floor.

My happiest memories of those college days involve sports. In freshman year I played on the Poetlings basketball team, and we had a perfect record for the year: we lost every game. In fact, the only trophy I have to show for having played basketball is a porcelain dental bridge. In one game, jumping for a rebound, a forward from La Verne College hit me in the mouth with his elbow and broke my top front teeth in half.

Two factors have always motivated my great interest in sports. First, sports have provided necessary relief from the heavy burdens of work and study that I have assumed at every stage of my life. Second, I have a highly competitive instinct, and I find it stimulating to follow the great sports events in which one team’s or one man’s skill and discipline and brains are pitted against another’s in the most exciting kind of combat imaginable.

Ever since I first played in high school, football has been my favorite sport. As a 150-pound seventeen-year-old freshman I hardly cut a formidable figure on the field, but I loved the game—the spirit, the teamwork, the friendship. There were only eleven eligible men on the freshman team, so despite my size and weight I got to play in every game and to wear a team numeral on my sweater. But for the rest of my college years, the only times I got to play were in the last few minutes of a game that was already safely won or hopelessly lost.

College football at Whittier gave me a chance to get to know the coach, Wallace “Chief” Newman. I think that I admired him more and learned more from him than from any man I have ever known aside from my father.

Newman was an American Indian, and tremendously proud of his heritage. Tall and ramrod-straight, with sharp features and copper skin, from his youngest days he was nicknamed Chief. He inspired in us the idea that if we worked hard enough and played hard enough, we could beat anybody. He had no tolerance for the view that how you play the game counts more than whether you win or lose. He believed in always playing cleanly, but he also believed that there is a great difference between winning and losing. He used to say, “Show me a good loser, and I’ll show you a loser.” He also said, “When you lose, get mad—but get mad at yourself, not at your opponent.”

There is no way I can adequately describe Chief Newman’s influence on me. He drilled into me a competitive spirit and the determination to come back after you have been knocked down or after you lose. He also gave me an acute understanding that what really matters is not a man’s background, his color, his race, or his religion, but only his character.

One day during my last year at Whittier I saw a notice on the bulletin board announcing twenty-five $250 tuition scholarships to the new Duke University Law School in Durham, North Carolina. I applied, and only after I had won and accepted one did I learn that the students called this offer the “meat grinder,” because of the twenty-five scholarships available for the first year, only twelve were renewed for the second.

When I arrived in Durham in September 1934, the photographs I had seen had not prepared me for the size and beauty of the Duke campus. For someone accustomed to California architecture and a small college like Whittier, Duke was like a medieval cathedral town. There were spires and towers and stained glass everywhere. Dozens of buildings were set in clusters amid acres of woods and gardens.

From the first day I knew that I was on a fast competitive track. Over half the members of my class were Phi Beta Kappas. Duke had adopted the Harvard case method, which involved memorizing the facts and points of law in hundreds of different cases and being able to stand up in class, recite them, and respond to sharp questioning. My memory was a great asset here, but I had never been faced with such an overwhelming mass of material. I sometimes despaired of pulling the memorized facts together into any meaningful knowledge of the law.

One night when I was studying in the library I poured out my fears and doubts to an upperclassman, Bill Adelson, who had noted the long hours I spent studying in the law library. He heard me out, sat back, looked me in the eye, and told me something I shall never forget: “You don’t have to worry. You have what it takes to learn the law—an iron butt.”

During my first two years at Duke I lived in a $5-a-month rented room; for my third year I joined three friends and moved into a small house in Duke Forest, about two miles from the campus. “Small house” is really an overstatement: it was a one-room clapboard shack without heat or inside plumbing, in which the four of us shared two large brass beds. As I look back, I am amazed that we lived so long and so contentedly in such primitive conditions, but at the time it seemed exciting and adventurous. We called the place Whippoorwill Manor, and we had a great time there.

There was a metal stove in the middle of the room, which we stuffed with paper at night; the first one up in the morning lighted it. While the paper burned, we pulled on our clothes by the fire’s warmth. In order to save money, for breakfast I usually had a Milky Way candy bar. I left my razor behind some books in the law school library and shaved each morning in the men’s room, enjoying the luxury of central heating and hot and cold running water. Each afternoon I played handball and then took a shower in the gym.

I was able to maintain the grades I needed to keep my scholarship, and I became a member of Duke’s law review, a quarterly journal called Law and Contemporary Problems. My scholarship covered only tuition but I was able to supplement my income by working in the law library and doing research for Dean H. Claude Horack. I even found time for some political activity and was elected president of the Student Bar Association.

My three years at Duke provided an excellent legal background. Despite the fact that we had some intense discussions on the race issue, and while I could not agree with many of my Southern classmates on this subject, I learned in these years to understand and respect them for their patriotism, their pride, and their enormous interest in national issues. After my years at Duke I felt strongly that it was time to bring the South back into the Union.

As the last year at Duke Law School began, I had to think about what I would do after graduation. I expected to finish near the top of my class, but the job market was very bad. The recession of 1937 was about to wipe out what few gains had been made since the Depression began, and good jobs with good salaries were few. During the Christmas vacation of 1936 I decided to go to New York with my classmates Harlan Leathers and William Perdue and try my luck with some of the big law firms there. The only firm that showed any interest in me was Donovan, Leisure, Newton and Lombard. They wrote to me a month after the interview, but by that time I was no longer so keen on the idea of starting out in that cold and expensive city. At least we made use of our time in New York to see some plays—Tobacco Road was one—and to get the only seats we could afford in the upper reaches of the Metropolitan Opera House.

The Federal Bureau of Investigation recruited at Duke. I submitted an application and was called in for an interview. After that I never heard anything further from them. Many years later, when I was Vice President, I saw J. Edgar Hoover at a party at Alice Roosevelt Longworth’s house and mentioned to him that I had once applied for a position as a special agent. He called me a few days later and said that he had looked up the file and found that my application had been approved. Just before the notification was to be mailed their appropriation request for the next year was cut; if it had come through, I might have had a career as a G-man for the FBI.

I decided to return home to Whittier and begin practicing law there. My family, including my eighty-eight-year-old grandmother, drove East for my graduation in June 1937. It was a proud day for them, made more so by the fact that on the day they arrived an announcement was made that I had finished third in my class and had been named a member of the prestigious national legal honor society, the Order of the Coif.

I arrived back in Whittier with good prospects but an uncertain future. First I had to pass the California bar. I would have just six weeks to study for the test for which most candidates allowed over two months; even worse, the three-day exam would include the extensive California code, which we had not studied at all at Duke.

Waiting for the results was an unnerving experience for me and my family. The scuttlebutt was that those who had passed received a simple notice in a regular envelope; those who failed received a large envelope containing all the papers necessary for applying to take the exam again. During the weeks of waiting for the results we eagerly checked the mailbox each day. Then one morning my mother returned from the mailbox in tears, holding the long-awaited envelope. It was a large one, obviously filled with papers. I did not want her to see my distress, so I went into the bathroom and shut the door before opening the envelope. Scuttlebutt notwithstanding, I had passed the exam: the letter was accompanied by voluminous instructions about making arrangements to be sworn in and other technical matters. I walked back to the kitchen and announced the good news.

I got a job in Whittier’s oldest law firm, Wingert and Bewley. The first legal work I did involved the usual estate and divorce cases that fall to many young lawyers. I found the divorce cases unhappy and unsettling. At first I was surprised by some of the intimate matters people argued about, and equally surprised by the fact that they could calmly sit down and tell a stranger, even their lawyer, about them. I always tried to talk my clients into a reconciliation but seldom succeeded.

I enjoyed being a lawyer, and after a year the firm became Wingert, Bewley, and Nixon. Now for the first time I was no longer Frank and Hannah Nixon’s son—I was Mr. Nixon, the new partner in Wingert and Bewley.

Young lawyers trying to get business for their firms are expected to join local clubs, so I began to participate extensively in community affairs. I joined the Kiwanis Club of La Habra and the 20–30 Club, a group for young business and professional men between those ages. By 1941 I had pretty well established myself in the community. I had been elected president of the 20–30 Club, and was president of the Whittier College Alumni Association, president of the Duke University Alumni of California, president of the Orange County Association of Cities, and the youngest member ever chosen for the Whittier College board of trustees. I was approached by several of the town’s Republican leaders about running for the state assembly. I was flattered and interested by this suggestion, but the war intervened.

One day in 1938, Mrs. Lilly Baldwin, the director of the local amateur theatre group, telephoned me to ask if I would like to play the part of a prosecuting attorney in their upcoming production of Ayn Rand’s courtroom drama, The Night of January 16th. I took the part and thoroughly enjoyed this experience in amateur dramatics.

Several months later I went to the casting tryouts for a production of George S. Kaufman and Alexander Woollcott’s play, The Dark Tower. I thought I knew everyone in Whittier, but that night a beautiful and vivacious young woman with titian hair appeared whom I had never seen before. I found I could not take my eyes away from her. This new girl in town was Pat Ryan, and she had just begun teaching at Whittier High School. For me it was a case of love at first sight.

I got a friend to introduce us and then offered them both a ride home. On the way I asked Pat if she would like a date with me. She said, “I’m very busy.” I said, “You shouldn’t say that, because someday I am going to marry you!” We all laughed because it seemed so unlikely at that time. But I wonder whether it was a sixth sense that prompted me to make such an impetuous statement.

Pat’s life deserves a volume of its own, and perhaps someday she will write that volume herself. It is an exceptional story, just as she is an exceptional woman with great independence, keen intelligence, and a warm sense of humor. She was born on March 16, 1912, in the little mining town of Ely, Nevada, and was christened Thelma Catherine Ryan. When she was a year old, her father decided to quit the mines and bring his family to a small ranch about twenty miles southwest of Los Angeles, near Artesia, California. There, the family of seven—her parents, a sister, and three brothers—lived in a house very much like the Nixons’ in nearby Yorba Linda.

She decided to adopt the name her Irish father liked to call her, and became known to everyone as Pat. It is deeply irritating to be burdened with a name you dislike, and when our daughters were born Pat suggested that we give them only one name each, Patricia and Julie, so that they could change them or add to them when they were old enough to decide.

Her mother died of cancer when Pat was only thirteen, and Pat had to take her place, cooking and keeping house for her father and brothers. About the time she graduated from high school the long years in the mine took their toll and her father became ill with silicosis. Pat gave up her plans for college and nursed him until his death two years later. With her father gone and her brothers away at college, she was now completely on her own.

After her father died, Pat continued to live in the family house. She worked part-time as a teller in a bank and began attending classes at Fullerton Junior College. During the summer she heard that an elderly couple she knew was moving to New York and wanted someone to drive them across the country. Much to their surprise, this pretty, young girl asked for the job—and much to her surprise, she got it.

Pat was completely captivated by New York, and after only a few days she decided to stay there. She became a secretary and then took an X-ray technicians’ course at Seton Hospital, which was run by the Sisters of Charity. She lived in the hospital annex and chauffeured the nuns around town when they went shopping.

Pat’s goal had always been to continue her education, and after two years she returned to Los Angeles and registered at the University of Southern California. She supported herself by working forty hours a week as a research assistant to a professor. For a year she also worked as a salesperson in Bullock’s Wilshire department store, and from time to time she was hired as an extra for crowd scenes in the movies. If you look closely, you can spot her in Becky Sharp and Small Town Girl. Offers of bigger parts and even a career in the movies could not distract her from her education, and she received a B.S. degree with honors from USC in 1937, the same year I graduated from Duke.

Pat’s interest was marketing, and she expected to work for a department store. But jobs were hard to find, and when the opportunity arose to teach business courses at Whittier High School for $190 a month, she jumped at it. She was an immediate hit at the school, charming students and faculty alike. She was faculty adviser for the Student Pep Club and prepared programs for school assemblies and rallies. Because of her interest in dramatics, she decided to audition for the local theatre group. That was where she met the intense young man with the dark curly hair and the prominent nose who could not take his eyes away from her at the tryouts for The Dark Tower.

Pat and I began to see each other regularly. We went ice skating at the new indoor rink near Artesia, swimming at nearby beaches, and skiing in the mountains just outside Los Angeles. We were both movie fans and we often drove up to the large movie theatres in Hollywood. Fortunately Pat also liked football, so we went to as many Whittier and USC games as we could. She met my parents and they both liked her immediately. They were particularly impressed by her obvious strength of character and indomitable spirit.

In 1940 I sent Pat a May basket with an engagement ring set among the flowers. We were married on June 21, at a small family ceremony at the Mission Inn in Riverside, California. For our honeymoon we drove for two weeks through Mexico. We had very little money, so we had stocked up on canned foods in order to avoid the expense of restaurants. After we were on our way, we discovered that our friends had removed the labels from all the cans, and thus every meal became a game of chance. Several times we ended up having pork and beans for breakfast and grapefruit slices for dinner.

Back in Whittier I returned to my law office and Pat returned to teaching. Our life was happy and full of promise. As the 1940 elections approached, I strongly supported Wendell Willkie because, while I favored some of Roosevelt’s domestic programs, particularly Social Security, I opposed his attempt to break the two-term tradition. I even made a couple of speeches for Willkie before small local groups in Whittier.

In 1941 Pat and I saved enough money to take a Caribbean cruise on the United Fruit Company’s freight and passenger ship Ulua. Except for the fact that I was seasick for almost the entire trip, we enjoyed what turned out to be our last vacation for several years. My sharpest recollection of the trip is of the evening of June 22, 1941, when our elderly black steward told us that word had just come over the ship’s radio that Hitler had invaded Russia. We both hoped this would lead to a Russian victory and Hitler’s downfall. I despised Hitler, and despite my disenchantment with Stalin over the Hitler–Stalin pact, had no particular anti-Soviet or anticommunist feelings.

In December 1941, thanks to the recommendations of one of my professors from Duke, David Cavers, I was offered a job with the Office of Price Administration in Washington. The pay was only $3,200 a year, not nearly so much as Pat and I were making together with her teaching and my law practice. But it seemed a good opportunity to go to Washington and observe the working of the government firsthand. I also think that my mother was secretly relieved by this decision. Although it would take me far from Whittier again, she probably thought that if war came I would stay working in the government rather than compromise our Quaker principles by deciding to fight in the armed services.

One Sunday shortly before we were to leave for Washington, Pat and I decided to go to the movies in Hollywood. On the way we stopped for a visit at her sister Neva’s house. When we arrived, Neva’s husband, Marc, said that he had just heard on the radio an unconfirmed report that the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor. I said I was sure that it was just one more of the frequent scare stories we all had been hearing, and we went on to the matinee. Shortly before the film was finished, the theatre manager interrupted with an announcement that all servicemen had been called to their units immediately. When we left the theatre, I saw the headline: Japs Bomb Pearl Harbor. The newsboy held up the paper as I walked over. He said, “We’re at war, mister.”

Early in January 1942 Pat and I drove across the country to a Washington that was now the capital of a nation at war. We found a small apartment nearby in Virginia, and I reported to the OPA office in one of the “temporary” buildings on Independence Avenue a few blocks from the Capitol.

I cannot say that my eight months at OPA were particularly happy ones, but at least they were instructive. I was an assistant attorney for the rationing coordination section, which dealt primarily with rationing rubber and automobile tires. One of the first lessons I learned was how government bureaucrats work. I went to Washington as a P-3 at $3,200 a year. I found that others with lesser academic records and not as much legal experience had come in as P-4s, a step higher, and some even as P-5s, at $4,600 a year. I made no complaints, but I did talk it over with some of the people I knew in personnel. One of my superiors, David Lloyd, who later became one of President Truman’s top advisers, said, “Build a little staff. Request two or three people to assist you, and then we can raise you to a P-5.” I said, “But I don’t need a staff.” “Then you won’t get a promotion,” he replied.

As a junior lawyer in the tire rationing division, I cannot say that I had much effect on OPA. But the experience had an enormous effect on the policies I later developed during my political career.

One impression that stayed with me was that while some career government workers were sincere, dedicated, and able people, others became obsessed with their own power and seemed to delight in kicking people around, particularly those in the private sector. It was hard enough to make rationing work even when we had the incentive of the war and the appeal to patriotism to back it up. I knew that once the war was over, rationing and price control would be almost impossible to enforce, and that the black marketeers, just like the bootleggers during the days of Prohibition, would be the only ones to profit from a continuation of the government-controlled system.

Many men in OPA were able to get draft deferments and spent the war in their offices. Despite my Quaker background and beliefs, I never considered doing this. When I heard that young lawyers were being recruited as officers for the Navy, I talked to Pat about it and applied for a commission. I was sent to the naval officer indoctrination school at Quonset Point, Rhode Island, in August 1942.

After two months at Quonset, where I learned to stand straight and keep my shoes shined, I listed “Ships and Stations” as my first choice for active duty. I expected to be assigned to a battle fleet in the South Pacific or the North Atlantic. I could hardly believe my eyes when I opened my orders and found that I was being sent to the Naval Air Station in Ottumwa, Iowa. When I reported for duty, I found that the station was still under construction. Its uncompleted runway stopped abruptly in the middle of a cornfield. My disappointment with this assignment was soon overcome by the warmth and friendliness of our new neighbors. Pat got a job in town as a bank teller and we settled in for an enjoyable taste of Midwest life.

Just when it began to seem that I might be landlocked in Iowa for the rest of the war, I saw a notice that applications for sea duty would be accepted from officers aged twenty-nine or younger. I was exactly twenty-nine, and I sent the application in immediately. Pat was worried about my safety, but she supported my decision to try to play a real part in the war effort.

I received orders to report to San Francisco for assignment overseas, and we went back to Whittier so that I could say goodbye to my family. It was a very painful visit. Although nothing was ever said, I knew that my mother and grandmother were deeply troubled by my decision. In World War I my Uncle Oscar had gone to France with the American Friends Service Committee and worked with the Red Cross as an orderly, tending wounded soldiers on both sides of the lines. I am sure that this was the kind of service they had hoped I would choose. It was a difficult decision for me to make, but I felt that I could not sit back while my country was being attacked. The problem with Quaker pacifism, it seemed to me, was that it could only work if one were fighting a civilized, compassionate enemy. In the face of Hitler and Tojo, pacifism not only failed to stop violence—it actually played into the hands of a barbarous foe and weakened home-front morale.

Family and friends came to see Pat and me off on the train to San Francisco. The Bewleys were there, along with my former secretary, Evlyn Dorn, and her husband, and some friends of Pat’s and mine. My mother and father were there, along with Don and his wife, Clara Jane, and my youngest brother, Eddie, who was now twelve and looked like a carbon copy of me at that age. We all had breakfast at the Harvey House in Union Station. It was a painful meal, full of sad silences beneath the superficially cheerful conversation, and I was relieved when the train was finally announced. As Pat and I stood on the wooden block getting ready to board the train, I turned to take one last look. I think we all realized that we might never see each other again. My mother held her sorrow in, but my father began to sob. Pat and I watched them waving to us while the train pulled slowly out of the station until they disappeared in the distance.

Almost as soon as I left San Francisco I realized that I did not have a recent photograph of Pat to carry with me. I wrote to her and she went to a portrait studio and had one taken. I was happy when it arrived, but it made the separation even more painful for me.

I was assigned to the South Pacific Combat Air Transport Command at Nouméa on the island of New Caledonia. We were officially known as SCAT from our initials. Our unit was responsible for preparing manifests and flight plans for C-47 cargo and transport planes as they flew from island to island. The planes brought supplies in and flew the wounded out. We would unload the boxes and crates of supplies and then carefully carry aboard the stretchers of the critically wounded.

Like many assigned “down the line,” I wanted to get where the action was, and I spent a lot of my time trying to get a battle-station assignment. Finally, in January 1944, I was assigned to Bougainville, which was a target for occasional Japanese bomber attacks. Shortly after I arrived, the Japanese staged an assault. When it was over, we counted thirty-five shell holes within a hundred feet of the air raid bunker six of us shared. Our tent had been completely destroyed.

Many fighter and bomber pilots came through Bougainville on their way to battle missions, and I felt that they deserved the best we could possibly give them. I used my SCAT resources to get small supplies of chopped meat and beer. Everyone in the unit had a nickname, and I was known as Nick Nixon. Whenever I received a fresh shipment, I opened “Nick’s Hamburger Stand” and served a free hamburger and a bottle of Australian beer to flight crews who probably had not tasted anything to remind them of home in many weeks.

After serving on Bougainville, I requested and received an assignment as officer in charge of the SCAT detachment that was to support the invasion of Green Island. We landed in the bay in a PBY seaplane. The Japanese had already retreated, however, and the only danger came from a few straggling snipers and the ever-present giant centipedes.

The Seabees immediately went to work constructing an airstrip. A few days before it was completed, an Army B-29 bomber that had been seriously damaged flying over Rabaul had to use it for a crash landing even though some of the Seabees’ equipment was still standing on it. It was dusk, almost dark, and we all cheered as the plane came in on its belly. Then we watched in horror as it crashed head-on into a bulldozer and exploded. The carnage was terrible. I can still see the wedding ring on the charred hand of one of the crewmen when I carried his body from the twisted wreckage.

My poker playing during this time has been somewhat exaggerated in terms of both my skill and my winnings. In Whittier any kind of gambling had been anathema to me as a Quaker. But the pressures of wartime, and the even more oppressive monotony, made it an irresistible diversion. I found playing poker instructive as well as entertaining and profitable. I learned that the people who have the cards are usually the ones who talk the least and the softest; those who are bluffing tend to talk loudly and give themselves away. One night in a stud poker game, with an ace in the hole, I drew a royal flush in diamonds. The odds against this are about 650,000 to 1, and I was naturally excited. But I played it with a true poker face, and won a substantial pot.

It was a lonely war for most of the men in the South Pacific, filled with seemingly interminable periods of waiting while the action unfolded thousands of miles away. We devoured the copies of Life magazine that filtered through to us, and, as much out of boredom as out of piety, I read and reread the old illustrated Bible that I had brought with me. Letters from home were the only thing we really had to look forward to, and I wrote to Pat every day during the fourteen months I was away. She has kept all those letters to this day.

When I was on Green Island I met Charles Lindbergh, who was flying combat missions testing new planes for the Air Force. The CO invited me to a small dinner in Lindbergh’s honor, but I had to decline because a month before I had agreed to host a poker game. Today it seems incredible to me that I passed up an opportunity to have dinner with Charles Lindbergh because of a card game. But in the intense loneliness and boredom of the South Pacific our poker games were more than idle pastimes, and the etiquette surrounding them was taken very seriously. A quarter of a century later I was able to rectify this error when Charles and Anne Morrow Lindbergh accepted our invitation to attend a state dinner at the White House.

In July 1944 my overseas tour of duty was completed and I was ordered back to the States. I caught a cargo plane from Guadalcanal to Hawaii, and when we made a fueling stop at Wake Island in the middle of the night I got out to stretch my legs. For the first time I saw one of our war cemeteries. I shall never forget those white crosses, row after row after row of them, beginning at the edge of the runway and stretching out into the darkness on that tiny island so far away from home. I thought of all the men who were still out there fighting for these little bits of unfriendly and often barren ground, and I wondered, as I often had before, why Americans or the Japanese thought they were worth fighting and dying for. Of course, I knew that they were the essential stepping-stones for bringing the war home to Japan, and that we had to capture them just as the enemy had to defend them. But standing on Wake, waiting for the plane to be refueled, I was overcome with the ultimate futility of war and the terrible reality of the loss that lies behind it.
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As soon as I reached San Diego I phoned Pat, and she flew down from San Francisco, where, during my time overseas, she had been working as a price analyst for the OPA. I was at the airport gate waiting for her. She wore a bright red dress, and when she saw me standing there her eyes lighted up, and she ran to the barrier and threw her arms around me.

Although I was home now, I was still in the Navy. In January 1945 I received orders to go East to work on Navy contract terminations. During these last months of the war and the first months of peace we lived in Washington, Philadelphia, New York, and Baltimore.

Those were momentous times for Americans. In April Pat and I were in Bookbinders Restaurant in Philadelphia when our waiter came over and said he had just heard on the radio that FDR had died. Like everyone else, we were shocked and saddened by the news. A month later the war in Europe was over, and we saw the newsreels of Soviet and American troops shaking hands at the Elbe. In August Pat and I joined the throng in Times Square to celebrate V-J Day.

RUNNING FOR CONGRESS: 1946

Pat was expecting our first child, and now that the war was over we began to think seriously about what I should do in civilian life. The answer came in September in the form of a letter I received in Baltimore from Herman Perry. Manager of the Bank of America’s Whittier branch, Perry was one of the community’s Republican leaders. He had been a classmate of my mother’s at Whittier College and was an old family friend. His letter was to the point:

Dear Dick:

I am writing you this short note to ask if you would like to be a candidate for Congress on the Republican ticket in 1946.

Jerry Voorhis expects to run—registration is about 50–50. The Republicans are gaining.

Please airmail me your reply if you are interested.

Yours very truly,

H. L. Perry

P.S. Are you a registered voter in California?

Perry knew of my interest in politics from our discussions before the war about my running for the state assembly. But in 1941 I had been a newly married young lawyer just starting a career; in 1946 I would be a demobilized Navy lieutenant commander with a wife and child. It was clear that if I were to go after the congressional nomination seriously, it would require my full-time effort and attention. Pat and I would have to be able to support ourselves and finance the campaign at least until the primary in June. If I won the nomination, we could count on campaign funds from the party organization, although we would still have to pay all our personal expenses. With my pay, Pat’s salary, and my poker winnings, we had managed to save $10,000 during the war. We had planned to use it to buy a house. Pat was dubious about spending our savings on what was at best a risky political campaign. But the more we thought about the possibility of returning to Washington as a congressional family, the more enthusiastic we became.

Two days later I called Perry and said that I was honored by his letter and excited by the prospect of running for Congress. When I told him that I could be in California to begin campaigning by the first of the year, he poured some cold water on my enthusiasm by saying that the nomination was not his to offer. He had written to me on behalf of a candidate search committee, known as the Committee of 100, established by the Twelfth District’s Republican leaders to try to find someone who had a chance of beating Voorhis. He felt that if I were interested I would have a good chance, but the committee would probably interview several other candidates before deciding which one to endorse.

The next morning I wrote Perry a letter confirming my interest. I added: “I feel very strongly that Jerry Voorhis can be beaten, and I’d welcome the opportunity to take a crack at him. An aggressive, vigorous campaign on a platform of practical liberalism should be the antidote the people have been looking for to take the place of Voorhis’s particular brand of New Deal idealism. My brief experience in Washington with the bureaucrats and my three and a half years in the Navy have given me a pretty good idea of what a mess things are in Washington.”

I flew back to Whittier for the Committee of 100 dinner meeting at the William Penn Hotel on November 2, 1945. The group’s search had produced six prospective candidates, and each of us was to make a speech describing the reasons for his candidacy. I wore my Navy uniform; I didn’t own a civilian suit.

Since I drew the lot as last speaker on a long program, I decided that brevity would be as much appreciated as eloquence. In the first speech of my political career I described my view of the two conflicting opinions about the nature of the American system.

One advocated by the New Deal is government control in regulating our lives. The other calls for individual freedom and all that initiative can produce.

I hold with the latter viewpoint. I believe the returning veterans, and I have talked to many of them in the foxholes, will not be satisfied with a dole or a government handout. They want a respectable job in private industry where they will be recognized for what they produce, or they want the opportunity to start their own business.

If the choice of this committee comes to me I will be prepared to put on an aggressive and vigorous campaign on a platform of practical liberalism and with your help I feel very strongly that the present incumbent can be defeated.

I returned to Baltimore to wait for the committee’s decision. It was after two o’clock in the morning on November 29 when the phone rang in our apartment. Roy Day, a member of the committee, shouted into the phone, “Dick, the nomination’s yours!” I had received sixty-three votes. My closest competitor, Sam Gist, a furniture store owner from Pomona, received twelve.

While I was waiting to be discharged from the Navy I began a crash course in politics and public affairs. Each night when I got home from work I pored over magazines, newspapers, and books about Congress and campaigns. I wrote to House Minority Leader Joe Martin, introducing myself as the prospective Republican nominee for the Twelfth District, and I visited him in his office in the Capitol. I talked with several Republican congressmen, seeking their evaluations of Voorhis. Through the Republican Campaign Committee I obtained his complete voting record, and I spent several days familiarizing myself with it. By the time of my discharge and return to California in January, I was confident that I knew Voorhis’s record as well as he did himself. As it turned out, I knew it even better.

In the initial meetings with my campaign advisers, we agreed that the first thing I had to do was to become known throughout the district. While I was well known in the Whittier area, I was a stranger in all the other towns.

We began holding a series of “house meetings” in which Republican supporters would open up their houses to as many—or as few—of their friends and neighbors as were interested in coming to meet me. Over tea and coffee, I made brief remarks and then answered questions. These house meetings permitted me to meet hundreds of voters and helped me to enlist the women volunteers whose dedicated work is so important to any campaign. They also let me know what was really on the minds of the voters.

Pat was my best helper. Very soon after Tricia was born on February 21, she volunteered her time for typing press releases, mailing pamphlets, and keeping track of my schedule. She went to many of the house meetings with me and afterward gave thoughtful and sometimes quite persistent critiques of my performances.

Primary day was June 4. At that time California law permitted cross-filing, which meant that a candidate could enter the primaries of both parties. Thus the primary served as a trial heat for the later general election. Voorhis and I took advantage of this, and each of us was on the ballot as a candidate for both the Republican and Democratic nominations. When the votes were counted, each of us, as expected, had won the nomination of his own party. But in the combined vote totals, he had beaten me by about 7,500 votes. I knew I faced an uphill fight if I were to defeat him in November.

I was disappointed at not having done better, but I considered it significant and promising that this was Voorhis’s weakest primary showing since 1936. The Twelfth District was basically conservative and Republican, and I was confident that we could recapture it if we could just maintain the intensity of the primary campaign right through the general election in November. “All we need,” I wrote to Roy Day, now a key campaign adviser, “is a win complex and we’ll take him in November.”

The greatest advantage I had in 1946 was that the national trend that year was Republican. People were tired of the privations and shortages of four years of war, and in the burst of postwar prosperity they were beginning to bridle against the governmental regulations and interference that were written into so much of the New Deal legislation. In the Twelfth District, as in many others across the country, returning veterans could not find homes at prices or rents they could afford; many could not find housing at all. The shortage of consumer goods was exacerbated by the many long strikes in 1946, and prices skyrocketed as a result. Some butcher shops in the district put signs in the window: “No meat today? Ask your congressman.” My ads asked: “Are you satisfied with present conditions? Can you buy meat, a new car, a refrigerator, clothes you need? A vote for Nixon is a vote for change. Where are all those new houses you were promised? A vote for Nixon is a vote for change.” The nationwide Republican campaign slogan in 1946 was, “HAD ENOUGH?” And the answer from the voters was clearly going to be a resounding “Yes!”

In anticipation of a Republican landslide, many Democrats tried to dissociate themselves from their party, and some even campaigned as critics of Truman and his policies. But Jerry Voorhis was far enough to the left of Truman that this was one problem I did not have to worry about.

Shortly before the campaign officially began in September, I received a request from a group called the Independent Voters of South Pasadena to participate in a debate with Voorhis. Most of my advisers were dubious about the idea, especially after they discovered that the Independent Voters group consisted predominantly of New Deal liberals. I felt, however, that as a challenger I could hardly turn down an invitation to debate my opponent.

As it turned out, the debate was not really a debate at all. It was more a joint public meeting in which each of us made an opening statement and then responded to questions from the floor. Voorhis spoke first in a rambling, discursive way about the nature of the executive–legislative relationship and the need for progressive legislation. He defended the record of the Truman administration. In my opening statement I made a hard attack on the bureaucratic red tape and bungling involved in the meat and housing shortages, and I called for strong action to prevent more of the strikes and labor disputes that had been hurting the economy so badly.

In the question period we were allotted three minutes for each answer. I tried to give brisk, concise responses, but Voorhis had trouble keeping within the time limit. There was one question, however, to which he had no trouble giving a short answer. He was asked whether he had once been a registered Socialist. He answered that he had, but only in the 1920s and during the early years of the Depression, when he felt that the two major parties weren’t doing the job.

Then one of my supporters asked Voorhis to explain his “peculiar ideas about money”—a reference to his pet ideas on monetary reform, which had been known as his “funny money” program ever since he presented it in his book Out of Debt, Out of Danger. His colleagues in Congress had not been able to understand his program, and neither could the voters in Pasadena that night.

When it was my turn, one of Voorhis’s supporters accused me of making false charges against Voorhis by claiming that he had been endorsed by the Political Action Committee of the Congress of Industrial Organizations. This question opened what became—at least after the fact—the most famous and controversial issue of the 1946 campaign.

The PAC had been established as a political arm of organized labor to support Franklin Roosevelt in the 1944 election. A sister organization, the National Citizens Political Action Committee (NCPAC), was set up to permit non-union participation. Until his death, labor leader Sidney Hillman served as chairman of both groups, and many other leaders of CIO-PAC also served on NCPAC. Both groups interviewed candidates and then made funds and campaign workers available to those whom they endorsed. It was estimated that in 1944 the two PAC organizations contributed over $650,000 to political campaigns. Although the leadership of both groups was non-Communist, the organizations were known to be infiltrated with Communists and fellow travelers who, because of their discipline, wielded an influence disproportionate to their numbers. Such influence was viewed as a problem because there was an emerging concern about Soviet postwar intentions and a corresponding apprehension about the communist movement in America.

Voorhis had been endorsed by CIO-PAC in 1944. In 1946, however, CIO-PAC decided to withhold its endorsement—ostensibly because he had not supported some measures in Congress considered important by the union leadership. In the spring of 1946, the Los Angeles County chapter of the NCPAC circulated a bulletin indicating that it was going to endorse Voorhis regardless of what CIO-PAC did. The May 31, 1946, issue of Daily People’s World, the West Coast Communist newspaper, ran an article with the headline: Candidates Endorsed by “Big Five.” The “Big Five” labor and progressive coalition was made up of CIO-PAC, NCPAC, the railroad brotherhoods, the Progressive AFL, and the Hollywood Independent Citizens Committee of the Arts, Sciences, and Professions. The Daily People’s World article reported that the Big Five had interviewed the candidates and included the list of endorsements for the June 4 primary. The first name on the list was H. Jerry Voorhis. Following his name was this note: “No CIO endorsement.” In answer, then, to my charge that he was endorsed by PAC, Voorhis had replied that he was not—that year—endorsed by CIO-PAC. To me that was an irrelevancy. The Los Angeles County chapter of NCPAC had a large number of Communists and fellow travelers, and, considering the close ties between the two PACs, I thought that the question of which PAC had endorsed him was a distinction without a difference.

When the question was raised in the South Pasadena debate, I pulled from my pocket a copy of the NCPAC bulletin announcing its endorsement recommendation and walked across the stage to show it to Voorhis. Reading aloud the names of the board members of each organization, many of which were the same, I demonstrated that there was little practical difference between a CIO-PAC endorsement and an NCPAC one.

Voorhis repeated his claim that CIO-PAC and NCPAC were separate organizations, but I could tell from the audience’s reaction that I had made my point. A few days later Voorhis himself underscored it by sending a telegram to NCPAC headquarters in New York requesting that “whatever qualified endorsement the Citizens PAC may have given me be withdrawn.” Had he repudiated the endorsement before he was backed onto the defensive and forced to act, the issue might never have developed. But since he had not, I thought then and still think that the endorsement was a legitimate issue to raise. Communist infiltration of labor and political organizations was a serious threat in those early postwar years, and a candidate’s attitude toward endorsements by heavily infiltrated organizations was a barometer of his attitude toward that threat. Repudiation was also an essential weapon against infiltration.

After this debate, the PAC became a peripheral but heated issue in the campaign. While Voorhis equivocated, my campaign director, Harrison McCall, came up with the idea of passing out plastic thimbles saying: “Nixon for Congress—Put the Needle in the PAC.”

This first “debate” was so successful that many of my supporters urged me to challenge Voorhis to other joint appearances. I had some reservations, because each one would require two or three days of concentrated preparation, and I did not want to take off any more time from campaigning. Murray Chotiner, the brilliant and no-nonsense public relations man who was running Bill Knowland’s senatorial campaign and advising me part-time on mine, went straight to the point. “Dick,” he said, “you’re running behind, and when you’re behind, you don’t play it safe. You must run a high-risk campaign.” He paused for a moment until I nodded my agreement, and then he said, “Good. I’ve already arranged for an announcement challenging Voorhis to more debates.”

Voorhis accepted my challenge, and during the course of the campaign there were four more debates held in various towns in the district. They became very popular and drew overflow crowds. When the last one was held in San Gabriel the week before the election, more than a thousand people were crammed into the hall and loudspeakers had to be set up for the several hundred standing outside.

My research into Voorhis’s record showed that of the more than a hundred bills he had introduced in Congress during the previous four years, only one had actually been passed into law. The effect of this bill was to transfer jurisdiction over rabbit breeders from the Department of the Interior to the Department of Agriculture. I began running a newspaper advertisement pointing out this rather insignificant legislative achievement. Voorhis replied with an ad under the headline: Deception of the Voter Has No Place in American Politics. He listed several of his congressional accomplishments, but they were either resolutions or speeches, not bills enacted into law.

At our fourth debate, at the Monrovia high school, Voorhis raised this issue and charged that my statements about his record were lies. I pointed out that none of the examples he cited was an actual bill that had been passed into law. To the delight of my supporters in the overflow audience of 1,200, I suggested that one had to be a rabbit to get effective representation in this congressional district.

Voorhis kept the issue alive, continuing to charge that I had lied about his record. In my opening remarks at our final debate I turned to him and said: “Congressman, I flatly challenge you to name one public bill of your authorship which passed both houses of Congress during the last four years.” In his reply, he referred to a measure he wrote establishing National Employ the Physically Handicapped Week. My research into his record paid off again. In my rebuttal I produced a copy of the measure, handed it to Voorhis, and pointed out that this too was a resolution, not a bill.

Since no polls had been taken, I had no idea on Election Day how close the race might be. There were no voting machines, and the counting of the paper ballots lasted long into the following morning. But before we went to bed at about 4 A.M., it was clear that I had won. By the next afternoon the totals were complete. I had received 65,586 votes, and Voorhis received 49,994.

I was thirty-three years old, and the Twelfth District’s new congressman.

In 1950, 1952, 1956, 1968, and 1972 I was again to experience the satisfaction of winning, and most of those campaigns were tough ones. But nothing could equal the excitement and jubilation of winning the first campaign. Pat and I were happier on November 6, 1946, than we were ever to be again in my political career.

By defeating a well-known figure like Voorhis, I briefly became a minor national celebrity. Time reported that I “turned a California grass-roots campaign (dubbed ‘hopeless’ by wheelhorse Republicans) into a triumph over high-powered, high-minded Democratic incumbent Jerry Voorhis” and added that I had “politely avoided personal attacks” on my opponent. Newsweek said, “In five Lincoln–Douglas debates, [Nixon] bested his opponent, New Dealer Jerry Voorhis, who admitted: ‘This fellow has a silver tongue.’ ”

Despite later—and widespread—misconceptions, communism was not the central issue in the 1946 campaign. The PAC controversy provided emotional and rhetorical excitement, but it was not the issue that stirred or motivated most voters. The central issue in the 1946 campaign was the quality of life in postwar America. The loudest and longest applause given any line in any of the debates came when I said in the first one that “the time has come in this country when no labor leader or no management leader should have the power to deny the American people any of the necessities of life.” Voorhis himself later wrote in his autobiography, Confessions of a Congressman: “The most important single factor in the campaign of 1946 was the difference in general attitude between the ‘outs’ and ‘ins.’ Anyone seeking to unseat an incumbent needed only to point out all the things that had gone wrong and all the troubles of the war period and its aftermath. Many of these things were intimate experiences in the everyday lives of the people.” I took advantage of a nationwide phenomenon Time called “a cold but nonetheless angry voice raised against many things: price muddles, shortages, black markets, strikes, government bungling and confusion, too much government in too many things.”

It was also true that although Voorhis was a hard-working and generally respected congressman, he was not really in tune with the voters of the district. I have no doubt that the Committee of 100 was right in its belief that any good Republican candidate would have had a chance of unseating Voorhis in 1946 despite his popularity and his incumbency.

Voorhis, the former Socialist, believed in large-scale government intervention, and I did not. He saw dark conspiracies among “reactionaries” and “monopolies,” and I did not. He was generally an uncritical supporter of the labor unions, while I considered myself their critical friend. He advocated policies that I believed shackled and restricted American industry. His political views were 180 degrees away from mine. Most important, his votes in Congress on a wide range of issues did not represent the wishes of the voters in his district.

Since Voorhis was the front-runner and I a newcomer, I ran an especially vigorous campaign. I challenged his judgment and his voting record, a record that I appeared to know better than he did himself. If some of my rhetoric seems overstated now, it was nonetheless in keeping with the approach that seasoned Republican politicians were using that year. For example, when Henry Wallace campaigned for Democrats in California, Governor Earl Warren called him a spearhead of an attack “by leftist organizations that are attuned to the communist movement.” Earlier in the year, Ohio Senator Robert Taft charged that Democratic congressional proposals “bordered on communism,” while Joe Martin called for Republican victories in order to oust the Communists and fellow travelers from the federal government.

One of the most distorted charges subsequently made about the 1946 campaign involved my supporters. As I moved up the political ladder, my adversaries tried to picture me as the hand-picked stooge of oil magnates, rich bankers, real estate tycoons, and conservative millionaires. But a look at the list of my early supporters shows that they were typical representatives of the Southern California middle class: an auto dealer, a bank manager, a printing salesman, an insurance salesman, and a furniture dealer. What united them was no special vested interest but the fierce desire of average people to regain control of their own lives. Along with a majority of the voters in the Twelfth District, they had “had enough,” and they decided to do something about it.
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My first choice for a committee assignment was the prestigious Judiciary Committee. I was not surprised when I did not receive it, and I was pleased to be assigned to my second choice, the Education and Labor Committee. By one of those curious coincidences of history, another freshman assigned to that committee was a good-looking, good-humored young Democrat from Massachusetts named John Fitzgerald Kennedy. The newly elected members on the committee drew straws to determine their positions in the all-important seniority ranking. Kennedy drew the shortest straw among the Democrats, and I drew the shortest straw among the Republicans. As a result, he and I shared the dubious distinction of sitting at the opposite ends of the committee table, like a pair of unmatched bookends.

The Education and Labor Committee’s work took up most of my time during 1947, my first year in Congress. We held months of hearings on legislation, which I supported, that passed into law as the Taft–Hartley Act in June 1947.

A public affairs group in McKeesport, Pennsylvania, asked the district’s Democratic congressman, Frank Buchanan, to select the freshman from each party who seemed to have the brightest political future, and to invite them to debate the Taft–Hartley bill at a public meeting. Buchanan chose Kennedy and me, and on April 21, 1947, we had the first Kennedy–Nixon debate. McKeesport is near Pittsburgh, and for this meeting the normally Republican and conservative audience was augmented by a substantial number of anti-Taft–Hartley union men who introduced some acrimonious moments into the question period.

We took the Capital Limited back to Washington after the debate. We drew straws for the lower berth, and—this time—I won. We sat up late, talking far more about foreign policy than domestic issues. Kennedy and I were too different in background, outlook, and temperament to become close friends, but we were thrown together throughout our early careers, and we never had less than an amicable relationship. We were of the same generation—he was only four years younger than I; we were both Navy veterans; we both came to the House the same year; and we were both committed to devoting enormous energy to our work. Our exchanges in committee meetings and our discussions in the cloakrooms were never tinged with the personal acerbity that can make political differences uncomfortable. In those early years we saw ourselves as political opponents but not political rivals. We shared one quality which distinguished us from most of our fellow congressmen: neither of us was a backslapper, and we were both uncomfortable with boisterous displays of superficial camaraderie. He was shy, and that sometimes made him appear aloof. But it was shyness born of an instinct that guarded privacy and concealed emotions. I understood these qualities because I shared them.

Pat and I saw the inside of the White House for the first time on February 18, 1947, when we attended a reception the Trumans gave for the new members of the Eightieth Congress. On July 2 I was included in a group of four freshmen Republican congressmen for whom Representative Charles Kersten of Wisconsin had arranged a private meeting with the President. In the notes I made later that day, I described the Oval Office as a “big pleasant room,” with “no gadgets” except for a pony express confidential pouch that Truman pointed out to us. Pictures of his family were on the table behind his desk, and also a model airplane that I assumed to be the presidential aircraft—an Air Force Constellation that Truman had named the Sacred Cow.

Truman made us all feel welcome and relaxed as we shook hands with him. We sat around the desk, and he spoke very earnestly about the necessity of rehabilitating Europe and emphasized his concern that peaceful German production should be encouraged. He said he was glad to see us even though we were Republicans, because he always considered it necessary for the two parties to cooperate in foreign affairs. He said, “Some of my best friends never agree with me politically.”

He led us over to a big globe where he pointed to Manchuria and remarked on how rich it was in oil and mineral deposits. He said that the Soviets had devastated the whole region but that Manchuria would recover and become the next great productive area for the world. Then he turned the globe with the palm of his hand and pointed to the great mass of the Soviet Union. He said, “The Russians are like us, they look and act like us. They are fine people. They got along with our soldiers in Berlin very well. As far as I am concerned, they can have whatever they want just so they don’t try to impose their system on others.” He mentioned the accounts of Mrs. Roosevelt attending an international conference where the Soviet delegate was always obstructing action by saying that he had to clear the issue with the Kremlin. “That’s just the way it was at Potsdam where I went with charitable feelings in view of their contributions in the war,” Truman remarked. He said he could not understand what the Russians wanted as far as their policy toward Germany and toward Europe was concerned.

He told us that dropping the atomic bomb was an awful decision for him to make. Speaking of his job, he said, “It’s the greatest show on earth, and it doesn’t cost anything to the weekly newsman who covers the White House.” I observed in my notes that Truman’s strength was “his hominess, his democratic attitude, and his sincerity.”

Twenty-two years later, when I was President, Pat and I flew to Independence to present Truman the piano he had played in the White House, for his presidential library. He was fighting a rough bout with flu, but his flair for pithy plain speaking was undiminished. I knew that he had long since changed his opinion of the Soviets. In 1969 he told me, “The Russians are liars—you can’t trust them. At Potsdam they agreed to everything and broke their word. It’s too bad the second world power is like this, but that’s the way it is, and we must keep our strength.”

Most freshmen received only one committee assignment, but Joe Martin, the new Republican Speaker, asked if I would be also willing to sit on the House Committee on Un-American Activities. Now that the Republicans controlled Congress, we would be held accountable for the committee’s frequently irresponsible conduct. “We need a young lawyer on that committee to smarten it up,” he said, and he added that he would consider my acceptance a personal favor. Put in this way, it was an offer I could not very well refuse. I accepted with considerable reluctance, however, because of the dubious reputation the committee had acquired under its former chairman, Martin Dies, a flamboyant and at times demagogic Texas Democrat.

My own attitude toward communism had recently changed from one of general disinterest to one of extreme concern. I do not recall being particularly disturbed when Roosevelt recognized the Soviet Union in 1934. During the Spanish Civil War the concerted press campaign against Franco—who was always described as a fascist rebel—led me to side with the Loyalists, whose communist orientation was seldom mentioned in the newspapers. At the time of the Hitler–Stalin pact I was strongly against Stalin, not because he was a Communist but because he was allied with Hitler, whom I despised; during the war I was pro-Russian, not because the Russians were Communists but because they were helping us fight Hitler. I was elated when both the United States and the Soviet Union supported the founding of the United Nations. As an admirer of Woodrow Wilson I felt that we had made a serious mistake in not joining the League of Nations, and I believed that the UN offered the world’s best chance to build a lasting peace.

It was Churchill’s Iron Curtain speech, delivered in Fulton, Missouri, in March 1946 that profoundly affected my attitude toward communism in general and the Soviet Union in particular. He said:

From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic, an iron curtain has descended across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the capitals of the ancient states of Central and Eastern Europe. Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest, and Sofia, all these famous cities and the populations around them lie in what I must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject in one form or another, not only to Soviet influence, but to a very high, and, in many cases, increasing measure of control from Moscow.

I was jolted by these words, and at first I wondered if he had gone too far. But as the Communist subjugation of Eastern Europe became more and more apparent—with the takeover of Hungary in 1947 and Czechoslovakia in 1948—I realized that the defeat of Hitler and Japan had not produced a lasting peace, and freedom was now threatened by a new and even more dangerous enemy.

My maiden speech in the House on February 18, 1947, was the presentation of a contempt of Congress citation against Gerhart Eisler, who had been identified as the top Communist agent in America. When he refused to testify before the committee, he was held in contempt. I spoke for only ten minutes, describing the background of the case, and I concluded: “It is essential as members of this House that we defend vigilantly the fundamental rights of freedom of speech and freedom of the press. But we must bear in mind that the rights of free speech and free press do not carry with them the right to advocate the destruction of the very government which protects the freedom of an individual to express his views.”

The only member who voted against the contempt citation was Vito Marcantonio of New York.

Eisler was finally indicted for passport fraud. Before he could be tried, however, he jumped bail and fled to East Germany, where he eventually became director of propaganda for the Communist regime.

At the end of 1947 I was appointed to a special legislative subcommittee of the Committee on Un-American Activities. We held some wide-ranging hearings into the nature of communist philosophy and practice, and on the basis of these I prepared a report outlining a new approach to the complicated problem of internal communist subversion. Most of the dedicated anticommunists felt that the best way to stop internal subversion was to outlaw the Communist Party. I believed that this approach would be inefficient and counterproductive. The practical effect of outlawing the party would only be to drive the hard core of true believers underground. I thought it made more sense to drive the Communist Party into the open so that we could know who its members were.

Another problem in this area was finding an objective way to define and identify Communist front organizations. Too many conservatives and other anticommunists applied broad and imprecise criteria, with the result that many extremely liberal and left-wing organizations were unfairly tarred with the communist brush. I felt that no matter how abhorrent the beliefs of any individuals or groups might be, as long as they did not receive financial support or orders from foreign governments, or engage in illegal activities, their right to their beliefs must be protected.

Working closely together, Karl Mundt of South Dakota and I prepared a bill that was introduced in the spring of 1948 and became known as the Mundt–Nixon bill. It was the first piece of legislation to emerge in ten years from the House Committee on Un-American Activities. It provided for the registration of all Communist Party members and required a statement of the source of all printed and broadcast material issued by organizations that were found to be Communist fronts. Under our bill, the identification of a group as a Communist front would be made by a Subversive Activities Control Board, which would investigate a group at the request of the Attorney General.

I was made floor manager for the debate on the bill; Vito Marcantonio was the floor leader for the Democrats. At the end of the first day’s debate, I spoke briefly: “There is too much loose talk and confusion on the Communist issue. By passing this bill the Congress of the United States will go on record as to just what is subversive about communism in the United States. . . . It will once and for all spike many of the loose charges about organizations being Communist fronts because they happen to advocate some of the same policies which the Communists support.”

The Mundt–Nixon bill passed the House on May 19, 1948, by a vote of 319 to 58. The Senate let it die in committee, and it was not until 1950 that some of its provisions were embodied in the McCarran Act. By then, of course, the nature of the question of internal communism had changed because of the Hiss case, and the harsher terms of the McCarran Act reflected that change.

It is important to remember that the perception of communism in American politics changed completely in the early postwar years. During the war, the Soviets were our allies against Hitler. The photographs of American and Russian soldiers shaking hands at the Elbe made a strong impression on many Americans, who looked forward to a new dawn of international peace and cooperation.

In the main, anticommunism in postwar America meant opposition to the kind of dictatorial state socialism that existed in Russia and that many Americans saw as a negation of everything America stood for. In the 1946 campaign, for example, when I talked about the “communist-dominated PAC,” my remarks were generally understood in this context of dictatorial socialism versus free enterprise.

In the years 1946 to 1948 domestic communism was a peripheral issue. Until the Hiss case, it was generally not seen as a clear and present danger to our way of life. A poll in January 1948, for example, found that 40 percent of those questioned felt the American Communist Party posed no threat, while 45 percent believed that it posed a potential threat.

As the presidential election of 1948 approached, however, Truman must have begun to worry about the issue of internal security. Now that the Committee on Un-American Activities was in Republican hands, he may have decided that the best way to handle the issue was to cover up the evidence. On March 15, 1948, he ordered all federal departments and agencies to refuse future congressional requests or subpoenas for information regarding loyalty or security matters. This decision backfired because instead of defusing the issue it made it appear that Truman was trying to cover something up. Instead of admitting an error of judgment, Truman decided to tough it through. His course led him into the shoals of red herring that caused him so many problems, not only in the Hiss case but also two years later when McCarthy began his anticommunist career with the ostensible purpose of getting Truman to rescind this executive order.

It was the Hiss case that completely changed the public’s perception of domestic communism. People were now alerted to a serious threat to our liberties. At the same time this new awareness unfortunately led to emotional excesses and demagogic imprecisions that clouded the issue more than they illuminated it.

THE HERTER COMMITTEE

On Monday, July 30, 1947, I was probably the most surprised man in Washington when I opened the morning newspaper and read that I had been chosen by Speaker Joe Martin to be one of the nineteen members of a select committee headed by Congressman Christian Herter of Massachusetts to go to Europe and prepare a report in connection with the foreign aid plan that the Secretary of State, General George C. Marshall, had unveiled at a Harvard commencement speech in June. I had not even spoken to Martin or anyone else about the committee because I had not thought there was any chance of being appointed to it.

The appointment was an unexpected honor and opportunity for me. My determination to work hard had paid off unexpectedly soon. I was also modest enough to recognize that geography and age had played a part in my selection. Martin wanted the committee to represent a cross section of the House, and I was the only Westerner and the youngest member appointed to it. I would now have an opportunity to work with some of the most senior and influential men in the House and a chance to show what I could do in the field of foreign affairs.

Most of my advisers in California were pleased with my appointment, but they wanted the committee’s report to disown the bipartisan Truman–Vandenberg foreign policy that was being promoted in Washington to support the Marshall Plan. Just before we sailed for Europe, I received a long letter signed by half a dozen of my strongest supporters. It began, “We feel it appropriate to state our views at this time inasmuch as you are embarking on a trip on which you will be subjected first, to a skillful orientation program by the State Department and later, to no less skillfully prepared European propaganda. It is our hope and belief that, even in the midst of these powerful influences, you will be able to maintain the level-headed course you have followed in Congress.” The conclusion was a straightforward partisan reminder that a presidential election was little more than a year away: “We believe there is only one fundamental cure for this whole situation—that is to rid ourselves of all the hangover philosophies of the New Deal by making a clean sweep in Washington and electing a Republican administration in 1948. This can be done provided the Republican members of Congress are wise enough to refuse to be drawn into support of a dangerously unworkable and profoundly inflationary foreign policy and, provided further, that the Democrats do not succeed in so dividing our party by bipartisan internationalism that there no longer is any way to tell who is a Republican.”

The committee sailed from New York on the Queen Mary at the end of August. Despite all our briefings and studying, I do not think that any of us was really prepared for what we found in Europe. From the minute we stepped off the luxurious ship in Southampton it was clear that we had come to a continent tottering on the brink of starvation and chaos. In every country we visited the situation was the same: without American aid, millions would starve or die of diseases caused by malnutrition before the winter was over. The political facts were equally evident: without our food and aid, Europe would be plunged into anarchy, revolution, and, ultimately, communism.

Britain’s Prime Minister, Clement Attlee, invited us to tea at 10 Downing Street, and we spent an hour with the Falstaffian Foreign Secretary, Ernest Bevin, whose recent speech advocating that all the gold at Fort Knox be divided up among the nations of the world tended to get the discussion off on the wrong foot.

If London was depressing, Berlin seemed hopeless. What once had been a great city was now block after block, mile after mile of charred desolation. It hardly seemed possible that three million people were still living amidst the rubble. As we stood in the vast ruined hall of what had been Hitler’s Chancellery, small thin-faced German boys tried to sell us their fathers’ war medals as souvenirs.

Despite the cautious reluctance of some of our embassy people, I insisted that we meet with the Communist Party leaders in each country we visited. We found that these men were usually more vigorous and impressive than their democratic counterparts. I was curious to see how their minds worked, and I also wanted to assess their relationship to the Soviet Union. I particularly remember our meeting with Giuseppe Di Vittorio, the Communist Secretary General of the Italian Labor Confederation. His office was decorated with red curtains and red walls, and he wore a small red flag in his lapel. I had seen most of the American labor leaders in action before the House Labor Committee, and Di Vittorio could have held his own with the best of them.

I asked him what kind of government policy he favored for Italian unions, and he replied that he would like to see labor be free from government control and have the right to strike.

“From your answer,” I said, “I assume that you favor the kind of government we have in the United States, where labor is striking at this very moment, rather than the kind of government they have in Russia, where labor is dominated by the state and they haven’t had a strike in the last twenty years.”

After the translation, Di Vittorio gave me an icy look and said, “The gentleman and I are not speaking the same language. In a country like the United States the workers must strike to obtain their rights from the capitalist reactionaries and employers. In Russia there are no capitalist reactionaries and employers and therefore the right to strike need not exist.”

I asked him if he had any criticisms to offer regarding American foreign policy. In the notes I made of the conversation, I wrote that “he proceeded to give our foreign policy a going over which would make Henry Wallace look like a piker.” When he finished, I said, “We always welcome criticism of our policy, but may I ask whether you have ever criticized Russian policy so closely and in such detail?”

Di Vittorio gave me the same look as before and said, “Again the gentleman and I are not speaking the same language. The reason the foreign policy of the United States is necessarily imperialistic is that it is dominated by capitalists, reactionaries, and employers. In Russia there are no capitalists, reactionaries, and employers, and therefore it is impossible for the foreign policy of Russia to be imperialistic. Therefore it is not subject to criticism.”

He was right: we were not speaking the same language. It struck me that Di Vittorio’s expression of the party line was almost identical—right down to the phraseology—to that of the Communist leaders we had met in England and France. In my notes I concluded that “this indicates definitely then that the Communists throughout the world owe their loyalty not to the countries in which they live but to Russia.”

If we saw the false face of an ostensibly patriotic communism in Britain, France, and Italy, we saw its true and brutal face in Greece and Trieste. In Greece we used an old cargo plane to fly up to the northern mountains to assess the military situation and the morale of the loyalist soldiers fighting against the Communist rebels. When we walked down the main street of a mountain town, the mayor introduced us to a girl whose left breast had been cut off by the Communists because she had refused to betray her brother, one of the loyalist leaders.

In Trieste, the large port on the Italian-Yugoslav border that was about to become a UN-mandated free city, I witnessed firsthand the violence that sometimes accompanied the communist threat.

We arrived the day before the UN mandate was to become effective. I was at the hotel, just beginning to unpack, when I heard loud singing. I looked out the window and saw a parade of about five hundred men and women. They were young, vigorous, and full of fight. Many were carrying red flags, and they were singing the stirring “Internationale” at the top of their lungs. The Communist Party headquarters was opposite the hotel, and as the parade passed by, each marcher raised his arm in a clenched-fist salute. I went down to see what was going on. Suddenly there was an explosion at the end of the block. The crowd cleared and I saw the body of a young man whose head had been blown off by a grenade thrown from a second-story window. For a frozen moment everyone stood looking at the blood gushing from his neck, but then rocks and bottles started flying. The police arrived and began chasing the Communist leaders.

A fleeing Communist, barreling through the crowd like a college fullback, hit an old woman and knocked her halfway across the street against the curb, where she lay motionless. This sort of thing continued all afternoon and evening. That day five people were killed and seventy-five were wounded by bombs and gunfire. I was sure that what was happening in Trieste would soon be re-enacted throughout Western Europe unless America helped to restore stability and prosperity.

A few weeks after we returned to Washington, the Herter Committee issued a number of reports based on the truckload of notes and papers we brought back with us. The common denominator of each report was a strong recommendation for economic aid for Europe. In the meantime I had taken a poll and found that 75 percent of my constituents in the Twelfth District were resolutely opposed to any foreign aid. This was the first time I had personally experienced the classic dilemma, so eloquently described by Edmund Burke, that is faced at one time or another by almost any elected official in a democracy: how much should his votes register his constituents’ opinions, and how much should they represent his own views and convictions? After what I had seen and learned in Europe, I believed so strongly in the necessity of extending economic aid that I felt I had no choice but to vote my conscience and then try my hardest to convince my constituents.

I immediately prepared a series of columns for the local newspapers, and as soon as I could I went home and began an active round of speeches throughout the district describing what I had seen on the trip and why I felt that economic assistance was necessary if we were to save Europe from the twin specters of starvation and communism.

Fortunately, my appearances in the district were successful, and the whole experience ended up enhancing my popularity. On December 15, 1947, the House voted 313 to 82 in favor of the Marshall Plan. As everyone now knows, it was successful in every way: it saved Europe from starvation, it ensured Europe’s economic recovery, and it preserved Europe from communism.

I learned a great deal from the Herter Committee trip. Above all, I now understood the reasons for the success of communism in Europe.

First, the Communist leaders were strong and vigorous: they knew what they wanted and were willing to work hard to get it. After this visit, I would never make the mistake of thinking, either because of the doubletalk party line jargon or because their manners are often crude, that Communist leaders are not very intelligent and very tough men.

Second, I saw how the leaders of postwar European communism understood the power of nationalism and were appropriating that power. While we were in Rome, for example, Communist posters for the upcoming municipal elections were plastered all over the city. These posters did not feature the hammer and sickle, or any other Communist symbol, nor did they depict the joys of some future workers’ state. Instead, they were huge heroic pictures of the nineteenth-century patriot Garibaldi—who would have turned over in his grave had he known that his life’s devotion to Italy and freedom was being manipulated by an international statist ideology ruled from Moscow.

Third, I saw how European communism was rolling in Soviet money. Unlike most of their democratic counterparts, the European Communist parties were well financed from Moscow.

Fourth, I saw that most of democratic Europe was either leaderless or, worse still, that many in the leadership classes had simply capitulated to communism. For the first time, I understood the vital importance of strong leadership to a people and a nation, and I saw the sad consequences when such leadership is lacking or when it fails. From just this brief exposure, I could see that the only thing the Communists would respect—and deal with seriously—was power at least equal to theirs and backed up by willingness to use it. I made a penciled note in Trieste that is as true today as it was thirty years ago: “One basic rule with Russians—never bluff unless you are prepared to carry through, because they will test you every time.”

THE HISS CASE

Just before the House’s summer recess in 1948, the Committee on Un-American Activities, chaired by J. Parnell Thomas of New Jersey, had heard testimony from Elizabeth Bentley, a courier for a Communist spy ring in Washington during the war. Looking for witnesses to corroborate her testimony, Robert Stripling, the committee’s highly intelligent and dynamic young chief investigator, suggested that we subpoena a man who had been identified as a Communist functionary in the 1930s but who had left the party and was now a professionally well-respected and well-paid senior editor of Time magazine. That man was Whittaker Chambers.

When I first saw Chambers on the morning of August 3, just before he testified in public session, I could hardly believe this man was our witness. Whittaker Chambers was one of the most disheveled-looking persons I had ever seen. Everything about him seemed wrinkled and un-pressed.

He began his testimony with the story of how, as a disaffected intellectual, he became a Communist in 1924. He told of his growing disillusion with Stalinism, and of his eventual break with the party in the late 1930s. Like many former Communists, Chambers had undergone a religious conversion. Now he feared and hated Communism with an almost mystical fervor. He said that he had been part of a Communist group whose primary aim was to infiltrate the government. Among the members of this group, he said, was Alger Hiss. He described their last meeting, in 1938, when Hiss had tearfully refused to join Chambers in leaving the Communist Party.

A ripple of surprise went through the room, because Hiss, who had not been mentioned in Miss Bentley’s testimony, was a well-known and highly respected figure in New York and Washington. He had made a brilliant record at Harvard Law School and then served as a secretary to Supreme Court Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes. After a few years with private law firms in Boston and New York, Hiss had returned to Washington in 1933; like so many others he was drawn by the excitement and opportunities of the New Deal. He occupied a number of important government posts, ultimately becoming assistant to the Assistant Secretary of State and serving as one of President Roosevelt’s advisers at the Yalta Conference with Stalin and Churchill. Hiss was acknowledged as one of the primary architects of the United Nations; he served as Secretary-General of the San Francisco Conference, at which the UN charter was drafted, and was then an adviser to the American delegation at the first General Assembly meeting in London. In 1947 he left the State Department to become president of the prestigious Carnegie Endowment for International Peace. John Foster Dulles, chairman of the Endowment’s board of directors, was among those who had recommended and endorsed his selection.

Now here was Whittaker Chambers testifying that he had known Alger Hiss as a member of the Communist Party underground.

It may seem surprising in light of later events that Chambers’s testimony that morning did not cause more of a stir. This was partly because his story was totally unexpected. Also, Chambers was such an unprepossessing figure that his story was not taken as seriously as it would have been had he been more forceful and impressive.

The next morning we received a telegram from Hiss asking to appear before us in order to deny Chambers’s charge. We invited him to appear the next day.

As Alger Hiss stood to be sworn in on the morning of August 5, the difference between him and Chambers could not have been more striking. Hiss was tall, elegant, handsome, and perfectly poised as he categorically denied Chambers’s charge. In a firm voice he said, “I am here at my own request to deny unqualifiedly various statements about me which were made before this committee by one Whittaker Chambers the day before yesterday.” He lowered his voice for dramatic emphasis when he stated: “I am not and never have been a member of the Communist Party. I do not and never have adhered to the tenets of the Communist Party. I am not and never have been a member of any Communist front organization. I have never followed the Communist Party line, directly or indirectly.”

He denied everything Chambers had said and added that he did not even know anyone named Chambers and, as far as he could remember, never had. When Mundt, as acting chairman, pointed out that Chambers had testified under oath when he said that he knew him, Hiss boldly rejoined, “I do know that he said that. I also know that I am testifying under those same laws to the contrary.”

When Hiss finished his testimony people surged around him, to shake his hand and congratulate him on his performance, and to commiserate with him on the damage the committee had done him.

That same morning, President Truman held an informal press conference in the Oval Office. One of the reporters asked about our hearings. “Mr. President,” he said, “do you think that the Capitol Hill spy scare is a ‘red herring’ to divert public attention from inflation?” After agreeing with the reporter’s “red herring” characterization, Truman read a prepared statement that the hearings were doing “irreparable harm to certain people, seriously impairing the morale of federal employees, and undermining public confidence in the government.”

While Truman’s contemptuous dismissal of our hearings as a “red herring” had the effect of throwing his political weight against the investigation, he wielded still more effective powers. In his statement he reaffirmed his earlier order that all administrative agencies of the government refuse to turn over to a congressional committee information relating to the loyalty of any government employee.

Truman had honed his political skills in the rough and scandal-tainted Kansas City Democratic machine, and he never shied away from using any weapon available. Without question his goal throughout the Hiss case was to obstruct our efforts to uncover the facts.

The attack by the President, the impact of his executive directive, and Hiss’s highly effective testimony combined to throw the committee into a panic by the time we met again in executive session that afternoon. The audience in the hearing room and the press seemed to have been completely convinced by Hiss, and we knew that we were in for a rough time for allowing Chambers to testify without having first verified his story. No one on the committee wanted to undergo such an assault from the President and the press right before the election. One of the members summed up the general opinion when he said, “We’re ruined.” I was the only member of the committee who argued in favor of holding our ground and pursuing the case further. Stripling, whose judgment was highly respected by all the members, strongly supported my position.

My reasoning was pragmatic. I felt that as far as the reputation of the committee was concerned, Chambers’s testimony had already done its damage. Our critics would not be silenced just because we decided to drop the case, and I argued that we had more to gain than we had left to lose by seeing it through. I pointed out that the formulation of Chambers’s charges and Hiss’s response provided us with a unique angle to pursue. In most cases we were in the almost impossible position of having to prove whether or not an individual had actually been a Communist. This time, however, because of Hiss’s categorical denials, we did not have to establish anything more complicated than whether the two men had known each other. I suggested that we examine Chambers again to see if he could substantiate his story. If he could, the committee would be vindicated; if he could not, we might then find out what bizarre or sinister motives had led him to lie about Hiss and thus at least be able to make a better defense for our mistake.

I already had some doubts about Hiss because for all the vehemence of his denials, he never actually said unequivocally that he did not know Chambers. There was always some qualifier. When Mundt described Chambers as a man “whom you say you have never seen,” Hiss had interrupted and said, “As far as I know, I have never seen him.”

The British sometimes say that someone is “too clever by half.” That was my impression of Hiss: he was too suave, too smooth, and too self-confident to be an entirely trustworthy witness.

Stripling and I were finally able to convince the committee of the uncomfortable truth that we had indeed little left to lose, and it was decided that John McDowell, a thoughtful Republican from Pennsylvania, Eddie Hébert, a Louisiana Democrat who had been a newspaper reporter before entering politics, and I would take a crack at testing Chambers’s story. We questioned him on August 7, a quiet Saturday morning, in a room in the deserted Federal Court House on Foley Square in lower Manhattan. I had made a long list of the kinds of things that a man would be likely to know and remember about a friend.

I began by giving him a chance to pull back, gently asking if we had correctly understood him to say that Hiss was a Communist.

“Could this have possibly been an intellectual study group?” I asked.

“It was in no wise an intellectual study group,” Chambers firmly replied. “Its primary function was to infiltrate the government in the interest of the Communist Party.”

Chambers had a wealth of detailed and intimate information about Hiss; virtually all of it turned out to be correct. He told us that in private Hiss called his wife Dilly or Pross and she called him Hilly; he told us about the cocker spaniel they had boarded in a kennel on Wisconsin Avenue in Washington when they took their summer holidays on the Eastern Shore in Maryland; he mentioned Hiss’s simple tastes in food. He described Mrs. Hiss as a short, highly nervous woman who had a habit of blushing a fiery red when she became excited. He told us about the location and layout of the three houses and apartments Hiss had lived in during the years that he had known him, and described the several occasions on which he had stayed overnight in them.

Chambers told us that one of Hiss’s hobbies was ornithology, and that he could still remember Hiss’s excitement when he came home one morning after having seen a prothonotary warbler, a rare species.

After over two hours of exhaustive examination, I asked Chambers if he would be willing to take a lie detector test. Without hesitation, he said that he would. “You have that much confidence?” I asked. “I am telling the truth,” he calmly replied.

If there turned out to be substance to Chambers’s charges, Truman would be terribly embarrassed, and ordinarily this possibility alone might have spurred the Republicans on in an election year. But special factors in the Hiss case favored a cautious approach. Governor Thomas Dewey of New York was the Republican nominee for President. John Foster Dulles, one of those who had recommended Hiss for his job as president of the Carnegie Endowment, was Dewey’s chief foreign policy adviser and was expected to be Secretary of State in a Dewey administration. The Hiss case, with its disturbing questions about “softness on communism,” might become a two-edged sword that could hurt Dewey as much as Truman. I was aware that the Dewey campaign organization would undoubtedly be grateful if I decided to go along with the rest of the committee and let the case pass into a pre-election limbo.

On the basis of the testimony, I felt strongly that Hiss was lying. But before the case went any further, I wanted to follow up on a number of points that I did not think had been fully covered even in our marathon session. So I decided to visit Chambers at his farm in Westminster, Maryland, where I met Esther Chambers for the first time. She was a strikingly dark woman, who said very little but looked deeply sad and worried.

Once again, the richness and fullness of the detail of Chambers’s memory were overwhelming. I told him point-blank that many people were charging that he had some hidden grudge or motive for what he was doing to Hiss. He was silent for a long time and then said: “Certainly I wouldn’t have a motive which would involve destroying my own career.” He said that privacy was almost an obsession with him and that appearing in public was one of the most painful things he had ever done in his life.

I happened to mention that I was a Quaker, and he said that Mrs. Hiss had been a Quaker when he knew her and that since then he had become a Quaker himself. He snapped his fingers and said, “That reminds me of something. Priscilla often used the plain speech in talking to Alger at home.” From my own family, I knew how unlikely it would be for anyone but a close friend to know such an intimate detail. Of course, it was still possible that he could have learned it from someone, but the way he blurted it out convinced me that he was telling the truth.

Charles Kersten, an expert on Communist activities, urged that I discuss my findings with John Foster Dulles. On August 11, I called the Dewey campaign headquarters at the Roosevelt Hotel in New York and told Dulles that I thought he should look at Chambers’s testimony before he made any kind of public statement on the case. That afternoon Kersten and I took the train up to New York to see him.

Kersten and I sat on a sofa in Dulles’s suite while Foster and his brother, Allen, read through the transcripts of the three hearings. After they both had finished, Foster Dulles stood and paced back and forth across the room. “There’s no question about it,” he said. “It’s almost impossible to believe, but Chambers knows Hiss.” Allen Dulles agreed, and both felt that the case should be brought into the open by a public confrontation between the two men as soon as possible. Foster did not for a moment flinch from the potential embarrassment to himself as one of Hiss’s sponsors for the presidency of the Carnegie Endowment. I told them I would keep them informed of any new developments.

After visiting Chambers’s farm, I had called Bert Andrews, the Pulitzer Prize-winning head of the New York Herald Tribune’s Washington bureau. I knew that Andrews was an outspoken critic of the committee; he had recently written a book, Washington Witch Hunt, which was highly critical of the administration’s loyalty program. I told Andrews that I believed Chambers was telling the truth, but that I wanted to put his story to every possible test. He agreed to go up with me and question Chambers thoroughly.

Andrews asked Chambers tough questions and bore down hard about the rumors that had begun to sweep Washington that he was an alcoholic and that he had a history of mental illness and institutional confinement. Chambers was unfazed and pointed out that rumors of this sort were typical of Communist smear campaigns.

By the time we got back to Washington, Andrews was more excited than I. He was convinced that Chambers was telling the truth, and he was now worried that Hiss would get off because of the careless methods and inefficient staff work that he felt had characterized committee hearings in the past. So was I.

Because of Truman’s executive order we were not able to get any direct help from J. Edgar Hoover or the FBI. However, we had some informal contacts with a lower-level agent that proved helpful in our investigations.

When we called Hiss back before an executive session on August 16 he was in a very different temper than during our first encounter.

I told him that there were substantial areas of difference between his testimony and Chambers’s, and that we wanted to give him an opportunity to explain these in executive session before we arranged a public confrontation. Hiss straightened his back and said, “I have been angered and hurt by the attitude you have been taking today that you have a conflict of testimony between two witnesses—one of whom is a confessed former Communist and the other is me—and that you simply have two witnesses saying contradictory things as between whom you find it most difficult to decide on credibility. I do not wish to make it easier for anyone who, for whatever motive I cannot understand, is apparently endeavoring to destroy me. I should not be asked to give details which somehow he may hear and then may be able to use as if he knew them before.”

Then he introduced what was to become the main theme of his subsequent testimony: the idea that the details of the case were not important. He said, “The issue is not whether this man knew me and I don’t remember him. The issue is whether he had a particular conversation that he has said he had with me, and which I have denied, and whether I am a member of the Communist Party or ever was, which he has said and which I have denied.”

This was a crucial point. I had persuaded the committee to continue the hearings on precisely the ground that the details of the case were important because only the details could prove whether Hiss had lied when he said he did not know Chambers. His denial of even knowing Chambers was the primary factor that had discredited Chambers and the committee as well. If Hiss could now shift the hearings to the question of whether or not we could prove he was a Communist, we were finished.

I said that Chambers had been told that every answer he gave would be subject to the laws of perjury. Details concerning his alleged relationship with Hiss could be confirmed by third parties. That, I said, was the purpose of these questions.

Hiss asked if he could say something for the record. “Certainly,” I replied.

With elaborate deliberation, he wrote something on the pad of paper in front of him. He said that he had written the name of a man he had known in the mid-1930s and who, he now remembered, had in fact done some of the things that Chambers claimed to have done. This man had spent several days in Hiss’s house, sublet his apartment, borrowed money from him, and taken his car. But, Hiss said, he was reluctant to reveal the name directly because it might be leaked back to Chambers, who could then incorporate it into his perjurious tale.

The questioning resumed and once again Hiss quibbled about answering the questions Stripling and I asked him about the places he had lived on the grounds that his answers might get back to Chambers and be used against him. This coy reticence proved too much for the crusty Hébert. He said bluntly to Hiss, “Either you or Mr. Chambers is lying.” Hiss coolly replied, “That is certainly true.” Hébert came back, “And whichever one of you is lying is the greatest actor that America has ever produced.”

The committee took a five-minute recess, and when the session resumed Hiss said he would reveal the name that he had earlier written on the pad.

He said, “The name of the man I brought in—and he may have no relation to this whole nightmare—is a man named George Crosley.”

Thus George Crosley, the man who never was, the real red herring of the Hiss case, made his first appearance.

Hiss spent the better part of an hour and a quarter answering questions about George Crosley. Crosley was, he said, a free-loading freelance journalist who had approached Hiss when he was counsel for the Senate’s Nye Committee on Munitions and Armaments and asked for information for magazine articles he purported to be writing on the committee’s activities. Hiss added that he frequently dealt with such requests from writers.

They had lunch a couple of times, he said, and Crosley asked for his help in finding a place to live because he wanted to bring his wife and baby down from New York for the rest of the summer while he wrote his articles. It happened that Hiss was about to move into a new house in Georgetown, with three months remaining in the lease of his old apartment. So he sublet the apartment to Crosley. When the Crosleys’ furniture was late arriving from New York, Hiss said, he even let them stay in his new house for a few days. He added that in the end Crosley had welshed on the rent, and they had parted on less than friendly terms. Since 1935, Hiss said, he had never seen or heard from Crosley.

It was hard to believe that Hiss could have forgotten and then suddenly remembered someone like “Crosley,” but we took the story at face value and questioned him about this mysterious journalist.

I asked him what Mrs. Crosley looked like, and he replied that she was “strikingly dark.” I was the only member of the Committee who had ever seen Mrs. Chambers, and I knew that this described her perfectly. Now I felt sure that Hiss had known Chambers. Whether or not he had known him as George Crosley was the only question that remained to be answered. Next, I took him through a catalogue of Crosley’s physical appearance, beginning with his height and weight. Then I asked, “How about his teeth?”

“Very bad teeth. That is one of the things I particularly want to see Chambers about. This man had very bad teeth, did not take care of his teeth.”

“Did he have most of his teeth or just weren’t well cared for?” Stripling asked.

“I don’t think he had gapped teeth, but they were badly taken care of. They were stained and I would say obviously not attended to,” Hiss replied.

Then, using Chambers’s testimony as a guide, we took Hiss back over the ground of his life in the 1930s. We asked him the same questions that we had asked Chambers, and in almost every instance we got the same answers.

For most members of the committee, the exchange that clinched the case arose late in the day over the least likely subject. I asked Hiss if he had any hobbies, and he replied that he was interested in tennis and amateur ornithology. “Did you ever see a prothonotary warbler?” McDowell asked casually.

Hiss virtually lit up with excitement. “I have, right here on the Potomac.”

“I saw one in Arlington,” McDowell said.

“They come back and nest in those swamps,” Hiss continued. “Beautiful yellow head, a gorgeous bird . . .”

There was a moment of telling silence as the significance of this exchange hit the committee.

We had promised Hiss a public confrontation with Chambers for August 25, which was still a week away. Now, however, there might be a third man in the mix—George Crosley—and with him a strange new twist had been added to the possibilities of mistaken identity. I felt that we had to have the meeting between Hiss and Chambers right away. If the whole thing were a mistake, it should be put right before any more damage was done. On the other hand, if Hiss had manufactured Crosley out of whole cloth to explain Chambers’s damning testimony, I thought that it was equally important to flush him out before he had time to fill in more details of his deception.

I stayed very late at the office trying to decide the best thing to do. At 2 A.M. I phoned Stripling and said we could not wait a week and that I wanted a session arranged for that very afternoon. He said that he had reached the same conclusion and agreed to make the necessary arrangements.

The first Hiss–Chambers confrontation took place on August 17 at 5:35 P.M. in suite 1400 of the Commodore Hotel in New York.

The suite consisted of a living room and bedroom. The living room walls were decorated, ironically, with Audubon prints of birds. We put three chairs behind a table near the window for the committee members, and placed a single chair about eight feet away facing the table. There was a sofa against the wall, to the right of the chair.

When Hiss arrived, along with a friend from the Carnegie Endowment, he was pettish and irritable. When he was finally seated in the chair facing us, I told him that instead of waiting until August 25 we had decided that the cause of truth would be better served if he and Chambers could meet right away. We had therefore brought Chambers to this suite.

I asked that Chambers be brought in. The bedroom door behind Hiss opened, and Chambers walked through.

Hiss did not so much as look around while Chambers walked up behind him and then sat down on the sofa. He stared straight ahead at the window.

I began, “Mr. Chambers, will you please stand? And will you please stand, Mr. Hiss?”

The two men now stood and Hiss turned to face Chambers; they could not have been more than four or five feet apart.

“Mr. Hiss,” I said, “the man standing here is Mr. Whittaker Chambers. I ask you now if you have ever known that man before?”

I do not think that I have ever seen one man look at another with more hatred in his eyes than did Alger Hiss when he looked at Whittaker Chambers. We opened the blinds so that there could later be no suggestion that bad light had hampered the identification.

Hiss now seemed genuinely uncertain and confused. He looked at me and said, “Will you ask him to say something?”

I asked Chambers to state his name and business. He said, “My name is Whittaker Chambers.”

With this, Hiss took a step toward him, saying, “Would you mind opening your mouth wider?”

Chambers repeated his name, and Hiss became very impatient. “I said, would you open your mouth”—and he made a gesture with his fingers to show what he wanted him to do. Looking over at me, he said, “You know what I am referring to, Mr. Nixon.” What he meant was that he wanted to look at Chambers’s teeth; Hiss’s hand was not more than six inches from Chambers’s mouth, and at that moment I wondered whether Chambers was tempted to bite his finger.

“May I ask whether his voice, when he testified before, was comparable to this?” Hiss asked. I looked around for something Chambers could read. The only reading matter in the room was a copy of Newsweek. As Chambers read from the magazine, Hiss studied his mouth intently, like a horse trader trying to guess the age of a potential purchase. Chambers paused, and Hiss said that the voice sounded a little different from the way he remembered Crosley’s, and that the teeth were obviously much improved. Therefore, he said, without further checking he could not take an oath that Chambers was Crosley.

I asked Chambers whether he had had any major dental work done, and he mentioned some extractions and a plate made by his dentist, a Dr. Hitchcock. Hiss seemed satisfied with this information and said, “That testimony of Mr. Chambers, if it can be believed, would tend to substantiate my feeling that he represented himself to me in 1934 or 1935 or thereabouts as George Crosley, a free-lance writer of articles for magazines. I would like to find out from Dr. Hitchcock if what he has just said is true, because I am relying partly—one of my main recollections of Crosley was the poor condition of his teeth.”

I said, “Mr. Hiss, do you feel that you would have to have the dentist tell you just what he did to the teeth before you could tell anything about this man?”

Hiss changed the subject and I began questioning Chambers.

“Mr. Chairman—” Hiss interrupted.

“Just a moment,” I said, and returned to Chambers.

When Chambers said that he had stayed in Hiss’s apartment for approximately three weeks, Hiss interrupted again and said, “Mr. Chairman, I don’t need to ask Mr. Whittaker Chambers any more questions. I am now perfectly prepared to identify this man as George Crosley.”

I have studied the testimony very closely, but I have never been sure why Hiss suddenly decided at this point to give up the charade. Just a few minutes earlier his “visual memory” had been so bad that he insisted on consulting dental charts before he could be sure of Chambers’s identity. Now, he was so emphatic about his identification that when he was asked if he were absolutely certain, he said, “If he had lost both eyes and taken his nose off, I would be sure.” He still, however, claimed that he had not known that Chambers/Crosley was a Communist.

Chambers was asked whether he could make a positive identification of Hiss as the Communist he had known and in whose house he had stayed. He answered, “Positive identification.” Hiss suddenly shot up out of his chair and moved toward him, shaking his fist. His voice quavered with anger as he said, “May I say for the record at this point that I would like to invite Mr. Whittaker Chambers to make those same statements out of the presence of this committee, without their being privileged for suit for libel. I challenge you to do it, and I hope you will do it damned quickly.”

Chambers had shown no fear at all when Hiss came toward him, but Hiss now was completely unnerved. I regretted that we had agreed to let him go early so he could keep a dinner appointment. I believe that if we had continued to press him we might have gotten even more contradictions out of him, if not an actual break. But as it was, we had quite enough.

The public confrontation between the two men came the following week on August 25, in the Caucus Room of the Old House Office Building. The room overflowed with people crowded in to witness the scene, and the heavy air was superheated by television lights.

Hiss used three basic tactics. At first he tried to confuse and belabor the details of the evidence. He once again brought up the importance of the dental work to explain his initial reluctance to identify Chambers as Crosley.

I said, “You have made much of the point of the bad teeth. You even asked the name of his dentist and wanted to consult with the dentist before you made the identification positive. My question may sound facetious, but I am just wondering: didn’t you ever see Crosley with his mouth closed?”

He replied, “The striking thing in my recollection about Crosley was not when he had his mouth shut, but when he had his mouth open.” With this answer the audience, which had started out on Hiss’s side but had become restive because of his constant evasiveness, burst out laughing. Chairman Thomas called for order and said to Hiss, “If you’ve got any very humorous remarks in the way of answers, call me out later on and give them to me. I always like a good laugh, but let’s not have any more laughing in here if we can possibly avoid it.” Hiss was flailing about now, and he replied haughtily, “I understood the laughter to be at the question, not at the answer, Mr. Chairman. Maybe you or Mr. Nixon would like to withdraw to tell your jokes.”

Equally ludicrous was Hiss’s performance when he was shown a photostatic copy of a document bearing his signature and was asked to identify it. He hesitated and hedged, and said that he could not do so without seeing the original.

Mundt was completely exasperated by this reply and asked incredulously, “Could you be sure if you saw the original?”

“I could be surer,” Hiss replied. Again there was laughter from the audience, and even his friends sitting in the front rows shook their heads uncomfortably.

His second tactic was to remind us of all the well-known and unquestionably patriotic people with whom he had worked and who thought highly of him. He named thirty-four, from John Foster Dulles and Harold Stassen to Cordell Hull and James Byrnes, and suggested that we consult them about his loyalty. This line of “innocence by association” did not get him anywhere with the committee, and did not seem to impress many people in the audience either.

His third tactic involved a renewed attempt to insist that the details of his and Chambers’s conflicting stories made no difference because the only real issue was whether he had been a Communist. Once again I tried to expose the false logic behind this premise and to keep the hearings firmly on the ground of establishing whether he had committed perjury when he said he had not known Chambers.

“Mr. Hiss,” I said, “you yourself have made an issue of the fact as to (1) whether you knew Chambers at all—that issue has now been resolved; and (2) how well you knew Chambers and whether you knew him as a Communist. That is the purpose of this questioning now.”

The part of Hiss’s testimony that seriously discredited him in the eyes of many was his story about his car. Chambers had testified that Hiss was such a dedicated Communist that when he bought a new Plymouth in 1936 he wanted to give his old car, a 1929 Ford roadster, to the Communist Party. It was strictly against party rules for a member of the underground to do anything that might publicly link him with the party, but Chambers said that Hiss had been so insistent that an exception was made, and an arrangement was worked out whereby the car was transferred through an intermediary.

Hiss’s version was completely different. At one point in his testimony about George Crosley, he had said, “I sold him an automobile”; at another, “I gave him the use of the car”; at another, “I let him have it along with the rent.” I pointed out these discrepancies to him, and said that it was hard to believe that he could not remember more precisely what he had done about the ownership of something as substantial as a car.

Thanks to some superb investigative work and a great stroke of luck, we accomplished the one thing Hiss had clearly never imagined possible: we found the papers he had signed transferring ownership of the car more than ten years before. The transaction turned out to have been highly unusual. Hiss had signed the car over to an automobile dealership for $25, and it had then immediately been signed over in the name of the dealership, for the same amount, to a man who turned out to have a record as a Communist organizer and who used a false address on the transfer papers. Nowhere did the name George Crosley appear; and we established that the transfer had not taken place in June 1935, when Hiss testified he had last seen Crosley, but almost a year later, in July 1936—exactly when Chambers had testified it happened.

The car transaction was incontrovertible evidence that Hiss had not been telling the truth and that he had known Chambers (or “Crosley”) far better, far longer, and far later than he had testified. After his first appearance before the committee, Hiss had been besieged by well-wishers. At the end of this testimony, however, he and his attorney made their solitary way out of the hearing room. James Reston, who knew Hiss personally and was among those who had recommended him for his job at the Carnegie Endowment, reported in the New York Times, “Throughout these questions Mr. Hiss was calm, elaborately polite, but always he answered with a caution which angered members of the committee and, in the opinion even of his friends, hurt his case.”

Chambers followed Hiss to the witness chair. When asked for his reaction to Hiss’s testimony, he said simply, “Mr. Hiss is lying.” His straightforward answers made Hiss’s appear even more evasive and misleading.

I asked Chambers whether he might not have some kind of grudge against Hiss which would explain his apparent determination to tear him down and destroy him. To me, this exchange was the high point of the hearings, both as history and as drama.

I said, “Mr. Chambers, can you search your memory now to see what motive you can have for accusing Mr. Hiss of being a Communist at the present time?”

“What motive I can have?” he asked.

“Yes, do you, I mean, is there any grudge you have against Mr. Hiss over anything he has done to you?”

“The story has spread that in testifying against Mr. Hiss I am working out some old grudge, or motives of revenge or hatred,” he said. “I do not hate Mr. Hiss. We were close friends, but we are caught in a tragedy of history. Mr. Hiss represents the concealed enemy against which we are all fighting, and I am fighting. I have testified against him with remorse and pity, but in a moment of history in which this nation now stands, so help me God, I could not do otherwise.”

As soon as I had a chance to study all the testimony, I sent a four-page letter to John Foster Dulles summarizing my opinions and conclusions. I wrote: “Whether [Hiss] was guilty of technical perjury or whether it has been established definitely that he was a member of the Communist Party are issues which still may be open for debate, but there is no longer any doubt in my mind that for reasons only he can give, he was trying to keep the committee from learning the truth in regard to his relationship with Chambers.”

This was the end of the committee’s direct involvement in the Hiss case. The next step would depend on how Chambers reacted to Hiss’s challenge to repeat his statements where they would not be protected by congressional immunity, so that Hiss could sue for libel. Two days after the public session on August 25, Chambers appeared on Meet the Press. The first question was about Hiss’s challenge.

“Are you willing to repeat your charge that Alger Hiss was a Communist?” Chambers was asked.

“Alger Hiss was a Communist and may still be one,” Chambers replied.

Hiss’s friends assumed that he would sue Chambers immediately. Much to their consternation, he took no action for a month. Finally the Washington Post, one of his staunchest supporters, bluntly called his bluff in an impatient editorial declaring that Hiss himself had “created a situation in which he is obliged to put up or shut up.”

Three weeks later, Hiss sued Chambers for libel. Legally Hiss’s position seemed strong, because without corroborative evidence to back up his allegations Chambers could never prove them to any court’s satisfaction. Hiss probably assumed that if Chambers had any such proof, it would have been produced during the committee hearings.

The case, which had already provided so many bizarre surprises, had not yet exhausted its supply.

Chambers was called by Hiss’s lawyers for a pretrial deposition and in the course of routine questioning they asked him whether he had any documentary proof of his charges. He made no reply at the time, but he began agonizing over what he might have to do to defend his position.

Hiss’s lawyers also questioned Mrs. Chambers. Chambers never told me specifically what had happened, but only that they had been very rough on her and had made her cry. He said that from that moment he realized that they were out to destroy him and that he must react accordingly. He told his lawyer that when the pretrial hearing resumed the next day, he had decided to introduce some documents he had recently retrieved from his wife’s nephew in New York.

On November 17, Chambers turned over an envelope containing sixty-five pages of typewritten copies of State Department documents and four memos in Alger Hiss’s handwriting. He explained to the stunned lawyers that when he decided to leave the party he had hidden these papers away as a sort of life insurance against any Communist attempts to blackmail or kill him.

The head of the Justice Department’s Criminal Division was immediately summoned from Washington. He impounded the papers and obtained a court order enforcing secrecy on everyone concerned. Chambers returned to his farm assuming that it would only be a matter of a few days before the Justice Department brought the case to a grand jury and Hiss would be indicted. Two weeks passed, however, and nothing happened. On December 1, a small United Press story appeared in the Washington Daily News reporting that the Justice Department was considering dropping the case against Hiss. Another article stated that there were rumors that a perjury charge against Chambers was under consideration. It was hard to believe, but it appeared that the Justice Department was going to use the papers Chambers had produced not to prove that Hiss was a spy but as the basis for indicting Chambers for perjury because he had lied when he testified that he himself had never been involved in espionage.

These shattering new developments came at the worst possible time for me personally. Our second daughter, Julie, had been born on July 5, 1948. We had hoped to spend a few weeks with her and Tricia out of the sweltering heat of summertime Washington, but once again we were forced to cancel a planned vacation when the Hiss case had completely taken up the month of August. I promised Pat that we would take our first vacation in three years as soon as Congress recessed. We made reservations for a two-week Caribbean cruise at the beginning of December, and both of us looked forward to the trip.

On the day before we were to leave, I saw the article in the Daily News, and I was shocked that the Justice Department would be party to such a cynical maneuver. That afternoon Stripling and I drove to Chambers’s farm.

I showed Chambers the newspaper report. He said, “This is what I have been afraid of.”

He explained that he had turned over a considerable amount of documentary evidence, which had then been impounded by the Justice Department, and a court order prohibited him from disclosing the contents. “I will only say that they were a real bombshell,” he told us.

We tried unsuccessfully to get some idea of what the papers contained. Finally I asked whether we were facing a situation in which the Justice Department alone would decide if any further action were to be taken.

“No, I wouldn’t be that foolish,” Chambers replied. “My attorney has photostatic copies, and also, I didn’t turn over everything I had. I have another bombshell in case they try to suppress this one.”

“You keep that second bombshell,” I told him. “Don’t give it to anybody except the committee.”

When Stripling and I got back to Washington I was uncertain about what to do. I spent much of that night trying to decide whether to issue a subpoena for the rest of Chambers’s material. I could not understand why Chambers would have withheld any important information from the committee hearings, and I could not help thinking that there might be some good reason the Justice Department was acting in this way.

After weighing all the factors, however, I decided that the case was too important to risk losing it now, so I asked Stripling to have subpoenas served on Chambers immediately for everything he had. “I mean everything,” I said.

Our ship sailed from New York that afternoon. Pat and I relaxed in the lazy shipboard routine and enjoyed the company of the other members of Congress and their wives who were on board. We felt a sense of relief from the tremendous tension that had surrounded us in Washington. The next evening, however, I received a cable from Stripling:

SECOND BOMBSHELL OBTAINED BY SUBPOENA 1 A.M. FRIDAY. CASE CLINCHED. INFORMATION AMAZING. HEAT IS ON FROM PRESS AND OTHER PLACES. IMMEDIATE ACTION APPEARS NECESSARY. CAN YOU POSSIBLY GET BACK?

The next morning, I received a cable from Andrews:

DOCUMENTS INCREDIBLY HOT. LINK TO HISS SEEMS CERTAIN. LINK TO OTHERS INEVITABLE. RESULTS SHOULD RESTORE FAITH IN NEED FOR COMMITTEE IF NOT IN SOME MEMBERS. . . . NEW YORK JURY MEETS WEDNESDAY. . . . COULD YOU ARRIVE TUESDAY AND GET DAY’S JUMP ON GRAND JURY. IF NOT, HOLDING HEARING EARLY WEDNESDAY. MY LIBERAL FRIENDS DON’T LOVE ME NO MORE. NOR YOU. BUT FACTS ARE FACTS AND THESE FACTS ARE DYNAMITE. HISS’S WRITING IDENTIFIED ON THREE DOCUMENTS. NOT PROOF HE GAVE THEM TO CHAMBERS BUT HIGHLY SIGNIFICANT. STRIPLING SAYS CAN PROVE WHO GAVE THEM TO CHAMBERS. LOVE TO PAT. VACATION-WRECKER ANDREWS

I radioed Stripling to make arrangements for my return. The next morning I was picked up from the ship by a Coast Guard seaplane that took me to Miami, where I caught a flight to Washington. At the Miami airport reporters asked if I had any comment on the “pumpkin papers.” I had no idea what they were talking about. When I reached Washington, Stripling filled me in on the latest turn of this extraordinary case.

I learned that Chambers had been in Washington on the day our subpoena was served on him, and he arranged to meet two of our investigators that night and drive back to his farm with them. They arrived very late. He led them into a frost-covered pumpkin patch. The flabbergasted investigators watched while he took the top off one of the pumpkins, reached inside, and pulled out three small metal microfilm cylinders. He explained that he had not wanted to leave anything in the house in case any other subpoenas or search warrants arrived in his absence. That morning, therefore, he had hollowed out a pumpkin and used it as a hiding place.

When the “pumpkin” microfilms were developed they yielded hundreds of pages of photostats. These represented a sampling of the classified documents Hiss gave to Chambers in the period just before Chambers left the party; they ran the gamut from inconsequential bureaucratic trivia to top-secret ambassadorial cables. Hiss’s defense later claimed that the documents were unimportant and represented no threat to national security. That contention was shot down by expert testimony before the committee and at both trials. Some of the documents were relatively unimportant, but the State Department still felt in 1948, ten years after they had been taken from the government files, that publication of the complete “pumpkin papers” would be injurious to the national security. As important as the specific contents of the documents was the fact that many of even the substantively unimportant ones were coded, and anyone able to obtain copies of them could thus break our secret codes.

The “pumpkin papers” completely captured public attention. The uproar was tremendous, and even many of Hiss’s erstwhile defenders had to admit that they had been wrong and the committee had been right.

Since the statute of limitations made prosecution for espionage impossible, the grand jury unanimously voted to indict Hiss on two counts of perjury. The first was for having lied when he testified that he had not unlawfully taken classified documents from the State Department and given them to Chambers; the second was for having lied when he testified that he had not seen Chambers after January 1, 1937.

There were two trials. The first ended with a hung jury divided 8 to 4 for conviction. At the second trial, the jury on January 21, 1950, unanimously found Hiss guilty. Shortly after the verdict had been announced, I received a telegram from Herbert Hoover. It read:

THE CONVICTION OF ALGER HISS WAS DUE TO YOUR PATIENCE AND PERSISTENCE ALONE. AT LAST THE STREAM OF TREASON THAT HAS EXISTED IN OUR GOVERNMENT HAS BEEN EXPOSED IN A FASHION ALL MAY BELIEVE.

Hiss was sentenced to five years in prison. After serving forty-four months he was released on parole and sank into obscurity, working as a stationery and printing supplies salesman in New York.

To this day, Alger Hiss has emphatically insisted on his innocence and makes periodic attempts to clear himself. This tenacity, together with the passage of time and the vagaries of memory, has now and then been rewarded with favorable publicity and increasing acceptance. In 1975, for example, he was readmitted to the Massachusetts bar. Whenever the Hiss case is considered on the facts and the testimony, however, the verdict is the same: the evidence against him is still overwhelming.

It was very difficult for me to understand President Truman’s conduct during our investigation of the Hiss case. I knew that he had defied his liberal advisers and supporters by proposing aid to the anticommunist governments in Greece and Turkey, and I considered him to be someone who understood the threat of communism and recognized the need to oppose its subversive spread.

Yet in the face of overwhelming evidence that Hiss was at best a perjurer and at worst a spy, Truman persisted in condemning our investigation as a “red herring” and, through his public statements and executive orders, doing everything in his power to obstruct it. Before the 1948 presidential election I could understand that he would do everything possible to contain the investigation in order to avoid political embarrassment. But I was surprised when, even after he had won the election, he continued this same stubborn course.

Bert Andrews, who had excellent sources in the White House, told me that when a Justice Department official showed Truman the typewritten documents that clearly seemed to implicate Hiss in espionage, Truman had furiously paced the floor in the Oval Office, saying over and over, “The son of a bitch—he betrayed his country!” At a press conference after Hiss was indicted, reporters asked Truman whether he still believed our investigation was a “red herring.” Truman cut off one reporter abruptly and snapped: “I have made my position perfectly clear on that subject, and I have nothing further to say on it. My position hasn’t changed. Period.” When one of his aides later asked him about this, he replied, “Of course Hiss is guilty. But that damn committee isn’t interested in that. All it cares about is politics, and as long as they try to make politics out of this communist issue, I am going to label their activities for what they are—a ‘red herring.’ ”

Truman honestly believed that the investigation was politically motivated, and in return his motives were political. He finally approved a full Justice Department and FBI investigation, but for months he used the power and prestige of his office to obstruct the committee’s work. But I did not think then, and I do not think now, that his actions were motivated by anything other than the political instincts of an intensely political man.

The Hiss case proved beyond any reasonable doubt the existence of Soviet-directed Communist subversion at the highest levels of American government. But many who had defended Hiss simply refused to accept the overwhelming evidence of his guilt. Some turned their anger and frustration toward me, as if I were somehow responsible for the fact that Hiss had taken them in. While there is no doubt that my reputation from the Hiss case launched me on the road to the vice presidency, it also turned me from a relatively popular young congressman, enjoying a good but limited press, into one of the most controversial figures in Washington, bitterly opposed by the most respected and influential liberal journalists and opinion leaders of the time.

I think that Foster Dulles expressed the real lesson of the Hiss case when he said, “The conviction of Alger Hiss is human tragedy. It is tragic that so great promise should have come to so inglorious an end. But the greater tragedy is that seemingly our national ideals no longer inspire the loyal devotions needed for their defense.”

This, to me, went to the heart of the problem we faced then and in the years ahead: how could we instill in brilliant young Americans the same dedication to the philosophy of freedom that the Communists seemed to be able to instill in people like Hiss.

RUNNING FOR SENATOR: 1950

I attended the 1948 Republican National Convention in Philadelphia as an observer. I had great respect for the front-runners, Senator Robert Taft of Ohio and Governor Thomas Dewey of New York, but I believed that the Republicans needed a fresh face and a change in 1948, and I supported Harold Stassen of Minnesota—the one-time “boy wonder” of the Republican Party—for the presidential nomination. Dewey won the nomination on the third ballot, and he chose Earl Warren as his running mate.

Since I had won both the Democratic and Republican nominations for re-election to the House, I did a great deal of speaking for the national ticket across the country in the fall campaign. Although there was nothing specific I could put my finger on, I was not as optimistic about our chances as most Republicans were. The crowds I spoke to were large and friendly, but they did not convey the electricity that so often means the difference between victory and defeat. I was also bothered by Dewey’s gingerly approach to Truman and by his refusal to rebut Truman’s attacks on what he labeled the “do-nothing Eightieth Congress.” Because of his temperament, overconfidence, and misjudgment, Dewey ran a lofty and detached campaign, while Truman behaved as if he really wanted the job. Truman won an eleventh-hour victory that stunned the forecasters. While I was deeply disappointed by Dewey’s loss, I thought that our complacency had caught up with us.

Dewey’s defeat and our loss of both houses of Congress turned me overnight into a junior member of the minority party, a “comer” with no place to go. For the first time I began to consider the possibility of trying to move up on my own instead of patiently waiting for seniority or party preferment in the House of Representatives.

The term of Sheridan Downey, California’s Democratic senator, was to expire in 1950, and not long after the 1948 election I began to consider challenging Downey for his seat. At first glance the prospects were not promising. Downey was a popular and uncontroversial incumbent, and it was by no means clear that anyone could beat him.

Virtually all my political friends and advisers told me that running for the Senate would be tantamount to political suicide. But I recognized the worth of the nationwide publicity that the Hiss case had given me—publicity on a scale that most congressmen only dream of achieving. Running for the Downey seat was the only possibility for me to move up the political ladder at a time when my political stock was high. On August 11, 1949, I wrote to my friend and political adviser, Frank Jorgensen, summing up the situation as I saw it:

I have built up quite a file of people who have written me pro and con on the Senate matter. Most of those who are against it, incidentally, are afraid of the risk of my losing the House seat. As I wrote you before, however, I have virtually reached the conclusion that although it is admittedly a long shot, it presents such an unusual opportunity that the risk is worth taking, provided, of course, that we do not have too determined an opposition in the primary. As I have told several of my friends here, unless the Republicans do make substantial gains in both the House and Senate in 1950, which necessarily would mean a Republican trend, I seriously doubt if we can ever work our way back into power. Actually, in my mind, I do not see any great gain in remaining a member of the House, even from a relatively good district, if it means that we would be simply a vocal but ineffective minority.

On the other hand, if the trend is on, the chances for winning the Senate seat in California will be good. If the trend is not on, rewinning the House seat might prove to be a rather empty victory.

At the beginning of October Representative Helen Gahagan Douglas announced that she was going to run against Downey in the Democratic primary. Her entry brightened my prospects considerably. If Downey won the primary, he would be weakened by her attacks; if Mrs. Douglas won, she would be easier to beat than Downey.

During the fall I learned from Kyle Palmer, the astute political editor of the Los Angeles Times, that if I became a candidate for the Senate I would be endorsed by the Times. I received similar assurances about the San Francisco Chronicle and the Oakland Tribune. These endorsements were vital not only for the boost they would give my candidacy but because they would virtually assure that I would not face any opposition in the Republican primary.

On November 3, 1949—exactly one year before the election—I announced my candidacy for the Senate before a crowd of more than five hundred supporters in Pomona. I made a hard-hitting speech that foreshadowed the kind of campaign I planned to run. I said that the central issue of the campaign would be “simply the choice between freedom and state socialism.” I charged that “the Democratic Party today, nationally and in our own state of California, has been captured and is completely controlled by a group of ruthless, cynical seekers-after-power who have committed that party to policies and principles which are completely foreign to those of its founders.” I ended my speech with some lines that would be quoted frequently in later years: “There is only one way we can win,” I said. “We must put on a fighting, rocking, socking campaign and carry that campaign directly into every county, city, town, precinct, and home in the state of California.”

Thus began one of the most hectic and heated campaigns of my career. It had been hard enough to convince the voters in one traditionally Republican congressional district to elect me; now I had to campaign all through the second most populous state in the nation, seeking the support of millions of voters—most of them registered Democrats.

I decided to campaign all over California, and to get around I used a second-hand wood-paneled station wagon with “Nixon for Senator” signs nailed on each side. It was fitted with portable sound equipment, and as we came into a town we played a phonograph record of a popular song over the loudspeaker. That usually attracted at least half a dozen people at a busy street corner. Once a small crowd had gathered, I would speak for a few minutes and then answer questions.

At the beginning I often spoke to no more than a handful of bemused passersby. When the campaign began to gather steam, however, the crowds began to grow, and before long the presence of hecklers assured a large and lively audience at every stop. These hecklers were tightly organized bands sent out from local left-wing labor and political organizations. They tried to disrupt my speeches by a continuous counterpoint of critical questions and derisive observations. On one occasion in San Francisco, they even brought their own sound truck, and we engaged in an amplified debate. When a small band of them arrived outside a rally at Long Beach Municipal Auditorium, my driver turned up the loudspeaker and played a recording of one of the popular songs of the day, “If I Knew You Were Coming I’d’ve Baked a Cake.” My supporters roared their approval.

While I was beginning my campaign treks around the state, sparks were flying in the Democratic primary. Senator Downey had withdrawn from the race, citing health problems, and Mrs. Douglas was now opposed by Manchester Boddy, publisher of the Los Angeles Daily News. Boddy was well financed, and he campaigned with the genuine fervor of a lifelong Democrat who despised Mrs. Douglas’s left-wing leanings. He referred to her and her followers as a “small subversive clique of red hots.” His supporters attacked her voting record by comparing it with that of Vito Marcantonio, the only openly procommunist member of Congress.

Anyone could see that the Douglas and Marcantonio records were strikingly similar and the attacks coming from within her own party were as damaging as anything I could say. The subsequently controversial “pink sheet” that my campaign committee issued was, in fact, inspired by these earlier comparisons of the two voting records. Whatever interpretation was later placed on these facts, no one was ever able to challenge their accuracy. All we added was the mordant comment of the color of the paper.

The most serious damage to Mrs. Douglas was done by Senator Downey. On May 22, he publicly stated: “It is my opinion that Mrs. Douglas does not have the fundamental ability and qualifications for a United States Senator. . . . She has shown no inclination, in fact no ability, to dig in and do the hard and tedious work required to prepare legislation and push it through Congress.” Referring to her voting record in the House, he said, “Mrs. Douglas gave comfort to the Soviet tyranny by voting against aid to both Greece and Turkey. She voted against the President in a crisis when he most needed her support and most fully deserved her confidence.”

Mrs. Douglas ended up with less than 50 percent of the vote in the Democratic primary. Boddy got about 30 percent and, because crossover voting was still allowed, I received 20 percent. On the Republican side, I ran unopposed and received 740,000 votes—a record primary turnout. Thus the lines for the general election were clearly drawn. I had a completely unified Republican Party behind me, while the Democrats were divided and dispirited after a bitter primary.

Helen Gahagan had been a popular light opera and Broadway musical star during the 1920s. In 1931 she married Melvyn Douglas, one of Hollywood’s most popular leading men. When the Democratic congressman from the Fourteenth District in Los Angeles retired in 1944, Helen Douglas ran for his seat and won. She entered the House of Representatives in January 1945.

Mrs. Douglas was a handsome woman with a dramatic presence. She had many fans among the public and many admirers in the press and in the entertainment industry, but she was not, to put it mildly, the most popular member of the House of Representatives. Generally when two members of the House run against each other for another office their fellow congressmen maintain a friendly attitude and wish both of them well. But in our case, even many of the House Democrats let me know that they hoped I could defeat Helen Douglas.

One afternoon in 1950, I was working in my office when Dorothy Cox, my personal secretary, came in and said, “Congressman Kennedy is here and would like to talk to you.”

Jack Kennedy was ushered in and I motioned him into a chair. He took an envelope from his breast pocket and handed it to me. “Dick, I know you’re in for a pretty rough campaign,” he said, “and my father wanted to help out.”

We talked for a while about the campaign. As he rose to leave, he said, “I obviously can’t endorse you, but it isn’t going to break my heart if you can turn the Senate’s loss into Hollywood’s gain.”

After he left I opened the envelope and found it contained a $1,000 contribution. Three days after I won in November, Kennedy told an informal gathering of professors and students at Harvard that he was personally very happy that I had defeated Mrs. Douglas.

The Douglas victory in the primary called for some rethinking of my strategy. My original plans had been geared to running against Downey, a popular moderate as well as an entrenched incumbent.

Now I found myself running against one of the most left-wing members of Congress—and a woman. I knew that I must not appear ungallant in my criticism of Mrs. Douglas. Consequently, I felt that the best strategy was to let her record do my work for me. She was out of step with the voters of California, and if I could prevent her formidable dramatic skills from clouding the issues, I was almost certain to win.

Throughout the campaign I kept her pinned to her extremist record. I pointed out that she had voted against Truman on military aid to Greece and Turkey, the key plank of the Truman Doctrine, which I had supported. She had also voted against bills requiring loyalty checks for federal employees and was one of only fourteen members of Congress who had voted against the security bill that allowed the heads of key national defense agencies, such as the Atomic Energy Commission, to discharge government workers found to be poor security risks. In a speech before the Conference on American-Soviet Cultural Cooperation, she had claimed that the obstacles to unity between the two countries were “deliberately created by sinister and dangerous forces in this country who have never given up their allegiance to the ideas of Hitler.”

Mrs. Douglas had often appeared at meetings and addressed organizations that had been cited by the Attorney General’s office during Truman’s administration as “Communist and subversive.” The Communist Daily Worker had selected Mrs. Douglas as “one of the heroes of the Eightieth Congress.” Although I constantly questioned her wisdom and judgment in light of such a record, I never questioned her patriotism.

One of the most peculiar ineptitudes of the Douglas campaign was the attempt to charge that my voting record was actually more procommunist than hers. In her speeches she began saying that she was more anti-communist than I, and that I was the one who had voted with Marcantonio against key anticommunist issues. The decision to pursue this particular attack was clearly rooted more in desperation than in logic, because the charge that I was a communist sympathizer had no public credibility whatever. She made the further mistake of careless research on my voting record when she accused me of having voted five times with Marcantonio on key matters. In two of the five votes in question, I had not done so—although she had. In the third there was no vote of record. In the other two cases, she had seized on procedural technicalities to distort the record. She accused me of opposing aid to Korea when I had actually supported it, and of voting to cut a Korean aid program in half when in fact I had voted for a one-year bill rather than a two-year bill.

I made a statewide radio speech accusing her of glaring misstatements in a flyer that her campaign was circulating. I refuted each charge and repeated my challenge that she cite one instance in which I had misrepresented her record. Her side replied with a newspaper ad headed, Thou Shalt Not Bear False Witness!

Prominently placed in the ad was a desperate, ludicrous attack:

NIXON–MARCANTONIO ISOLATIONISM

Nixon’s record of blind stupidity on foreign policy gave aid and comfort to the Communists. On every key vote Nixon stood with party liner Marcantonio against America in its fight to defeat Communism.

On October 12, four weeks before the election, a California poll was released showing that I had a 12 percent lead over Mrs. Douglas, with 34 percent still undecided. Panic must have swept the Douglas camp when this poll came out, because as the campaign entered its last weeks her attacks became more viciously personal. One of her campaign flyers printed on yellow paper read: “THE BIG LIE! Hitler invented it. Stalin perfected it. Nixon uses it. . . . YOU pick the Congressman the Kremlin loves!” She told one audience, “The temporary success of the Republican Party in 1946, with its backwash of young men in dark shirts, was short lived.” She told an interviewer that she hated “Communist totalitarianism and Nazi totalitarianism and Mundt–Nixon totalitarianism.” She called me a “peewee who is trying to scare people into voting for him” and customarily referred to me as a “pipsqueak.”

In a campaign dispatch, the San Francisco Chronicle reported that “Nixon was dubbed ‘tricky Dick’ by Mrs. Douglas. She warned her listeners that if they want a depression again, elect Nixon. . . . She charged that Nixon had voted along with Congressman Vito Marcantonio on foreign affairs issues and the New Yorker always followed the Communist Party line. She said Nixon was attempting to ‘steal’ Democratic votes by ‘harping’ on her record.” On October 23, she said that I was smearing her and denounced what she termed my “reaction at home and retreat abroad.” She charged that I was “throwing up a smokescreen of smears, innuendos, and half-truths to try to confuse and mislead the voters.” I responded immediately: “If it is a smear, it is by the record, and Mrs. Douglas made that record.”

The New York Times captured the flavor of the campaign in a report from California that “Mrs. Douglas has been depicting her opponent as a red-baiting, reactionary enemy of labor and the common man. . . . Mr. Nixon has been assailing Mrs. Douglas as a flighty left-winger and an exponent of a regime that failed.”

In addition to issues of foreign policy and internal security, the 1950 campaign involved several important California-related issues: offshore oil rights, water rights, and federal farm controls. On each, Mrs. Douglas held highly unpopular views. For example, on the question of rights to oil and mineral deposits in the tidelands just off the California coast, she alone of the twenty-three-member California congressional delegation voted to oppose state ownership and favor federal control.

Near the end of the campaign we scheduled a massive old-fashioned torchlight parade and rally in Los Angeles. I was introduced by movie actor Dick Powell. His wife, June Allyson, then pregnant, made a short and moving speech about the future of her unborn child.

I won the election by a margin of 680,000 votes, the largest plurality of any Senate winner that year. It was a good night for Republicans throughout the country as we picked up 30 House seats and 5 Senate seats.

Mrs. Douglas sent no personal message or even the traditional congratulations to me, although she did issue a brief statement: “It now seems certain that Richard Nixon has been elected and that California has two Republican senators.” I did, however, receive a telegram from Senator Downey:

PLEASE ACCEPT MY CONGRATULATIONS ON YOUR NOTABLE VICTORY AND MY BEST WISHES AND REGARDS.

The 1950 campaign became highly controversial because of the “rocking, socking” way in which I was said to have waged and won it. Mrs. Douglas and many of her friends and supporters claimed that I had impugned her loyalty and smeared her character, thus depriving the voters of the opportunity to make an honest choice.

Anyone who takes the trouble to go back through the newspapers and other sources of the period, however, will find that things happened as I have described them here.

Helen Gahagan Douglas waged a campaign that would not be equaled for stridency, ineptness, or self-righteousness until George McGovern’s presidential campaign twenty-two years later. In the long run, however, even this probably made little difference. Helen Douglas lost the election because the voters of California in 1950 were not prepared to elect as their senator anyone with a left-wing voting record or anyone they perceived as being soft on or naive about communism. She may have been at some political disadvantage because she was a woman. But her fatal disadvantage lay in her record and in her views.

PRESIDENTIAL POLITICS: 1952

Although the 1952 presidential election was still two years away, Republicans in Congress and across the country were already beginning to gear up for it. We had come so close to winning with Dewey in 1948 that there was an almost desperate determination not to fail again. After twenty years out of power, Republicans could almost taste the victory we knew must be ours if only we could enter the election as a party united behind a strong candidate. As the new senator from the nation’s second most populous state, I was caught up in this activity from my first days in the Senate.

Truman at this point was a tremendously unpopular President. After a humiliating defeat in the New Hampshire primary in March 1952, he decided not to run again. Even so, whoever the Democrats selected would still have to counter the weight of Truman’s unpopularity and the public’s disgust with the blatant corruption that even Adlai Stevenson, in reply to a question from the Oregon Journal, referred to as “the mess in Washington.”

Truman stood in the eye of a hurricane of scandals that swirled around him while he did nothing. His military assistant presided over an influence-peddling scheme of such proportions that the free-lance agents trading in government contracts that grew up as a result came to be known, after their customary fee, as “5 percenters.” Payoffs in the form of deep freezes went to Truman’s Appointments Secretary, his naval aide, and his Treasury Secretary, among others.

A Senate investigation of the Reconstruction Finance Corporation revealed that its directors had been subject to manipulation for personal gain by top Democratic Party officials and by at least one member of the White House staff. But the tax scandals were the worst of all. A congressional inquiry produced a list of charges against officials in the then Bureau of Internal Revenue that included extortion, evading income tax, and preventing the audit of their own returns.

Of nine district tax collectors removed, one was a personal friend of Truman’s, had figured in the RFC scandal, was sent to jail, and was later pardoned by President Johnson. Truman’s Appointments Secretary was convicted of conspiracy in a tax case, sent to prison, and later pardoned by President Kennedy. The head of the Justice Department’s Tax Division was convicted in the same case and was also pardoned by President Johnson.

In 1951 alone, 166 Internal Revenue officials were fired or forced to resign. It was no overstatement, then, when I kicked off my Western campaign in Pomona, to charge Truman with heading a “scandal-a-day” administration.

The two major Republican candidates were General Dwight Eisenhower and Senator Robert Taft of Ohio. Taft, the son of a President, had been in the Senate since 1939. He was known as “Mr. Republican” and would clearly be the choice of the party organizers and workers. He was generally described as a conservative, but his beliefs were far too complex—and he was far too intelligent and complicated a man—for any simple label. He was, to be sure, a strong anticommunist with an isolationist streak. Domestically, however, he was constantly trying to find creative solutions to America’s social problems without having to resort to big government spending programs. Taft was universally respected in Congress, and perhaps his most ardent supporter was Bill Knowland, my senior colleague from California.

Eisenhower had been the Supreme Allied Commander in Europe during World War II. Immediately after the war he served as Army Chief of Staff. He was named president of Columbia University in 1948, but in 1950 he returned to the military as Supreme Commander of the North Atlantic Treaty Organization forces.

Throughout his military career, Eisenhower had been determinedly non-political, but after the war his heroic image made him a prize sought after by both political parties. According to Eisenhower, Truman had offered to back him for the Democratic presidential nomination in 1948. Eisenhower never told me why he refused Truman’s offer. I feel there may have been several reasons. He probably felt the time wasn’t right for him; he was reluctant to run as Truman’s protégé, and—to the limited extent that he thought in partisan terms—he considered himself a Republican rather than a Democrat. Unlike Taft, Eisenhower could claim no grass roots base among the party faithful. But his engaging personality, his dazzling smile, and his great military successes had made “Ike” a genuine popular hero who could almost certainly win the election if he could first win the nomination.

By 1951 several small groups of influential Republicans were trying to persuade Eisenhower to run for the Republican nomination. Many of the more liberal elements of the party coalesced behind him. His leading supporter on Capitol Hill was Senator Henry Cabot Lodge of Massachusetts.

There were two other candidates, each of whom hoped that if the convention became deadlocked over Eisenhower and Taft it might turn to him: Harold Stassen and Earl Warren. Stassen’s chances of nomination were remote at best. Warren, on the other hand, had been Dewey’s running mate in 1948 and as a result of having won the California presidential primary as a favorite son, he would arrive at the convention in Chicago with a solid bloc of seventy delegates bound to stay with him until he decided to release them.

The first time I ever saw Dwight Eisenhower was on his triumphant return to the States after V-E Day in 1945. I was doing Navy contract termination work on Church Street in lower Manhattan, and the windows of my twentieth-floor office overlooked the route of his ticker-tape parade up Broadway. I could just make him out through the snowstorm of confetti, sitting in the back of his open car, waving and looking up at the cheering thousands like me who filled every window of the towering buildings. His arms were raised high over his head in the gesture that soon became his trademark.

I saw him closer up in 1948, when he briefed the members of the House of Representatives on the situation in Europe at a meeting held in the Library of Congress. In the summer of 1950, I saw him at even closer quarters at the Bohemian Grove, the site of the annual summer retreat of San Francisco’s Bohemian Club, where each year members of this prestigious private men’s club and their guests from all over the country gather amidst California’s beautiful redwoods. Herbert Hoover used to invite some of the most distinguished of the 1,400 men at the Grove to join him at his “Cave Man Camp” for lunch each day. On this occasion Eisenhower, then president of Columbia University, was the honored guest. Hoover sat at the head of the table as usual, with Eisenhower at his right. As the Republican nominee in an uphill Senate battle, I was about two places from the bottom.

Eisenhower was deferential to Hoover but not obsequious. He responded to Hoover’s toast with a very gracious one of his own. I am sure he was aware that he was in enemy territory among this generally conservative group. Hoover and most of his friends favored Taft and hoped that Eisenhower would not become a candidate.

Later that day, Eisenhower spoke at the beautiful lakeside amphitheatre. It was not a polished speech, but he delivered it without notes and he had the good sense not to speak too long. The only line that drew significant applause was his comment that he did not see why anyone who refused to sign a loyalty oath should have the right to teach in a state university.

After Eisenhower’s speech we went back to Cave Man Camp and sat around the campfire appraising it. Everyone liked Eisenhower, but the feeling was that he had a long way to go before he would have the experience, the depth, and the understanding to be President. But it struck me forcibly that Eisenhower’s personality and personal mystique had deeply impressed the skeptical and critical Cave Man audience.

In May 1951 I went as a Senate observer to the World Health Organization conference in Geneva. Senator Frank Carlson of Kansas, one of Eisenhower’s early supporters, arranged for me to meet Eisenhower at NATO headquarters in Paris. An aide ushered me into Eisenhower’s office, and he rose from his desk to greet me. He was erect and vital and impeccably tailored, wearing his famous waist-length uniform jacket, popularly known as the “Eisenhower jacket.” He motioned me to a large sofa against the wall, and his informality put me so completely at ease that we were able to talk very freely.

He spoke optimistically about the prospects for European recovery and development. Warming to the topic, he said, “What we need over here and what we need in the States is more optimism in order to combat the defeatist attitude that too many people seem to have.”

He carefully steered away from American politics, but it was clear he had done his homework. He said that he had read about the Hiss case in Seeds of Treason by Ralph de Toledano and Victor Lasky. “The thing that most impressed me was that you not only got Hiss, but you got him fairly,” he said. He also liked the emphasis I placed in some of my speeches on the need to take into account economic and ideological as well as military factors in fashioning foreign policy. “Being strong militarily just isn’t enough in the kind of battle we are fighting now,” he said. This impressed me because, then as now, it was unusual to hear a military man emphasize the importance of non-military strength.

It was not the substance of Eisenhower’s conversation so much as his manner that most impressed me that afternoon. It was easy to see how he had been able to bring the leaders of the great wartime alliance together despite their many differences. I felt that in terms of experience and ability in handling foreign policy, Eisenhower was by far the best qualified of the potential presidential candidates. I felt that I was in the presence of a genuine statesman, and I came away convinced that he should be the next President. I also decided that if he ran for the nomination I would do everything I could to help him get it.

I did not know Bob Taft well, although I had met him several times while I was in the House of Representatives, particularly during the debates on the Taft–Hartley bill. He was highly respected in Washington, but even his strongest supporters acknowledged that he lacked some of the personality traits needed by a presidential candidate. He was an intelligent, high-minded patriot, but he was also very proud and very shy. This combination unfortunately made many people feel that he was arrogant. Taft was visibly uncomfortable with the personal “small change” of presidential politics—the handshaking and backslapping and endless importuning of local party leaders, and he was honest in a way that could be painfully blunt. I shall never forget seeing him on television during the New Hampshire primary. As he emerged from a building he began shaking hands. A little girl held out a pen and a piece of paper and asked for his autograph. Right on camera, he explained to her with devastating reasonableness that handshaking took less time than signing autographs, and since he had a very busy schedule he could not interrupt it to sign anything for her.

I think that next to Pat, Martha Taft was the most exceptional political wife I have ever known. She was as gracious and vivacious as her husband was shy and stiff. She had suffered a crippling stroke in 1950 and was confined to a wheelchair; Taft, who was completely devoted to her, took her everywhere with him, and at a dinner party it was a touching sight to see him cut her food and help feed it to her. People in Washington who knew these things about Taft admired him and made allowances because of them. But when it came to choosing a nominee the fact had to be faced that his abrasive personality would be a serious disadvantage in a presidential campaign.

I believed that the President elected in 1952 had first and foremost to be an expert in dealing with the serious international challenges facing America, and I had some serious reservations about Taft in this regard.

Before the elections in 1950 I had been invited to be the major speaker at the 36th Annual McKinley Day Dinner in Dayton, Ohio. My subject was the threat of communism at home and abroad. Taft had followed me with a short speech in which he said that, as he saw it, the greatest problem facing America at home or abroad was not communism but socialism. He urged therefore that we concentrate our efforts on fighting and defeating socialism. I did not like socialism any more than he did. What concerned me was his failure to recognize that many socialists were dedicated anticommunists. The major threat we faced was not socialism, but communist subversion supported by the international Communist movement, and Taft’s failure to understand this distinction raised questions in my mind about his grasp of the whole international situation.

One day early in 1952, Taft came to see me. He was a man no more interested in small talk than I was, so he got right to the point. He said that we had many mutual friends in California and some of them had urged him to drop by and simply ask me for my support for his candidacy. “It wasn’t something I felt I ought to do,” he added with complete sincerity, “but I don’t want to have any misunderstanding about my desire to have your support if you feel that my candidacy is consistent with your point of view.”

I told him that I had enormous respect for his leadership in the Senate and had no doubt that in terms of domestic affairs he was the best qualified man to lead the country. It was with a great deal of sadness that I told him I personally felt that international affairs would be more important for the next President and that I had concluded Eisenhower was the best qualified in that area. Therefore I would be supporting his candidacy. I said I had already informed Knowland and Warren of my decision. I added that if Taft won the nomination he would have my wholehearted support and assured him that under no circumstances would I lend myself to a “stop Taft” movement at the convention.

He said that although he was naturally disappointed with my decision, he appreciated my frankness, and he was generous and respectful in his comments about Eisenhower. Bob Taft was a fine gentleman, and it was a great loss to the party, the Congress, and the nation when he died of cancer just a few months after Eisenhower was inaugurated.

On July 1, I flew to Chicago to take part in the platform hearings being held the week before the Republican National Convention.

I had first become aware that I might be considered as the nominee for Vice President a few months earlier when clues and signs began appearing in the press and the political rumor mills. However, I considered my chances almost impossibly remote. In retrospect, I see that the road to the ticket had begun on May 8, 1952, when, at Governor Dewey’s invitation, I was the main speaker at the New York State Republican Party’s annual fund-raising dinner at the Waldorf-Astoria. Because it was a presidential year, and because Dewey was both the former standard-bearer and one of the principal people behind Eisenhower, the dinner was a major occasion, and my speech would be broadcast on radio. I spent several hours making outlines, to be sure that I could say everything within the allotted half-hour radio time. I delivered it without notes in exactly twenty-nine minutes, and the audience gave me a standing ovation when it was over.

When I sat down next to Dewey after acknowledging the applause, he very deliberately snuffed out his cigarette, which he always held in a cigarette holder, grasped my hand, and earnestly said, “That was a terrific speech. Make me a promise: don’t get fat, don’t lose your zeal, and you can be President someday.” I did not take him seriously, much less literally, because such compliments are commonplace in politics. But later that evening, during a small reception in his suite for some of his close friends, he asked me if I would object to his suggesting my name as a possible candidate for Vice President.

A few weeks later I was invited to meet with Eisenhower’s inner circle of advisers in a suite at the Mayflower Hotel in Washington. The group included Herbert Brownell, the lawyer whom Eisenhower was later to name Attorney General, General Lucius Clay, and Harold Talbott, Dewey’s chief fund-raiser. We had a wide-ranging discussion of foreign and domestic policy that lasted most of the afternoon. Nothing was said about the vice presidency, but it was clear that they were trying to get to know me better and to size me up.

Word of this meeting quickly made its way through the Washington grapevine, and rumors that I might be Eisenhower’s running mate began to appear in the papers. One evening a few weeks before the convention, Pat and I had dinner with Alice Longworth, the witty, acerbic daughter of Teddy Roosevelt. I asked her if she thought I should take the nomination if Eisenhower offered it to me. I knew that Mrs. Longworth was an all-out Taft supporter. She did not like Eisenhower, and as far as I could tell she never did develop any liking for him.

In her typically outspoken way, she said, “Father used to tell me that being Vice President was the most boring job in the world. However,” she added, “if Eisenhower gets the nomination, someone will have to go on that ticket who can reassure the party regulars and particularly the conservatives that he won’t take everyone to hell in a handcart, and you are the best man to do it.”

As we were leaving, Mrs. Longworth brought up the subject again and asked me whether I was giving it serious thought. I said that the prospect was too unlikely for me to take it very seriously. “I thought as much,” she said disapprovingly. “You should be giving it a lot of thought, and you should talk to Pat about it so that just in case it does happen you aren’t caught with your drawers down! If you ask me, and since you did I’ll tell you again, if you’re thinking of your own good and your own career you are probably better off to stay in the Senate and not go down in history as another nonentity who served as Vice President. Of course, Father’s experience was different, and by some act of God you might become President too, but you shouldn’t plan on it. For the good of the party, however, I think that you should take it if you have the chance.”

Until this conversation, I had never taken the possibility of nomination seriously enough to consider that I might not want the job. The vice presidency had traditionally been a political dead end, and most Vice Presidents were old party wheelhorses or regional politicians added to balance the ticket. Theodore Roosevelt referred to the vice presidency as “taking the veil,” and Harry Truman described the office as being about as useful as a fifth teat on a cow. Until Eisenhower completely changed the concept of the office, the Vice President was almost exclusively a ceremonial figure who went to the receptions and dedicated the dams the President didn’t have time for. His only important functions were to cast occasional tie-breaking votes in the Senate and to be constantly ready to take over if the President died or were incapacitated. Today we think of the vice presidency as a stepping-stone to the presidency, but before 1952 it was more often a stepping-stone to political oblivion.

I did not have to know Eisenhower well to know that he would expect his Vice President to subordinate any personal ambitions to the President’s programs and policies. It was one thing for me to believe that Eisenhower was the best man for the job; it was quite another to renounce my own political career just as it reached a national stage in the Senate. If I had had presidential ambitions—which I did not at that point—I probably would not have considered becoming Vice President.

When the Republican National Convention opened in Chicago on July 7, Bill Knowland, Minnesota Congressman Walter Judd, Colorado Governor Dan Thornton, and I were being touted as the most likely running mates for Eisenhower. Two days before the nominating session, Jack Knight, publisher and editor of the Chicago Daily News, went out on a political limb and predicted that Eisenhower and I would be the Republican nominees. A headline across the top of page one proclaimed: GOP Ticket: Ike and Nixon, Predicts Knight. I still considered this so unlikely that I sent someone out to buy a half a dozen copies of the paper. I said, “That will probably be the last time we’ll see that headline, and I want to be able to show it to my grandchildren.”

When I got back to the hotel around midnight, Pat was waiting up for me. For her, the worst part of politics was campaigning, and through two strenuous California campaigns in 1946 and 1950 she had been at my side every step of the way and took it all with good grace. Although campaigning did not come easily to her because of her deep-rooted sense of privacy, she did it superbly. But now that we actually had to consider the possibility of a long and grueling nationwide campaign, she was having second thoughts about what accepting the nomination could mean to us and to our young daughters.

About 4 A.M., after we had talked for hours, I suggested that we talk to Murray Chotiner. As a political professional, he might have a different perspective about the whole question.

When he arrived at our room I filled him in on our discussion and asked for his opinion. He answered in his usual blunt way. “There comes a point,” he said, “when you have to go up or go out.” He pointed out that even if I ran for Vice President and lost, I would still have my Senate seat. Or, if I became Vice President and did not like it, I could step down after the first term. “Think of it, Dick,” he said, “any man who quits political life as Vice President as young as you are certainly hasn’t lost a thing.”

After Murray left, Pat and I talked about what he had said and we agreed that he was right. “I guess I can make it through another campaign,” she said.

Eisenhower was nominated on the first ballot. The Taft forces were unhappy not just because they had been defeated but because of the strong-arm tactics they felt had been used on many delegates by Eisenhower’s supporters under the direction of his floor manager, Governor Sherman Adams of New Hampshire.

When the convention adjourned for lunch, I decided to go back to my room at the Stock Yard Inn and sleep until the evening session when Eisenhower and his running mate would make their acceptance speeches. I had been up nearly all night talking to Pat and Murray, and the morning had been tiring because of the final frantic shiftings and maneuverings before the balloting. The room was not air-conditioned, and the temperature must have been 100 degrees when I opened the door. I stripped down to my shorts and lay on top of the covers, trying to think cool thoughts. Chotiner arrived a few minutes later, and he could scarcely contain his excitement. He told me that Eisenhower had approved a final list of acceptable running mates and then turned the actual selection over to his inner circle of advisers. One of them, Herb Brownell, had told Chotiner that I was on the list and asked where I could be reached if the need arose.

“It’s still wishful thinking, Murray,” I said.

I had just started to drift to sleep when the bedside phone rang. I could recognize Brownell’s voice coming over the line, but it sounded very distant. I pressed the receiver against my ear and realized that he was talking to someone else.

“Yes, General,” he was saying, “we have agreed unanimously, and it’s Dick Nixon.”

Then Brownell came on the line with me. He said simply, “We picked you.”

For one of the few times I can remember, I was speechless.

“The general asked if you could come see him right away in his suite at the Blackstone Hotel,” Brownell continued. “That is, assuming you want it!”

I felt hot, sleepy, and grubby, but there wasn’t even time to shower or shave. I pulled my clothes on again and started down to the lobby. The ever-resourceful Chotiner somehow produced a limousine and a police motorcycle escort which sped us across town to Eisenhower’s headquarters at the Blackstone.

Eisenhower beamed as he shook my hand and led me into the large sitting room of his suite. He introduced me to Mrs. Eisenhower, and the three of us chatted for a few minutes before she left us.

Almost immediately Eisenhower seemed to shift gears. He became very serious and formal. He said that he wanted his campaign to be a crusade for the things he believed in and the things he believed America stood for. “Will you join me in such a campaign?” he asked. I was a little taken aback by his formality, but I answered, “I would be proud and happy to.”

“I’m glad you are going to be on the team, Dick,” he said. “I think that we can win, and I know that we can do the right things for this country.”

Suddenly he hit his forehead with the palm of his hand. “I just remembered,” he said. “I haven’t resigned from the Army yet!” He called in his secretary and dictated a letter to the Secretary of the Army. A few minutes later she brought the typed letter back to him.

While I watched as he read it over and signed it, I wondered what must be going through his mind. He had spent his entire adult life in the Army and had reached the pinnacle of fame and success. Now he was giving it up to plunge into politics. My guess is that if he could have known of the agonies he was to go through over the next eight years he would have had serious second thoughts.

As we talked, I was struck by Eisenhower’s beguiling mixture of personal savvy and political naïveté. He began by telling me all the reasons he had not wanted to run for President, and how he had finally decided that it was his duty to run. Then, turning abruptly to his plans for his administration, he said, “Dick, I don’t want a Vice President who will be a figurehead. I want a man who will be a member of the team. And I want him to be able to step into the presidency smoothly in case anything happens to me. Of course,” he added with a grin, “we have to win the election first.”

Eisenhower wanted his campaign to be waged as a crusade against the corruption of the Truman administration and against its foreign policy, which he felt had played into the Communists’ hands in both Europe and Asia. It was clear that he envisaged taking an above-the-battle position, and that whatever hard partisan campaigning was required would be pretty much left to me. He said that as an upstanding young man and a good speaker I should be able not only to flail the Democrats on the corruption issue but also to personify the remedy for it. As for the communist threat, he said that the Hiss case was a text from which I could preach everywhere in the country.

Years later, in 1964, he told me my name had been first on the list he had submitted to his advisers for consideration. He added a bit sheepishly, “I must admit I thought at the time that you were two or three years older than you were.”

I think there were several reasons that Eisenhower had put me on his list and that his advisers had chosen me. In 1952 Republican Party stalwarts viewed Eisenhower as the candidate of the Eastern liberal establishment. In order to hold the party together, he needed a moderate conservative from the Midwest or West who could serve as a bridge to the regular Republican Party organization, which had been sorely disappointed by Taft’s defeat. Eisenhower also knew that to maintain his above-the-battle position he needed a running mate who was willing to engage in all-out combat, and who was good at it. In a sense, the hero needed a point-man.

There was undoubtedly a geographic element in his choice—the recognition of the postwar power and influence of the western United States and particularly of California. More than anyone else under serious consideration, I would also be able to appeal directly to the large number of younger voters and veterans.

I knew that some of Eisenhower’s more liberal advisers had preferred Earl Warren to me, and that some of his more conservative advisers had preferred Bill Knowland, or even Bob Taft if he would accept. Perhaps my anticommunist credentials from the Hiss case were what most tilted the decision to me, because it was already clear that the communist challenge would be an important issue in the campaign.

Eisenhower finally looked at his watch. “We had both better begin getting ready for tonight,” he said.

As we shook hands again at the door, two things were foremost in my mind. First, within a few hours I would be addressing the convention and millions of Americans on radio and television, and I had not yet prepared a single word or thought. Second, this possibility had seemed so remote that the only suit I had brought to Chicago was the wrinkled light gray one I was wearing. Pat too had been caught by surprise. She was lunching in a nearby restaurant when she heard a news bulletin that I was to be Eisenhower’s running mate.

Chotiner and I went directly to the convention hall. We arrived shortly before the delegates were to begin the balloting for Vice President. I found Bill Knowland and asked him if he would do me the honor of placing my name in nomination. Knowland was not only a personal friend, but also the man whom Taft probably would have chosen as his running mate. Knowland said that he would be proud and happy to nominate me. I walked down the aisle to the Ohio delegation, and immediately spotted Senator John Bricker by his massive mane of white hair. When I asked if he would second my nomination, tears filled his eyes: “Dick,” he said, “there isn’t anybody in the world I would rather make a speech for, but after what they have said and done to Bob Taft over the last few months, I just cannot bring myself to do it. I would appreciate it if you would ask somebody else.” I was taken aback by the depth of his feeling against the Eisenhower forces, and for the first time I realized how difficult and how important my role as a bridge between the party factions was going to be. I told Bricker that I appreciated his candor. I asked Governor Alfred Driscoll of New Jersey to deliver the main seconding speech in his place.

Since there was no opposition to my nomination, a motion was made that the rules be suspended and I be nominated by acclamation. At 6:33 P.M. I became the convention’s nominee for Vice President. Joe Martin asked me to come up to the rostrum. Pat joined me on the convention floor and kissed me twice—the second time at the insistence of the photographers who had missed the first time.

It was to happen many times over the next two decades, but both Pat and I still remember that first time, and our surprise and elation at the thunderous sound of several thousand people shouting themselves hoarse and stamping their feet and clapping for us. I felt exhilarated—almost heady—as I looked out across the moving, shifting mass that filled the convention floor and galleries. Pat said later that for those few minutes it actually made her forget the long campaign that we would have to endure.

Joe Martin was beaming broadly. Pat kissed him, and his face flushed boyishly. I asked him whether he should not try to calm the people down, and he had to yell in my ear to make himself heard above the noise: “You know the old saying—gather in the hay while the sun is shining.”

That night Eisenhower delivered his acceptance speech proclaiming his crusade. My acceptance speech followed his and closed both the evening and the convention. Standing before the delegates and the television cameras, still in my rumpled gray suit, I pledged myself to put on a “fighting campaign for the election of a fighting candidate,” and also to work for a Republican-controlled House and Senate. In an attempt to begin healing wounds right away, I praised Joe Martin and Styles Bridges—both considered to be either pro-Taft or at best neutral toward Eisenhower—for their work at the convention and said how important it was that they be Speaker and Majority Leader in the next Congress.

The raucous audience suddenly grew still in anticipation of what it knew must be coming. “And then may I say this one word about a man that I consider to be a very great man. I am a relatively young man in politics. . . . But I do think I know something about the abilities of men in legislative life. And it seems to me that one of the greatest tragedies of the past two years, in the past four years, has been this: that one of the really great senators, one of the greatest legislative leaders in the history of America at the present time, instead of being chairman of the majority policy committee is chairman of the minority policy committee. And I say let’s be sure that Senator Bob Taft is chairman of the majority policy committee after next January.”

The frustration of the Taft supporters at having lost was added to the general sentiment for “Mr. Republican,” and the convention went wild for him. In fact, it went too wild for the taste of some of Eisenhower’s liberal advisers, who felt that Taft’s ovation was more enthusiastic than Eisenhower’s. Some of them even suggested that I had done this purposely in order to belittle Eisenhower and build myself up. This was my first, but by no means my last, run-in with this small but determined group.

The next evening I called on Taft at his hotel. He was obviously a terribly disappointed man, but not a beaten man. He took his defeat with good grace, and reassured me that he would work for Eisenhower’s election. He told me that he was genuinely pleased that I was on the ticket.

My major job in the campaign, as I saw it, was to help heal the breach which had developed during the pre-convention period between the Taft and Eisenhower supporters. The problem was not the men at the top: Taft was a team player and he went all out in his support of the ticket. But many of Taft’s partisans were bitter over their defeat and seemed likely to sit out the campaign. Most of the resentment was not aimed at Eisenhower personally, but at the men around him, and particularly the Eastern liberal faction that had managed his nomination, symbolized by Cabot Lodge, Sherman Adams, and Tom Dewey.

While they all knew that I had been for Eisenhower, they appreciated the fact that I had not been involved in any of the pre-convention attacks on Taft. Also, the Taft people tended to be organization minded, and they considered me to be a good organization man because both as congressman and senator I had spoken for party fund-raising and other affairs all over the country and thus was known personally to many of them. They knew that I would hit hard against communism and corruption, and they believed that it was essential to develop those issues if we were to pull in the candidates for the House and Senate who would assure us majorities in Congress.

That was why I was asked to keynote the Ohio State Republican Convention held in Columbus three weeks after the national convention. Two weeks later I made a similar speech on Republican Day at the Illinois State Fair. Illinois was a Taft state, and it was felt that through my speech I could stimulate the interest of the organization people on behalf of the ticket.

Right after the convention, Eisenhower went to Denver for a vacation, and I returned to Washington in a kind of daze. One of the many thousands of letters that poured in to my office was a handwritten one from a 1947 House classmate.

Dear Dick:

I was tremendously pleased that the convention selected you for V.P. I was always convinced that you would move ahead to the top—but I never thought it would come this quickly. You were an ideal selection and will bring to the ticket a great deal of strength.

Please give my best to your wife and all kinds of good luck to you.

Cordially,

Jack Kennedy

Campaigns in those days still used whistle-stop trains, and that is how we began ours. Eisenhower’s train, the Look Ahead, Neighbor Special, set out first for a tour of the Midwest. My own more prosaically named Nixon Special left on September 17 from Pomona, the town near Whittier where I had kicked off my campaigns for the House and Senate.

Nearly all the Nixons and Milhouses were on hand at the station that night. Even Earl Warren was carried away by the excitement. He introduced me graciously and concluded by saying, “I now present to you the next President of the United States.” The laughter and applause which broke loose after his uncharacteristic slip of the tongue drowned out his embarrassed correction.

From the back platform of my train, I described the corruption in Truman’s administration and lambasted “the mess in Washington.” Eisenhower would change all that, I said, and I promised to bring the message of Eisenhower’s crusade to every corner of the country during the next two months.

THE FUND CRISIS

A few days before the Pomona kickoff, I had appeared in Washington on Meet the Press. After the broadcast, one of the reporters on the panel, the syndicated columnist Peter Edson, took me aside and said, “Senator, what is this ‘fund’ we hear about? There is a rumor to the effect that you have a supplementary salary of $20,000 a year, contributed by a hundred California businessmen. What about it?”

I told Edson that immediately after my election to the Senate I had met with several of my California supporters to discuss the best ways of being an effective senator. The biggest problem was the great distance between Washington and California. Everyone agreed that to be effective I should spend as much time as possible traveling around the state, making speeches and keeping in touch with the people in person and through the mail. But the statutory allowance provided for only one round trip between California and Washington per session, and since personal or strictly political material could not be sent free under the Senate frank, I would also have to pay for printing and postage of political mailings from my own funds. This could be expensive; for example, it had cost me over $2,000 a year just to send a Christmas card to each of the 20,000 people who had done volunteer work or made a contribution to my Senate campaign.

Murray Chotiner suggested that we think in terms of running a “permanent campaign” all through my six-year term, and Dana Smith, an attorney from Pasadena who had been finance chairman of my Senate campaign, suggested that we do some public fund-raising for it. He said that if we limited contributions to a relatively small amount and then had everything handled through a trustee, there could be no question about people trying to buy influence or about my gaining any personal profit.

In late 1950 Smith sent a letter to a few hundred campaign contributors outlining the purposes of this new fund. Several weeks later Smith sent out a second and more widely distributed mailing—this time an open letter to several thousand people on our campaign mailing lists. In the end, seventy-six had contributed an average of $240 each. No single contribution was more than $500, the limit Smith had set. The total amount we received for my fund was $18,235. Throughout the two years of its existence, all transactions were handled by Smith and paid by check. All expenditures were for mailing, travel, and other political activities. Not a cent was used for solely personal purposes.

I told Edson to call Smith for any information he needed for his story and gave him Smith’s phone number in Pasadena.

Edson called Smith, who was happy to explain the fund to him. The same day, three other reporters also asked Smith about it, and he explained it to them. One of the three was Leo Katcher, a Hollywood movie writer who also covered the Los Angeles area for the New York Post.

On September 18, the day after our Pomona kickoff, the fund story exploded across the front page of the late morning edition of the New York Post. Secret Nixon Fund! the banner screamed; inside, another headline said: Secret Rich Men’s Trust Fund Keeps Nixon in Style Far Beyond His Salary.

The story, written by Katcher, did not support the sensationalism of these headlines. In fact, the Post’s play of the story was so excessive that many editors dismissed it as a partisan ploy or relegated accounts of it to an inside page. The Post’s extreme liberal-left politics and Katcher’s Hollywood gossip background lent weight to this interpretation. The editors of Newsweek decided that the story was a political stunt and that it would either be ignored or would backfire. Peter Edson’s long and objective story on the fund appeared in many papers on the same day as Katcher’s “exclusive,” but its sober recounting of the facts sounded pale alongside the Post’s bombastic fantasy.

The Democrats, whose presidential nominee was Governor Adlai Stevenson of Illinois, tried to keep the Post’s version of the fund story going. They succeeded in making it a national issue when the Democratic National Chairman, Stephen Mitchell, demanded that I be thrown off the ticket or that we at least keep quiet about public morals. Other Democrats quickly chimed in that the whole Eisenhower crusade had been exposed as a phony.

About the only silence concerning the fund came from the Eisenhower train, where his staff had kept the story from him until early Friday morning so that he could devote his full attention to a major speech outlining his farm policy at Omaha on Thursday night. When they told him, he was surprised and upset. Concerned because his next scheduled speeches were on corruption, he told his staff, “Let’s find out the facts before I shoot my mouth off.”

After meeting with his principal advisers, Eisenhower released a statement:

I have long admired and applauded Senator Nixon’s American faith and determination to drive communist sympathizers from offices of public trust.

There has recently been leveled against him a charge of unethical practices. I believe Dick Nixon to be an honest man. I am confident that he will place all the facts before the American people fairly and squarely.

I intend to talk with him at the earliest time we can reach each other by telephone.

Meanwhile, the Nixon Special moved up through the central California valley toward Oregon. Large crowds continued to turn out as hecklers transformed my speeches into sparring matches.

We delayed our departure from Chico, in northern California, to make telephone contact with the Eisenhower train in Nebraska. Senator Fred Seaton, who was acting as liaison between the Eisenhower and Nixon campaign trains, told me that he had a message that Eisenhower had penciled out that morning, recommending that I publish all documentary evidence I had to back up my position. He added that the general said he was ready to consult with me as soon as physically possible, explaining that our train schedules had apparently prevented a telephone conversation up to now. It was clear to me that Eisenhower was not committing himself.

By the beginning of the weekend, the whole nation was saturated with stories and rumors about the Nixon fund—and with speculation about Nixon’s future. Late Friday night, after our train had pulled into a siding until morning, I ran into a reporter in the corridor, and he asked if I had any comment on the Washington Post and New York Herald Tribune editorials.

“What editorials?” I asked.

“Both the Post and Herald Tribune have editorials tomorrow morning saying that you ought to offer your resignation to General Eisenhower.”

I felt as much of a jolt as if the train had suddenly started to move. I said I would not comment without having read the editorials and went back to my private car. I asked to see Murray Chotiner and Bill Rogers, who told me it was true. Since there was nothing that we could do about it, the staff had decided not to ruin my sleep by telling me. They showed me a copy of the Herald Tribune editorial. Although it avoided the question of whether I was actually guilty of anything, it concluded: “The proper course of Senator Nixon in the circumstances is to make a formal offer of withdrawal from the ticket. How this offer is acted on will be determined by an appraisal of all the facts in the light of General Eisenhower’s unsurpassed fairness of mind.”

For the first time I was struck by the enormity of the impending crisis. So far I had viewed it as a typical partisan attempt by the Democrats to derail my whistle-stopping attacks on the corruption issue. I had felt secure that I was on firm ground on the merits of the case and that I would therefore have nothing to worry about in the long run.

The demand for my resignation by the Washington Post was neither a surprise nor a particular concern. But the Herald Tribune was something altogether different. It was generally considered to be the most influential Republican paper in the East, if not in the country. Bert Andrews, who had worked so closely with me during the Hiss case, was traveling with Eisenhower as head of the Trib’s Washington bureau; I thought of the publishers and the editor as personal friends, and I knew that they were close to Eisenhower. If the Herald Tribune was calling for my resignation from the ticket, the fat was in the fire.

Chotiner was furious. “If those damned amateurs around Eisenhower just had the sense they were born with, they would recognize that this is a purely political attack and they wouldn’t pop off like this,” he said. He was assuming, as was I, that the Herald Tribune would not have published such an editorial unless people high in the councils of the Eisenhower campaign had indicated that it reflected their point of view.

It was essential that I get some firsthand information about where the people around Eisenhower—and, of course, Eisenhower himself—stood. We agreed that first thing in the morning, Rogers would call Dewey, and Chotiner would call Fred Seaton.

Perhaps the staff had been right in trying to protect my night’s sleep, because by the time our discussion was over it was after 2 A.M. When I returned to our compartment, Pat woke up and I told her what had happened.

I was very tired and very discouraged by this time. “Maybe I am looking at this too much from my own standpoint,” I said. “If the judgment of more objective people around Eisenhower is that my resignation would help him to win, maybe I ought to resign.”

“You can’t think of resigning,” she said emphatically. With a typically incisive analysis she said flatly that if Eisenhower forced me off the ticket he would lose the election. She also argued strongly that unless I fought for my honor in the face of such an attack, I would mar not only my life but the lives of our family and particularly the girls.

The Herald Tribune editorial appeared on Saturday morning and had a predictable effect. Speculation began as to how much longer I could last on the ticket. One bright spot in a bleak day came when I learned that Bob Taft, when asked about the fund in an interview the day before, had replied bluntly: “I see no reason why a senator or representative should not accept gifts from members of his family or his friends or his constituents to help pay even personal expenses which are not paid by the government. The only possible criticism would arise if these donors asked for or received legislative or other favors. I know that no such motives inspired the expense payments in the case of Dick Nixon. Those who contributed to the fund probably agreed one hundred percent with his legislative position anyway.” Karl Mundt had branded the Post story a “left-wing smear” and a “filthy” maneuver by a patently pro-Stevenson paper.

Before the day was over, Senator George Aiken of Vermont and former President Herbert Hoover had also come to my defense.

On Saturday afternoon the train arrived in Portland, Oregon. The crowd outside the hotel there was the ugliest we had met so far. They threw pennies into our car, and Pat was pushed and jostled as she walked alongside me. Our path was obstructed by people from the local Democratic organization with canes and dark glasses shaking tin cups labeled “Nickels for poor Nixon.”

A message was waiting for me at the hotel switchboard: Sherman Adams, Eisenhower’s campaign manager, had called me on an urgent matter. I told Chotiner to pass along the message that I would not talk with anyone except Eisenhower himself. Whatever happened, I was not going to be fobbed off on staff aides.

Jim Bassett, my press secretary, informed me that there had been an unofficial reaction from Eisenhower. During an off-the-record press conference on his train, the reporters traveling with Eisenhower had told him that the results of an informal poll taken among themselves had come out 40 to 2 in favor of dropping me from the ticket. Eisenhower told them, “I don’t care if you fellows are 40 to 2. I am taking my time on this. Nothing’s decided, contrary to your idea that this is a setup for a whitewash of Nixon.” Then he added, “Of what avail is it for us to carry on this crusade against this business of what has been going on in Washington if we, ourselves, aren’t clean as a hound’s tooth?” Word of this inevitably leaked out, and the colorful phrase captured the public’s imagination. Nixon would have to be clean as a hound’s tooth.

Pat couldn’t get over how unfair the whole thing was. “Not only isn’t the fund illegal,” she said, “but you know how you bent over backward to keep it public and to make sure that every cent was accounted for.”

My mother was in Washington taking care of the girls when the crisis broke. On Saturday night, after reading the papers and listening to the radio news, she wrote out two telegrams. One I was not to hear about for several days. The other she sent to me:

GIRLS ARE OKAY. THIS IS TO TELL YOU WE ARE THINKING OF YOU AND KNOW EVERYTHING WILL BE FINE. LOVE ALWAYS, MOTHER.

In our family, as I have said, the phrase “we are thinking of you” meant “we are praying for you.” I was deeply touched by this message, but it also reminded me of all the people who were watching me and depending on me.

By Sunday morning there was still no direct word from Eisenhower. The tension had become so great that I could almost feel it in the air. The night before, Chotiner had suggested that since the Republican National Committee had allotted television time to the vice presidential candidate, I should ask for part of it to deliver a defense of the fund.

I spent the afternoon talking with my staff about the different possibilities for a television program. We were deep in this discussion when Tom Dewey called from New York. Dewey was never one to mince words. He said that he had been in touch with the Eisenhower train and confirmed what I already suspected: with only one or two exceptions, the circle around Eisenhower was a hanging jury as far as I was concerned. They wanted me to offer Eisenhower my resignation. Dewey was still one of my supporters, however, and he said that Eisenhower himself had not yet made a decision. “I think you ought to go on television,” he said. “I don’t think Eisenhower should make this decision. Make the American people do it. At the conclusion of the program, ask people to wire their verdict in to you. You will probably get over a million replies, and that will give you three or four days to think it over. At the end of that time, if it is 60 percent for you and 40 percent against you, say you are getting out as that is not enough of a majority. If it is 90 to 10, stay on. If you stay on, it isn’t blamed on Ike, and if you get off, it isn’t blamed on Ike. All the fellows here in New York agree with me.”

I told him that was exactly what we had been discussing when he called. He urged me to start making plans right away, since the situation was too tense to wait much longer for a favorable resolution.

Later that night, I finally heard from Eisenhower. I took his telephone call without asking the others in the room to leave. They were all so intimately involved that I felt they had a right to be present at what might be the end of my vice presidential candidacy.

I could tell from Eisenhower’s voice that although he was trying to buck me up, he was deeply troubled.

“You’ve been taking a lot of heat the last couple of days,” he said. “I imagine it has been pretty rough.”

“It hasn’t been easy,” I replied.

He said that it was very difficult for him to decide what was the best thing to do. “I have come to the conclusion,” he said, “that you are the one who has to decide what to do. After all, you’ve got a big following in this country, and if the impression got around that you got off the ticket because I forced you off, it is going to be very bad. On the other hand, if I issue a statement now backing you up, in effect people will accuse me of condoning wrongdoing.”

He paused as if waiting for me to fill the gap, but I let the line hang silent. After a moment he said that he had just been out to dinner with some of his friends. None of them knew what to do, but all of them agreed that I should have an opportunity to tell my side of the story to the country. “I don’t want to be in the position of condemning an innocent man,” he said. “I think you ought to go on a nationwide television program and tell them everything there is to tell, everything you can remember since the day you entered public life. Tell them about any money you have ever received.”

“General,” I asked, “do you think after the television program that an announcement could then be made one way or the other?”

He hesitated. “I am hoping that no announcement would be necessary at all,” he replied, “but maybe after the program we could tell what ought to be done.”

“General,” I told him, “I just want you to know that I don’t want you to give any consideration to my personal feelings. I know how difficult this problem is for you.” I told him that if he thought my staying on the ticket would be harmful, I would get off it and take the heat. But I also told him that there comes a time to stop dawdling, and that once I had done the television program he ought to decide. “There comes a time in matters like this when you’ve either got to shit or get off the pot,” I blurted out. “The great trouble here is the indecision,” I added.

The language I used startled the men in the room with me, and I can only assume it had a similar effect on Eisenhower, who was certainly not used to being talked to in that manner. But he obviously remained unconvinced. He said, “We will have to wait three or four days after the television show to see what the effect of the program is.”

There was nothing more to discuss. I would have to stake everything on a successful television speech. The conversation trailed off. His last words were, “Keep your chin up.”

It seemed clear that Eisenhower would not have objected if I had told him that I was going to submit a resignation to him, which he could then choose to accept or not as the circumstances indicated. As I had told him, I was perfectly willing to do this, but the decision must be his. I felt that his indecision or his unwillingness to come out and ask for it relieved me of any obligation in that regard. It is one thing to offer to sign your own death warrant; it is another to be expected to draw it up yourself.

I told Pat about Eisenhower’s call and asked her what she thought I should do. This whole episode had already scarred her deeply. The stress was so great that she had developed a painfully stiff neck and had to stay in bed. She was worried about how the girls would be affected by it, and she was constantly on the phone to my mother in Washington to make sure that things there were all right.

“We both know what you have to do, Dick,” she said. “You have to fight it all the way to the end, no matter what happens.”

That night I sat alone in my room and made my decision: I would stay and I would fight.

The Republican National Committee and the Senatorial and Congressional Campaign Committees agreed to put up $75,000 to buy a half hour of television time for me on Tuesday night, September 23. In those days, nationwide network broadcasts could originate only in New York, Chicago, and Los Angeles, so on Monday we flew from Portland back to Los Angeles. On the plane, I took some postcards from the pocket of the seat in front of me and began to put down some thoughts about what I might say.

I remembered the Truman scandal concerning a $9,000 mink coat given to a White House secretary, and I made a note that Pat had no mink—just a cloth coat. I thought of DNC Chairman Mitchell’s snide comment that people who cannot afford to hold an office should not run for it, and I made a note to check out a quotation from Lincoln to the effect that God must have loved the common people because he made so many of them. I also thought about the stunning success FDR had in his speech during the 1944 campaign, when he had ridiculed his critics by saying they were even attacking his little dog Fala, and I knew it would infuriate my critics if I could turn this particular table on them. I made a note: “They will be charging that I have taken gifts. I must report that I did receive one gift after the nomination—a cocker spaniel dog, Checkers, and whatever they say, we are going to keep her.”

During the flight Chotiner stopped by my seat for a brief chat and repeated something he had first observed three days earlier. He had shrewdly noted that all the Democrats except Stevenson were attacking me. “I smell a rat. I bet he has something to hide,” Chotiner had said.

That evening, news arrived that proved Chotiner to be a prophet. Kent Chandler, a Chicago manufacturing executive, had sent a telegram to Stevenson charging that as governor of Illinois, Stevenson had promoted a “cash fund contributed by private individuals, which was paid to various of your official appointees to state jobs in order to supplement the salaries paid them by the state.”

Within hours, Stevenson had issued a statement acknowledging the existence of such a fund saying: “The funds used for this purpose were left over from the 1948 campaign for governor, together with subsequent general contributions.” His spokesman declined to elaborate, and Stevenson himself refused to meet with reporters.

Stevenson’s statement did not address the subject of yet another revelation that day. A former Illinois state purchasing agent, William J. McKinney, revealed that he had made up a monthly list of business corporations and state suppliers who were solicited for expenses Stevenson felt could not be charged to the taxpayers. The amounts contributed reportedly ranged from $100 to $5,000. “They figured it would help them get business,” McKinney said. Two men who had engaged in this solicitation admitted their roles while denying any impropriety.

Stevenson refused any further comment. Frustrated reporters signed a petition asking him for a news conference, but he said he doubted that it would be possible to hold one. At the end of the week, Stevenson finally released some information about his fund, showing that $18,744.96 had been turned over to him from his 1948 campaign. To this amount was added $2,900 in contributions from Chicago businessmen, for a total of $21,644.96. In fact, during the campaign the public never learned the real extent or disposition of these Stevenson funds; it was only revealed twenty-four years later, by Stevenson’s official biographer, John Bart-low Martin, in Adlai Stevenson of Illinois, that Stevenson’s disclosure had been less than candid. He had not stated that additional sums totaling almost $65,000 had been added to this fund in 1950, 1951, and 1952, bringing it to a total of $84,026.56. On September 26, 1952, long after the Stevenson-for-Governor Committee had been disbanded, and four days after the existence of the fund had been revealed, Stevenson wrote a personal check for more than $10,500 as reimbursement to the committee.

The final audit of this fund showed that $13,429.37 was expended for some rather broadly defined political purposes, including annual Christmas parties, gifts to newsmen, and an orchestra to play at a dance for Stevenson’s sons. In one instance Stevenson used this political fund to make a small contribution to the Lake County Tuberculosis Association and then claimed the contribution as a personal deduction on his income tax returns.

The press treated Stevenson with kid gloves. His refusals to talk to reporters received only a mild reproach, and the obvious impropriety involved was all but ignored editorially. Johnson Kanady of the Chicago Tribune later wrote, “No newspaper was ever able to get details of the 1950 and 1951 Stevenson funds, and so far as I know no newspaperman with Stevenson, except me, tried very hard.”

For me, one of the most depressing and infuriating aspects of the entire fund controversy was to see the blatant double standard that most of the press applied to reporting the Nixon fund and the Stevenson fund. But that would not become fully apparent until later, and in the meantime I had to concentrate all my efforts on trying to prepare my speech and master its delivery in the twenty-four hours before the broadcast.

The first part of the fund speech was the easiest to write. Paul Hoffman, chairman of Citizens for Eisenhower, had commissioned the firm of Price Waterhouse to make a complete audit of the fund and had retained the distinguished Los Angeles law firm of Gibson, Dunn, and Crutcher to prepare an opinion on its legality. I planned to present the summaries of these reports as part of my speech. Because the charges against me had become so bitter and so excessive, however, I knew that something more would be needed. I remembered Eisenhower’s advice on the telephone: “Tell them everything you can remember,” he had said. “Tell them about any money you have ever received.”

I was proud of the way Pat and I had worked hard to earn what little we had. Knowing how closely the left and its sympathizers in the press would scrutinize everything about me after the Hiss case, I had been especially careful in my financial dealings. I knew that I could document and support everything I said. Up to that time, I doubt that any candidate had ever detailed his personal finances so thoroughly during an election campaign. Despite the repugnance I felt for such an invasion of our family’s privacy, I could not help thinking about the dramatic impact such an unprecedented financial disclosure would have.

I told Pat what I was considering doing. It was too much for her. “Why do you have to tell people how little we have and how much we owe?” she asked.

“People in political life have to live in a fish bowl,” I said, but I knew it was a weak explanation for the humiliation I was asking her to endure.

Now that I knew what I wanted to do with the speech, the writing became much easier. I worked all through the afternoon and evening in a suite in the Ambassador Hotel, scarcely bothering to touch the hamburgers that were ordered from room service.

By noon the next day the report from Gibson, Dunn, and Crutcher had arrived, confirming that there was nothing illegal about the fund. The accountants’ report was taking longer than expected, however. Without it, the impact of whatever I said would be considerably lessened. It was essential that the crucial question of whether I had personally profited from the fund be independently and authoritatively answered.

Although I did not see any of the hundreds of telegrams that poured into the hotel on the afternoon before the speech, I was touched and heartened when I read many of them later that night.

Congressman Jerry Ford wired: “Over radio and newspapers I am in your corner 100 percent. Fight it to the finish just as you did the smears by the Communists when you were proving charges against Alger Hiss. All Michigan representatives feel as I do. I will personally welcome you in Grand Rapids or any other part of Michigan. Best personal regards.”

The Minnesota lawyer and Republican Party leader, Warren Burger, and his wife, Vera, sent word that “your Minnesota friends have complete confidence in your personal and political integrity. We are looking forward to your speech tonight. Please call if there is anything we can do.”

Whittaker Chambers sent an eloquent message: “Attack on you shows how deeply the enemy fears you as he always fears and seeks to destroy a combination of honesty and fighting courage. Be proud to be attacked for the attackers are the enemies of all of us. To few recent public figures does this nation owe so much as to you. God help us if we ever forget it.”

An hour before we had to leave for the studio, a call came through from “Mr. Chapman” in New York. This was the codename that Tom Dewey had told us he would use for very sensitive calls. The longdistance line crackled as I heard Dewey’s voice.

“Dick?”

“Yes.”

“There has just been a meeting of all of Eisenhower’s top advisers, and they have asked me to tell you that it is their opinion that at the conclusion of the broadcast tonight you should submit your resignation to Eisenhower. As you know, I have not shared this point of view, but it is my responsibility to pass this recommendation on to you.”

I was stunned. “What does Eisenhower want me to do?” I asked in as even a voice as I could summon.

Dewey hedged, saying that he did not want to give the impression that he had spoken directly to Eisenhower or that the decision had been approved by Eisenhower himself. But in view of the close relationship between Eisenhower and those with whom Dewey had spoken, he felt that they would not have asked him to call me unless what he was suggesting represented Eisenhower’s view as well.

“It’s kind of late for them to pass on this kind of recommendation to me now,” I said. “I’ve already prepared my remarks, and it would be very difficult for me to change them now.”

Dewey said that he thought I should go ahead with my explanation of the fund as he had originally suggested. At the end, however, I should say that although I felt that I had done no wrong, I did not want my presence on the ticket to be in any way a liability to the Eisenhower crusade. Therefore, I should submit my resignation to Eisenhower and insist that he accept it.

“I’ve got another suggestion as to how you can follow this up and come out of all of it the hero rather than the goat,” Dewey continued. “What you might do is announce not only that you are resigning from the ticket, but that you’re resigning from the Senate as well. Then, in the special election which will have to be called for the Senate, you can run again and vindicate yourself by winning the biggest plurality in history.”

The conversation was becoming unreal. Silence was the only possible response to this mind-boggling suggestion.

Dewey finally said, “Well, what shall I tell them you are going to do?”

I could barely control my temper. “Just tell them,” I said, “that I haven’t the slightest idea what I am going to do, and if they want to find out they’d better listen to the broadcast. And tell them I know something about politics too!” I slammed the receiver back into its cradle.

When I told Chotiner and Rogers about Dewey’s suggestion, they were dumbfounded.

“You certainly aren’t going to do it, are you?” Murray asked.

“I just don’t know,” I replied. “You two had better get out of here and give me a chance to think.”

A few minutes later, it was time to go to the studio. As Pat and I emerged from our room, all activity came to a halt. Everyone came out into the corridor in a show of support, but not a word was spoken.

On the way, I went over my notes one final time. The figures from Price Waterhouse had arrived at the last minute, but I was worried about being able to memorize them and get them straight. One slip, or one mistake, and the credibility of the whole speech would be undermined.

Ted Rogers led us onto the stage of the empty 750-seat El Capitan theatre, which had been converted into a television studio by NBC. I had ordered that no one was to be there during the speech except for the director and technical crew. We arranged for the reporters to watch on a monitor in a separate room.

Ted showed me the set. It was a flimsy-looking, nondescript room with only a desk, a chair, and a bookcase set into the wall. I asked him to remove a small vase of flowers because I thought it looked out of place.

After a brief lighting and sound check we were ushered into a small room at the far side of the stage. Soon Ted was back, saying that there were only three minutes before we went on the air. I was suddenly overwhelmed by despair. My voice almost broke as I said, “I just don’t think I can go through with this one.” “Of course you can,” Pat said matter-of-factly. She took my hand and we walked back onto the stage together.

“My fellow Americans,” I began, “I come before you tonight as a candidate for the vice presidency and as a man whose honesty and integrity have been questioned.”

As I continued to talk I began to feel that surge of confidence that comes when a good speech has been well prepared. I began to feel instinctively the rhythm of its words and the logic of its organization. I hardly had to look down at my notes at all. I felt warmed by the bright lights, and I opened up and spoke freely and emotionally. I talked as if only Pat were in the room and no one else were listening.

The speech was divided into four parts. I began by giving the facts about the fund and describing my personal finances. Then I went on the counterattack against Stevenson. The third section praised Eisenhower, and the fourth requested that my audience send letters and wires to the Republican National Committee in Washington to indicate whether they thought I should remain on or step down from the ticket.

I saw Ted Rogers come out of the director’s booth and crouch down beside the camera in front of me. He held up the fingers of both hands and I knew that this was the signal that I had ten minutes left. I saw him when he held up one hand for five minutes, and then three fingers. By that time I was so wrapped up in what I was saying that I didn’t see his signal for “ten seconds,” “five seconds,” or “cut.” I was still talking when time ran out, standing in front of the desk with my arms stretched out toward the camera.

Suddenly I saw Ted Rogers stand up, and I realized that I had gone overtime. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t even given people the address of the Republican National Committee so that they would know where to send their telegrams. I felt almost dazed. I took a few steps forward and my shoulder grazed the side of the camera. I could hear Ted Rogers saying that they had waited until what sounded like the end of a sentence and faded the picture although I was still talking. Then Pat, Murray Chotiner, Pat Hillings, and Bill Rogers were standing in front of me. Pat embraced me, and I could only say, “I’m sorry I had to rush at the last; I didn’t give the National Committee address. I should have timed it better.” Everyone insisted that it had been a tremendous success, and I tried to smile and thank them for their support; but I felt drained and depressed.

While I was shaking hands with the cameramen, Ted Rogers ran in and said, “The telephone switchboard is lit up like a Christmas tree.”

By the time we got back to the hotel and began to read some of the messages that were pouring in, I realized that, despite the problem with the ending, the speech had in fact been a great success. Apparently my emotional nerve endings had been rubbed so raw by the events of the previous few days that I was able to convey the intensity of my feelings to the audience.

Eisenhower was speaking in Cleveland that night. Along with Mamie and about thirty friends and staff members, he watched my speech on a television set in the manager’s office above the hall where he was to speak. He sat on a chair directly in front of the set, with Mamie nearby.

I was told there was a brief silence in the small room in Cleveland when the television program was over. Mamie was sobbing and several others were holding back tears. Suddenly, the audience in the auditorium below, which had been listening to the speech on a radio hookup, began to chant, “We want Nixon! We want Nixon!” With the voice of the people literally ringing in his ears, Eisenhower turned to RNC Chairman Arthur Summerfield and said, “Well, Arthur, you certainly got your $75,000 worth tonight!”

After taking a few minutes alone to collect his thoughts, Eisenhower went down to the auditorium and told the cheering crowd, “I happen to be one of those people who, when I get into a fight, would rather have a courageous and honest man by my side than a whole boxcar of pussy-footers. I have seen brave men in tough situations. I have never seen anyone come through in better fashion than Senator Nixon did tonight.” The crowd roared its approval.

But instead of declaring the case closed and affirming my place on the ticket, Eisenhower said that one speech was not enough to settle all the important questions that had been raised and that he would meet with me before reaching his final decision. He told the crowd that he was sending me a telegram asking me to fly to see him the next day in Wheeling, West Virginia, where he would be campaigning.

It turned out that Eisenhower’s telegram, which got lost among the thousands of others that arrived that night, read:

YOUR PRESENTATION WAS MAGNIFICENT. WHILE TECHNICALLY NO DECISION RESTS WITH ME, YOU AND I KNOW THE REALITIES OF THE SITUATION REQUIRE A PRONOUNCEMENT WHICH THE PUBLIC CONSIDERS DECISIVE. MY PERSONAL DECISION IS GOING TO BE BASED ON PERSONAL CONCLUSIONS. I WOULD MOST APPRECIATE IT IF YOU CAN FLY TO SEE ME AT ONCE. TOMORROW I WILL BE AT WHEELING, W. VA. WHATEVER PERSONAL AFFECTION AND ADMIRATION I HAD FOR YOU—AND THEY ARE VERY GREAT—ARE UNDIMINISHED.

All I heard that night was a wire service bulletin quoting Eisenhower as saying that one speech wasn’t enough. I despaired when I heard this. “What more can he possibly want from me?” I angrily asked Chotiner. I had done everything I could, and if that were not enough I would do the only thing left and resign from the ticket. I would not humiliate myself further by going to Wheeling. I said that we would fly to my next scheduled campaign stop in Missoula, Montana, and wait there for Eisenhower to accept and announce my resignation.

I called Rose Mary Woods into my room, dictated the resignation, and told her to send it immediately. She typed it up, but instead of sending it she took it to Murray Chotiner, who read it and ripped it up. He said to Rose, “I don’t blame him for being mad, and it would serve them right if he resigned now and Ike lost the election. But I think we ought to let things settle a little bit longer before we do anything this final.”

A little later a call came through from Bert Andrews in Cleveland. He was enthusiastic in his praise for my speech, but when I filled him in on everything that had happened, his voice darkened and he spoke in flat, measured words. He even changed his form of address.

“Richard,” he said, “you don’t have to be concerned about what will happen when you meet Eisenhower. The broadcast decided that, and Eisenhower knows it as well as anyone else. But you must remember who he is. He is the general who led the Allied armies to victory in Europe. He is the immensely popular candidate who is going to win this election. He is going to be President, and he is the boss of this outfit. He will make this decision, and he will make the right decision. But he has the right to make it in his own way, and you must come to Wheeling to meet him and give him the opportunity to do exactly that.”

I was impressed by Andrews’s reasoning and chastened by his tone. In the aftermath of a tremendously emotional event I had failed to consider Eisenhower’s point of view. For one thing, he hardly knew me. I should also have realized that it was perfectly logical for Eisenhower as a newcomer to politics to stand back and see what happened before he committed himself. I changed my mind and asked the staff to make arrangements for us to fly directly from Missoula to Wheeling.

We had landed at Wheeling, and I was just helping Pat on with her coat, when Chotiner rushed up to us.

It was one of the few times I ever heard awe in Murray Chotiner’s voice. “The general is coming up the steps!” he said. No sooner were the words out than Eisenhower strode down the aisle behind him, hand outstretched, flashing his famous smile.

“General, you didn’t need to come out to the airport,” I said.

“Why not?” he grinned, “You’re my boy!”

It was a cold night, with a heavy, dank smog covering Wheeling as we drove to the stadium for a rally. During the entire ride, Eisenhower never made any reference to the harrowing crisis we both had just been through. As I got to know him better, I discovered that this was characteristic, but I still recall the surreal quality of that twenty-minute drive during which he blithely talked about the comparative merits of whistle-stopping and rallies, as if nothing unusual had happened.

When we got to the stadium the roof of our convertible was put down and we sat together in the back, waving to the cheering crowds as the car drove around the track.

Eisenhower spoke first. He described me as “a man of courage and honor” who had been “subjected to a very unfair and vicious attack,” and said that before I came to the podium he wanted to read to the audience two telegrams he had received. I had no idea what they were, so I listened as intently as everyone else in the crowd while he read:

DEAR GENERAL: I AM TRUSTING THAT THE ABSOLUTE TRUTH MAY COME OUT CONCERNING THIS ATTACK ON RICHARD, AND WHEN IT DOES I AM SURE YOU WILL BE GUIDED RIGHT IN YOUR DECISION, TO PLACE IMPLICIT FAITH IN HIS INTEGRITY AND HONESTY. BEST WISHES FROM ONE WHO HAS KNOWN RICHARD LONGER THAN ANYONE ELSE. HIS MOTHER.

He then read a telegram from Arthur Summerfield informing him that all 107 of the 138 members of the Republican National Committee they had been able to reach had supported my staying on the ticket:

THE COMMENT ACCOMPANYING THEIR UNANIMOUS RESPONSE WAS OVERWHELMINGLY ENTHUSIASTIC. . . . AS A MEMBER OF THE REPUBLICAN NATIONAL COMMITTEE IT GAVE ME GREAT SATISFACTION TO JOIN WITH MY COLLEAGUES IN THIS STIRRING TRIBUTE TO A TRULY GREAT AMERICAN WHO WALKED UNAFRAID THROUGH THE VALLEY OF DESPAIR AND EMERGED UNSCATHED AND UNBOWED. LET THERE BE NO DOUBT ABOUT IT—AMERICA HAS TAKEN DICK NIXON TO ITS HEART.

When I stood up to speak the ovation was overpowering. Everything I had to say was expressed in one sentence: “I want you to know that this is probably the greatest moment of my life.”

After the speeches I saw Bill Knowland’s familiar bulky form in the crowd of well-wishers, and when I reached him he grinned, grasped my hand, and said, “That was a great speech, Dick.” All the pent-up emotion of the whole week burst out and tears filled my eyes. Knowland put his arm around me and I hid my face on his shoulder.

Afterward, Eisenhower invited Pat and me to see his private car on his campaign train. It turned out that he wanted a chance to talk to me alone because he had heard rumors of several other scandals involving my personal finances. In my response, I drew an analogy that would be familiar to him. “This is just like war, General,” I said. “Our opponents are losing. They mounted a massive attack against me and have taken a bad beating. It will take them a little time to regroup, but when they start fighting back, they will be desperate, and they will throw everything at us, including the kitchen sink. There will be other charges, but none of them will stand up. What we must avoid at all costs is to allow any of their attacks to get off the ground. The minute they start one of these rumors, we have to knock it down just as quickly as we can.” As a popular hero, Eisenhower had been treated extremely well by the press. I do not think he completely grasped what I was saying that night until he reached the White House and began to be treated as a politician.

In the car on the way to our hotel, Pat took my hand and held it without saying a word. I knew how fiercely proud she was that we had come through this painful crisis. But I also knew how much it had hurt her, how deeply it had wounded her sense of pride and privacy. I knew that from that time on, although she would do everything she could to help me and help my career, she would hate politics and dream of the day when I would leave it behind and we could have a happy and normal life for ourselves and our family.

I had begun the campaign feeling vigorous and enthusiastic. The fund crisis made me feel suddenly old and tired. It is said that you can live a year in a day. That is how I felt about this period: I lived several years during that single week.

I was deeply dispirited by much of the reaction to the fund. I was not surprised that the story was exploited by partisan Democrats. But I was disappointed and hurt that so many Republicans prejudged me without waiting for the facts, and I was bitterly disillusioned by the performance of the press. I regarded what had been done to me as character assassination, and the experience permanently and powerfully affected my attitude toward the press in particular and the news media in general.

While the fund was the most egregious press and partisan smear of the campaign, it was by no means the only one.

Less than a week before the election, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, a staunchly pro-Stevenson newspaper, ran a front-page story charging that I had accompanied Dana Smith, the fund’s trustee, to a Havana gambling club some six months earlier. The charge was a blatant lie. At the time the story put me in Havana, I was on a vacation thousands of miles away in Hawaii.

On October 28, just days before the election, the Democratic National Committee charged that my family and I owned real estate “conservatively valued at more than a quarter of a million dollars.” In reaching this sum, they included the allegation that my brother Don owned a “swanky new drive-in restaurant” appraised at $175,000. In fact, Don was renting the property. What really infuriated me over this particular series of charges was the inclusion in the DNC calculations of a small farm in Pennsylvania and a modest house in Florida that my parents had bought for their retirement. These properties, which were not lavish by any standards, reflected the sum total of an entire life of hard work by my mother and father. I considered it despicable to attack my parents and suggest that they had unethically acquired expensive real estate.

Two days later, a Drew Pearson column appeared, characteristically teeming with innuendo and loose facts, which included information from my tax returns. Partisans in the Bureau of Internal Revenue had obviously leaked them to Pearson. Included in his laundry list of charges was one that Pat and I had falsely sworn to a joint property value of less than $10,000 in order to qualify for a $50 veterans’ tax exemption on our California taxes. The charge was totally false. It turned out that a Mrs. Pat Nixon had filed for such an exemption on behalf of her husband, Richard—but they were a couple who coincidentally had the same names as ours. Pearson had not bothered to check with me before printing this lie five days before the election and he did not retract it until three weeks after it.

Also only after the election did information surface about a criminal scheme designed to malign my character and integrity. Someone forged a letter purporting to be from one oil company executive to another suggesting that I had been bought off for more than $52,000 a year to serve the oil industry in Washington. On the eve of the election, this patent forgery was delivered to the Democratic National Committee, which sent it to the New York Post. Even the Post decided not to risk printing such an obvious libel.

After the election, Drew Pearson continued trying to stir up interest in the story, so I called for a full investigation by the Senate Subcommittee on Privileges and Elections. The investigation proved conclusively that the letter was a forgery, and referred the matter to the Justice Department.

The fund smear had fallen short, and lies and forgery had also missed the target. But they all took their emotional toll on me and my family. It was not until long afterward that I found out that my proud and combative father had been reduced to bouts of weeping as each new smear surfaced.

The taste for politics soured, but my only recourse—and my instinct—was to fight back. I quickly came to feel a kinship with Teddy Roosevelt’s description of the man in the arena “whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood.” Forgetful critics would later remember my counterattacks without recalling the lies and distortions that often bred them.

It would be many months before I could begin to put the agony of the fund crisis in perspective. I think that Eisenhower was impressed both by my toughness and by the political acumen I showed. He appreciated that from the start I had offered to resign if he wanted me to and that I had never consciously done anything to embarrass him.

I also learned some important lessons about politics and friendship. In politics, most people are your friends only as long as you can do something for them or something to them. In this respect I don’t suppose that politics is much different from other walks of life—but the openly competitive nature of elections probably makes that fact stand out more starkly. Still, I shall never forget my surprise and disappointment about those who turned against me overnight when it looked as if I would have to leave the ticket.

THE 1952 ELECTION

After the fund crisis, the rest of the 1952 election campaign seemed tame. Voter studies and opinion polls showed that the demand for change and disgust with the corruption in the federal government were still among the most potent issues we had going for us. President Truman was extremely unpopular in 1952, as President Johnson was later in the dark days of Vietnam and as I was to become during Watergate. As with Johnson and me, some of Truman’s unpopularity rubbed off on his party. Even Adlai Stevenson began putting distance between himself and the Truman administration.

By surviving the fund crisis, I forestalled the Democrats’ attempt to short-circuit the corruption issue. In fact I emerged a far more effective and sought-after campaigner. My prominence after the fund speech revived public interest in the Hiss case and I reminded audiences across the country that Stevenson had given a deposition used in Hiss’s first perjury trial that vouched for his reputation for veracity, integrity, and loyalty. This was after our committee hearings had proved that Hiss had lied about his relationship with Chambers.

I also criticized Secretary of State Dean Acheson, whose policies toward international Communism, I said, had lost us China, much of Eastern Europe, and had invited the Communists to begin the Korean war. I used a phrase that caught the public’s attention—and the commentators’ wrath—when I charged that Stevenson was a graduate of Acheson’s “Cowardly College of Communist Containment.”
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