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To the Heritage interns whom I have mentored, to the young people whom I have taught at the Catholic University of America, and to the youth organizations like the Intercollegiate Studies Institute, Young America’s Foundation, the Leadership Institute, and the Fund for American Studies that seek to better the education of the rising generation


The future is theirs










Prologue DEDICATION



It was already hot and the air was close inside the tent that June morning as we waited for the forty-third president of the United States, who would, on behalf of the American people, dedicate the world’s first memorial to the more than 100 million victims of communism.


I said a silent prayer of thanksgiving for my departed comrade-in-arms Lev Dobriansky; for the 103rd Congress, which unanimously authorized our memorial; for John Parsons of the National Park Service, who urged us to keep our design simple; for the academic troika of Robert Conquest, Richard Pipes, and Zbigniew Brzezinski, who endorsed us early on; for the unflappable architect Mary Kay Lanzillotta, who guided us through the Washington memorial maze; for the gifted artist Thomas Marsh, who waived his six-figure fee to sculpt the bronze replica of the Goddess of Democracy; for the lovers of liberty, especially ethnic Americans, who sent us their donations, large and small, early and late; and for George W. Bush, who agreed to be our honorary chairman, a rare act for a sitting president.


“POTUS has left the White House and will be here in ten minutes,” a Secret Service agent said.


The long, black steel-plated limousine pulled in smoothly under the tent, and a smiling president bounded out of the back seat and strode toward us. He warmly embraced Congressman Tom Lantos, a liberal Democrat and the only Holocaust survivor to serve in the House. He glanced at Congressman Dana Rohrabacher, one of the original sponsors of the 1993 legislation authorizing the memorial, and remarked, “Dana, you’re losing your hair.” Then the president turned to me and shook my hand. “Congratulations, Lee.” He looked at his watch. “Okay, let’s go.”


I kept my introduction short:




Twenty years ago, President Reagan stood before the Brandenburg Gate in Berlin and said, “Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this wall!”


Cynics scoffed at President Reagan’s words, but two years later, the Berlin Wall came tumbling down, and soon after that, the “Evil Empire” was no more.


A little over two years ago, standing on the steps of the U.S. Capitol, President Bush declared, “The best hope for peace in our world is the expansion of freedom in all the world.”


Once again, the naysayers scoffed, but the forces of freedom and democracy are in motion around the world, demonstrating that, in the president’s words, “Freedom is the permanent hope of mankind.”





As President Bush walked to the podium, I looked out at the thousand people, many in their native dress, who had suffered under communism, had fought against communism, and had come to Capitol Hill to honor the victims of communism. How remarkable, and how disturbing, I thought, that such a gathering for such an occasion had never before occurred in Washington.


“Good intro,” the president whispered to me before opening his binder and beginning to speak. He noted that we could have chosen for our memorial an image of repression—“a replica of the wall that once divided Berlin, or the frozen barracks of the Gulag, or a killing field littered with skulls.” Instead, we chose “an image of hope,” a statue of a woman holding a lamp of liberty. “She reminds us of the victims of communism, and also of the power that overcame communism.”


President Bush spoke of the millions who perished under communism: “innocent Ukrainians starved to death in Stalin’s Great Famine; or Russians killed in Stalin’s purges; Lithuanians and Latvians and Estonians loaded onto cattle cars and deported to Arctic death camps of Soviet communism; Chinese killed in the Great Leap Forward and the Cultural Revolution; Cambodians slain in Pol Pot’s killing fields; East Germans shot attempting to scale the Berlin Wall in order to make it to freedom; Poles massacred in the Katyn Forest; and Ethiopians slaughtered in the ‘Red Terror’; Miskito Indians murdered by Nicaragua’s Sandinista dictatorship; and Cuban balseros who drowned escaping tyranny.”


“We’ll never know the names of all who perished,” the president said, but “at this sacred place communism’s unknown victims will be consecrated to history and remembered forever.”


As President Bush stepped down from the platform and walked the line, shaking the hands of those who had once been captive and were now free, I reflected that the ceremony, condemned by the Chinese Communist Foreign Ministry and the Russian Communist Party, was a monumental victory in the war against communism I had joined as a graduate student in Paris almost fifty years earlier.


I offer a disclaimer: I didn’t suffer under communism. I never waited for a knock on the door in the middle of the night by the secret police. I was never sent to a slave labor camp in Siberia as an “enemy of the people.” I was born and raised in America and not a captive nation.


But I was so outraged by communist tyranny that as a young man in the 1950s I resolved that for the rest of my life I would do whatever I could to resist communism and fight for freedom. Sometimes I played a key role in the struggle for freedom. I was a founder of Young Americans for Freedom, which provided the ground troops for the Barry Goldwater and Ronald Reagan presidential campaigns. I was the director of information for the Goldwater for President Committee, which secured the 1964 presidential nomination for Senator Goldwater and changed the course of conservative (and American) history. I wrote the first political biography of Reagan. I was the founding editor of Conservative Digest, which had at one time the greatest circulation of any conservative journal. I organized the largest Washington rally for the Vietnam War and our troops. I was denounced as a “son of a Birch” by a nationally syndicated columnist and described by the New York Times as “The ‘Voice’ of the Silent Majority.”


After decades as an activist, I decided to apply my passion for freedom in new ways: in my early fifties I went to graduate school to earn my PhD and became a writer, teacher, and lecturer on modern American conservatism. Over the next few decades, I wrote more than twenty books, which resulted in my being described as a “leading historian” of the conservative movement. So much for there being no second acts in American lives.


Sharing the platform with the president of the United States that morning in June 2007 was the pinnacle of my life, a life committed to freedom and opposed to every form of tyranny over the mind of man (to borrow from Thomas Jefferson). The conservative activist and fundraising guru Richard Viguerie likes to remind me that, with the passing of Phyllis Schlafly, I have been active in the conservative movement at the national level longer than anyone else. Over the past six decades, I have been present at nearly every major event of the modern conservative movement, and have known and worked with giants like Ronald Reagan, Barry Goldwater, William F. Buckley Jr., Russell Kirk, and Milton Friedman.


Mine has been a life in pursuit of liberty. And what a life it has been.
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“The pinnacle of my life”: President George W. Bush acknowledging the author at the dedication of the Victims of Communism Memorial, June 2007













1 CRADLE CONSERVATIVE



I was born under the sign of FDR, on December 1, 1932, on the South Side of Chicago. I was the only child of Willard Ambrose Edwards, an award-winning, hard-drinking reporter for the Chicago Tribune, and Leila Mae Sullivan, the older daughter of the only Republican in the Irish American enclave of Bridgeport, within walking distance of Comiskey Park and the White Sox.


My father was a favorite of Colonel Robert R. McCormick, the imperious, mustached publisher and owner of the Tribune. In 1925, Dad’s first year at the Trib, the Colonel once visited the newsroom, leaving a nervous hush in his wake, and brushed by Dad seemingly without a glance. An assistant to the managing editor later imparted good news: “Your career is made! The Colonel asked who you were and remarked, ‘Nice-looking boy.’ ”


But it was my father’s way with words, not his Irish good looks, that secured his place in the paper. Confirmation of his status came in January 1935, when he was assigned to cover the most sensational story of the year and perhaps the decade—the Lindbergh baby murder trial. After the trial ended, my father was assigned to the Tribune’s Washington bureau. I was almost three when we rented a yellow stucco house in Silver Spring, Maryland, a sleepy suburb of seven thousand just across the D.C. line.


Beginning in the mid-’30s, Dad covered presidents from Franklin D. Roosevelt to Richard Nixon; presidential campaigns including Truman versus Dewey and the media-driven Kennedy-Nixon contest of 1960; every national convention, Democratic as well as Republican; and major congressional hearings, often scooping the Washington press corps, particularly in the early 1950s, when he was a confidant of Senator Joe McCarthy, a frequent guest in our home.
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My father, Chicago Tribune reporter Willard Edwards (left), on the campaign trail with “Mr. Republican,” Senator Robert A. Taft of Ohio





I did not attend public school until the second grade, a reflection of my mother’s skepticism about the progressive education of Montgomery County. I was bright but easily bored, with a temper I rarely bothered to control. At Montgomery Hills Junior High School, to which I bicycled every day, I learned some Latin and how to write an essay, was knocked out in my first football game and never played again, pitched softball tolerably well, and had a crush on our pretty young English teacher, who encouraged my writing and approved my appointment, at fourteen, as editor of the MoHiJuHi News, my first editorial post.


There were books in every room of our house—in the living room, in the dining room, in the bedrooms, in the bathrooms, everywhere. Dad preferred murder mysteries by Erle Stanley Garner and Rex Stout. Mom liked historical novels and could recite the kings and queens of England as easily as Dad could the chairmen of key congressional committees. They let me read whatever I wanted, and I soldiered through Kenneth Roberts’s tales of the American Revolution, cheering on the Rabble in Arms. I remember evenings when we would all be in the living room, each of us in a chair reading a book.


Mom practiced as well as talked politics. Appointed to the Montgomery County School Board—she had been a substitute English teacher during World War II—she ran for a full term on a “Back to Basics” platform. She would have won, I am sure, but the muckraker columnist Drew Pearson, who lived in the county, wrote a half dozen columns for a local newspaper about Leila Edwards, the “radical right” candidate and wife of Willard Edwards, reporter for the “ultra-conservative” Chicago Tribune and adviser to the “infamous” Senator Joseph McCarthy. It was the fall of 1954, and liberals had so traumatized the public about McCarthyism that Mom narrowly lost, the ironic victim of guilt by association, which liberals accused McCarthy of practicing. She never again sought public office.


Her bitter experience influenced my decision never to be a political candidate—my skin was not thick enough for electoral politics. My resolution was later hardened by my wife, Anne, who said, “I will divorce you if you run for office.” I told myself that Anne, a good Catholic, was bluffing, but I never tested her.


I enrolled at the all-male Bullis Prep School at the insistence of my mother, who would not let me go to Montgomery Blair High School, well known for its easy academics. I was poorly prepared for Bullis’s academic rigor—my first report card was all Cs and Ds. But the school taught me to think critically. I studied hard and by the end of the year was second in my class. I went on to edit the school newspaper, organize and lead Bullis’s first golf team, and score in the 98th percentile on the college entrance exams. In my senior year I won an award for all-around excellence. My years at Bullis strengthened my already evident self-confidence.


In my senior year, I applied to Amherst College in Massachusetts for the best of reasons: Bill Bonneville, my closest Bullis friend, was going there. I did not apply to any other school; in those days you did not send applications to a dozen colleges. To my shock, Amherst put me on its waiting list because, I surmised, of a poor grade in trigonometry—the rest of my grades were well above average. I decided I wanted nothing to do with the Ivy League and headed south to Duke University in North Carolina for the best of reasons: Duke had a winning golf team, and two of my golfing buddies had been accepted there. I learned later that Duke was a good university with exceptional teachers and a core curriculum.


I had won a four-year scholarship from the Chicago Tribune because of my scores on a college entrance exam administered by the University of Chicago. The scholarship provided $750 annually, which now sounds ridiculously low but covered most of tuition, room, and board at Duke in 1950–51. The total estimated cost, including books and laundry, was a low of $977 and a high of $1,185. That “high” would not cover the cost of one week at Duke today.


I had done so well on the ACE exam, scoring in the 98th percentile, that the University of Chicago said it would be happy to have me as one of its students. But it had no golf team, and my folks had long talked about the frigid winds coming off Lake Michigan and the snow almost as high as your waist. I declined the invitation. Among the professors under whom I might have studied were Richard Weaver, Milton Friedman, and F. A. Hayek. My high scores were not a true reflection of my intelligence—my IQ was under 130—but the product of the monthly ACE drills at Bullis.




JOURNALISM AND ANTICOMMUNISM


At Duke I joined the campus paper, the Duke Chronicle. I spent every Thursday evening, and then Tuesday evening when the paper became a biweekly, working my way up the editorial ladder. In my junior year I was one of two candidates for editor but lost to my prime rival, Bill Duke, no relation to the founder of the university. Bill was a better editor but I was the better writer.


In my senior year I became the founding editor of the Duke Peer, a new feature magazine. We attracted little campus attention until we profiled Senator Joe McCarthy with the title “Nice Guy or Demagogue?” It was early 1954, and according to liberals America was in the middle of a Reign of Terror engineered by Senator McCarthy.


I assigned the article to our associate editor, Connie Mueller, asking only that she write what she learned from her own research and draw her own conclusions. Without any coaching from me, Connie concluded that McCarthy was not a reckless demagogue but rather a patriot who would brook no compromise in “his main purpose of fighting ‘the Red Menace.’ ” Studying the record and especially the press coverage of the senator, Connie wrote, “Clearly, Joseph Raymond McCarthy… has been the subject of vigorous character distortion by an opinionated press.”


McCarthy had been front-page news since February 1950, when he made his famous Wheeling, West Virginia, speech (“I have here in my hand…”). Since then, my father had had almost unrestricted access to the senator and his top aides and investigators. It was the biggest running story of his career.


My first impression of Joe—he encouraged you to call him by his first name—was that of a shoulder-squeezing, joke-telling politician who drank but not any more than the average Irishman. He was serious about one thing—communism. When challenged about something he said about the communist menace, he would fix you with his dark Gaelic eyes and say in his deep rumbling voice, “You’re either with me or against me. You’re either with me or the communists. Which is it?” He was spontaneous, incapable of leading a conspiracy, because that would have required detailed planning and constant scrutiny.


His unbridled passion to expose the communists in our government inspired people by the millions. My mother, who was a volunteer in his office, wrote me that “never have I seen such devotion. The stenographers, the secretaries, the investigators, all of them working 16 hours a day.” But don’t expect any thank-you or recognition of your sacrifice from Joe, she said. “He eats, sleeps, and lives his crusade. His whole conversation is what to do next to further ‘cleaning out the subversives.’ ”


Joe could be mischievous. One day, he and Dad were scheduled to have lunch in the Senate dining room. As they stood in the reception room of his office, Joe said, “Wait a minute,” and walked into an adjacent room in which a half dozen volunteers were seated around a long worktable, opening and sorting the hundreds of letters he received every day. Many contained rosaries, prayer cards, coins and bills, even a Social Security check. Joe picked out a $20 bill and said, smiling, “That ought to cover our lunch.”


In the spring of 1954, along with millions of Americans, I watched the televised Army-McCarthy hearings and despaired as Joe tried to turn back the phalanx of the Establishment. Public support plummeted. In December he was condemned by the U.S. Senate, with all Democrats voting for censure and Republicans evenly splitting. Barry Goldwater, one of McCarthy’s strongest defenders in the Senate debate, voted no.


McCarthy’s censure was a pivotal event in the early history of the conservative movement. Liberals invariably described it as a crushing defeat for conservatism. But in fact it hardened William F. Buckley Jr.’s resolve to launch National Review the following year, and it inspired the formation in 1958 of the John Birch Society, a major if controversial player in the movement. Conservatives did not abandon anticommunism but resolved to prove wrong Nikita Khrushchev’s boast that “your grandchildren will live under communism.”


Five decades later, McCarthy’s claims about the number of subversives in our government were conclusively shown to be not inflated but understated. In Blacklisted by History: The Untold Story of Senator Joe McCarthy and His Fight Against America’s Enemies (2006), Stan Evans documented hundreds of communists and other security risks in official Washington during the 1930s and 1940s—double or perhaps triple McCarthy’s estimates. Stan provided thirty-one pages of endnotes and a lengthy appendix plus dozens of FBI and other government documents obtained through the Freedom of Information Act. He concluded that “the Red network reached into virtually every important aspect of the U.S. government, up to very high levels, the State Department notably included.”







MY OWN PATH


I enjoyed meeting power men like Joe McCarthy and Richard Nixon, who was a guest in our home, and I felt the pull of Washington, the most powerful city in the most powerful country in the world. But in my senior year at Duke, I decided that political writing was not for me. I determined to enter the Army as an enlisted man and then to live in Europe, probably in Paris, and write the Great American Novel. There was another reason for my eschewing political writing: I did not want to be compared with my father, knowing I would always come in second. Living 3,828 miles away from him seemed about right.
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Private Lee Edwards, U.S. Army, 1954
















2 PARIS HOLIDAY



In the fall of 1956, I was living on the Left Bank of Paris, attending classes at the Sorbonne now and again, trying to write a novel, and becoming a habitué at Le Select and other Montparnasse hangouts. I was two months removed from my honorable discharge from the U.S. Army after a year and a half of soft duty in Heidelberg in the Signal Corps and sixty days of temporary duty entertaining the troops in EM and USO clubs in France and Germany. I was pursuing as hedonistic a life as is possible on a monthly stipend of $125 from the GI Bill. I grew a Vandyke, smoked Gauloises, drank Algerian red, read Ernest Hemingway and Henry Miller, and was admitted without ceremony into the American expatriate community. I paid little attention to politics.


My agreeable little world exploded on October 23 when the students of Budapest—young men and women in their early twenties like me—ignited a revolution against the Hungarian People’s Republic and its Soviet protectors. The streets filled with thousands of demonstrators demanding the dissolution of the communist government and free elections. They defiantly sang the Hungarian national anthem—“This we swear, this we swear, that we will no longer be slaves.”


A thirty-two-foot-high bronze statue of Stalin was toppled. The hammer and sickle was cut out of the middle of the Hungarian flag, and the Flag with a Hole became a symbol of the revolution. In the face of the militant uprising, Soviet troops pulled out of Budapest, retreating into the countryside, and a new people’s government was formed.


I was ecstatic. The French newspapers carried banner headlines like “Hongrie Libre.” The radio resonated with the triumphant voices of the young revolutionaries who were sending packing the most powerful army in the world. Communism seemed to be toppling.


My dormant anticommunism came alive. All that I had learned from my reporter-father, who had covered congressional hearings about communism, came flooding back. I remembered reading his stories about show trials, firing squads, and Siberian exile, of those who had survived the KGB and the Gulag, of Americans who had willingly betrayed their country for a greater revolution, the Bolshevik Revolution.


Ex-communists like Freda Utley and Ben Mandel had explained to me the base treachery of the August 1939 Hitler-Stalin pact that started World War II. Alger Hiss, the golden boy of the liberal establishment, had been a Soviet spy in the 1930s and during World War II. Senator Joe McCarthy was right—there had been dozens of communists in our government, and at the highest levels. Now, caught up in the sights and sounds of a jubilant Budapest celebrating its freedom, I thought: How the Politburo in Moscow must be shaking in their Stalinist boots.


I put aside Baudelaire and Colette and devoured Le Monde and Le Figaro for the latest news. The new Hungarian government, headed by the reformer Imre Nagy, promised fundamental political change and said that Hungary would withdraw from the Warsaw Pact. My God, I remember thinking, we could be watching the unraveling of the Soviet Empire.


That Moscow was thinking the same thing became clear on November 4, when seventeen Soviet tank divisions invaded Hungary and, along with the five divisions that had remained, headed for Budapest. The young freedom fighters, with their World War II rifles and pistols and Molotov cocktails, were slaughtered by merciless Soviet troops and tanks.


I listened to the desperate cries over the Paris radio—“Help, America! We need your help now!” I waited for my government to answer their call. The only response was words, a pro forma White House statement, a meaningless United Nations resolution vetoed by the Soviet Union.


I was furious at my government—the leader of the free world—for not responding. Especially since Radio Free Europe, funded by us, had encouraged Hungarians to rise up. As the number of fallen freedom fighters passed two thousand and tens of thousands of Hungarians fled their once-again-communist country, I took an oath. I resolved that for the rest of my life, wherever I was, whatever I was, I would help those who resisted communism however I could. In the years to come, my anticommunism, inherited from my father, would be reinforced by my political mentors, Dr. Walter Judd and William F. Buckley Jr., and my political heroes, Barry Goldwater and Ronald Reagan, who shared a strategy about how to end the Cold War—“We win, and they lose.”




GOING HOME


On May 2, 1957, six months later, Joe McCarthy died at the Bethesda Naval Hospital of cirrhosis of the liver, compounded by isolation and ignominy. In the Senate, Goldwater spoke for the millions who had idolized him: “Do not mourn Joe McCarthy. Be thankful that he lived, at the right time, and according to the talents vested in him by his Maker. Be grateful, too, that when it came his time to die, he passed on with the full assurance that, because he lived, America is a brighter, safer, more vigilant land today.” I learned later that his eulogy was written by L. Brent Bozell, whose life and mine would intersect more than once.


I wondered what National Review and Human Events were saying about Joe’s passing. First Robert Taft, dead of cancer, now Joe. Who would take their place as leader of the conservatives? Goldwater? He was a first-term senator from a small western state. Was he the right man? Things were happening at home. A conservative anticommunist movement seemed to be emerging. And I was nearly four thousand miles away writing a very predictable novel no one wanted to publish.


What was I doing in Paris? Was I a writer or a poseur? How many rejection notes did I have to receive before accepting I was not the next Hemingway? My biggest triumph was not literary but a one-line bit part in Bob Hope’s film Paris Holiday.


I took and passed the final exam at the Sorbonne, receiving a Certificat de Français Usuel, degree moyen—that is, a C in practical French. I will always remember trying to recite from memory the famous Ronsard poem that begins, “Quand vous serez bien vieille, au soir, à la chandelle” and freezing after saying the first line. Moyen indeed.


I had only a few hundred dollars in my bank account, not nearly enough to pay bills until my next GI check in December. I tried to get a job, talking to the Tribune’s Paris correspondent, but my Duke Chronicle clips did not impress him. I asked Dad for a loan, but he said no, shocking me, his beloved only son. I took my disappointment to Le Select, where one evening I drank twelve bottles of Guinness. I was not trying to break Dylan Thomas’s record but drowning my resentment.


The next day, nursing the mother of all hangovers on the terrace of Le Select, I suddenly said to myself, “I’m going home.” I did not want to be one more expat who left family, country, and language to live in a strange land. I booked passage on the SS Ryndam, and during the ten-day voyage I found myself, of all things, thinking about God, whom I had abandoned as a freshman at Duke, assisted by a Methodist preacher teacher who had said, “Well, if you don’t believe in the Resurrection, there’s little reason to be a Christian.” Looking back at the decade since, I admitted the futility of trying to center my life on me because there wasn’t enough of me. I was not brilliant, only clever; not bold but rash; not creative, only imitative; not independent but selfish. I needed something, someone, besides and beyond myself to live by.













3 THE MOVEMENT



I found spiritual direction in the Catholic Church, led by the Holy Spirit, and political direction in the conservative movement, through M. Stanton Evans, then the managing editor of Human Events. Stan was one of our wittiest, capable of bon mots like “The trouble with conservatives is that too many of them come to Washington thinking they are going to drain the swamp, only to discover that Washington is a hot tub.”


He invited me to join the D.C. Young Republicans, explaining that he was seeking votes for an upcoming election in which he was running for first vice president of the club. I signed up when Stan added that “lots of very pretty girls” were in the YRs. He was right about the pretty girls—I married one several years later—but wrong in thinking he had a chance against a popular young lady who easily defeated him.


Through Stan, I met young conservatives and anticommunists like Harvardite Tom Winter and Californian Allan Ryskind, son of the Hollywood writer Morrie Ryskind, who wrote several of the Marx Brothers movies and won a Pulitzer Prize for the Gershwin musical drama Of Thee I Sing. Tom and Allan took over Human Events after the deaths of founders Frank Hanighen and James Wick and made the weekly tabloid essential reading for Barry Goldwater and Ronald Reagan. When he was president, Reagan arranged for Human Events to be delivered to him in an unmarked envelope to evade the White House pragmatists who screened the president’s mail and considered the weekly to be too conservative.


I heard through the conservative grapevine that Senator John Marshall Butler, Maryland Republican, was looking for a press secretary and I applied for the position. I showed Ed Hood, the senator’s administrative assistant, my articles in National Review and Human Events. I spoke knowledgeably about the newspapers and television and radio stations in Baltimore, Frederick, and Hagerstown. I outlined a communications program ranging from a weekly newspaper column to TV clips, innovations for the senator.


“What salary would you require?” Hood asked.


“$7,500 a year,” I replied. That was nearly one-half more than I was making as a reporter at the trade journal Broadcasting, for which I had been working for about a year.


“When can you start?”


It was my first experience with the cavalier attitude people in government have about spending money that is not their own.


Working for a respected Republican senator with a Republican president was near bliss. A Republican majority in the Senate and the House would have been paradise, but such confluence was impossible. Or so everyone thought for thirty-five years before the coming of Newt Gingrich and the Contract with America.


If you wanted the facts about a potential defense contract or the latest education figures, you called the Congressional Research Service (CRS), knowing you would get a quick answer. If you wanted to introduce a bill, you talked it over with aides to Majority Leader Lyndon Johnson, the most accommodating of leaders as long as you accommodated him. If you wanted a free dinner or drinks after work at the Carroll Arms Hotel across the street, there was always an obliging lobbyist—and no bothersome rules about gifts.


In those pre-9/11 days, you did not walk through a metal detector to enter the New Senate Office Building (now the Dirksen SOB), where our office was, and it was easy to visit the Senate floor. I saw the fabled ones up close: Jack Kennedy, Ivy League in dress, ironic in speech, never still, always jiggling a foot or tapping a pencil, plainly wishing he were somewhere else, like the campaign trail; Lyndon Johnson, heavyset and Texas tall, moving majestically around the floor, flattering, cajoling, threatening his colleagues, trading for the votes he needed to pass a bill; Barry Goldwater, with his silver hair and square jaw, bluntly criticizing liberal Democrats and modern Republicans for promising too much and spending too much, quoting Edmund Burke that “we can’t make heaven on earth”—Barry Goldwater, my hero.


Master of all he surveyed, LBJ operated openly without fear or embarrassment. I saw him give my boss, Senator Butler, the full “Johnson Treatment,” wrapping his arm around him and drawing him close, whispering ardently in his ear, causing my boss, the distinguished senior senator from Maryland and the senior partner of Baltimore’s most prestigious law firm, to blush like a teenage boy. Whatever Johnson wanted, he got.


Like most young conservatives, I looked to National Review (and Bill Buckley) for guidance on all things, foreign and domestic. I noted NR’s scathing criticism of President Eisenhower for inviting the Soviet leader, Nikita Khrushchev, who had implemented the infamous forced famine of Ukraine in the early 1930s, to visit the United States. Buckley was so outraged that, with the help of the conservative impresario Marvin Liebman, he formed the Committee Against Summit Entanglements (CASE). He threatened to dye the Hudson River red so that when the Soviet dictator entered New York to visit the United Nations, it would be on a “river of blood.”




MISSIONARY FOR FREEDOM


I was present at the 1960 Republican National Convention in Chicago as editor of the Young Republican National Federation’s official publication, the YRNF News. Working around the clock from a small pizza-littered hotel suite to put out our daily newspaper, I saw Congressman Walter Judd of Minnesota nearly stampede the convention into nominating him for vice president. His keynote address was titled “We Must Develop a Strategy for Victory—To Save Freedom—Freedom Everywhere.”


Dr. Judd, who had been a medical missionary in China in the 1920s and the 1930s, listed what the Republican Party under President Eisenhower had done to preserve freedom around the world: end the fighting in Korea and prevent threats from developing into war in Iran, Guatemala, Formosa (Taiwan), Suez, Lebanon, Quemoy, and West Berlin. This had been accomplished, he said, “not by sacrificing our principles to secret deals under the table but by steady patient firmness and strength in support of principles”; by “keeping our word” and through “steadfast support of friends and allies”; and by “wholehearted support of the United Nations.” He stressed the importance of military strength to back up those principles, and he repudiated the Democratic charge of a “missile gap”—a gap that Kennedy after he was elected admitted did not exist.


Dr. Judd seized the offensive and asked ten questions about the Cold War, pausing each time for a response from the delegates. Each time, the delegates grew louder until the amphitheater fairly rocked.


“Was it Republicans who recognized the Soviet Union in 1933 and gave it acceptance into our country and world society as if it were a respectable and dependable member thereof?” A muted “No.”


“Was it Republicans who agreed to the Communist takeover of a people in Eastern Europe who are not Russian?” A shouted “No!”


“Was it a Republican administration that divided Korea and gave control of North Korea to the Communists?” “NO!” thundered the delegates.


When Dr. Judd asked the next question, he was drowned out by the delegates, who would have shouted “NO!” if he had asked them whether they wanted an income tax cut. He concluded that in the face of the communist challenge, America had no alternative but to “win the Cold War,” not by military might but by “our strongest weapons, the values and virtues of [our] system of government.… We must let loose in the world the dynamic forces of freedom in our day as our forefathers did in theirs, causing people everywhere to look toward the American dream.”


I was caught up in the rhetoric, as were hundreds of delegates who began waving huge photos of Judd and chanting “Judd for Vice President!” Wouldn’t it be fantastic, I thought, to work with an inspiring, victory-seeking anticommunist like Dr. Judd? Before the end of the decade, I would be.


But the Judd boom did not sway the one man who had to be swayed, Richard Nixon, who stuck to his original choice of Henry Cabot Lodge, U.S. ambassador to the United Nations, former U.S. senator from Massachusetts, and Boston Brahmin. Dr. Judd later told me that “the greatest political mistake” of his life was that he had not given “the green light to certain people at the convention” to secure his nomination for vice president. For the rest of his life, he believed that Nixon-Judd would have defeated Kennedy-Johnson.


Is this a classic example of “if only,” or is it a valid argument? Consider: If only 4,500 voters in Illinois and 28,000 voters in Texas—both states that Judd had often visited over the years—had changed their vote, those 32,500 votes would have moved Illinois and Texas with their fifty-one electoral votes into the Nixon column, giving him a slim electoral majority of two. A Nixon-Judd ticket might well have been a winning ticket.


Nixon agreed. Three years later, when both had left public office, Nixon admitted to Dr. Judd, “Walter, if I had chosen you instead of Cabot, we would both still be in Washington.”








“LET’S GROW UP!”


The high drama of the 1960 Republican National Convention did not end with the Judd for Vice President effort. Many conservative delegates were less than enthusiastic about the pragmatic Nixon, preferring the unabashed conservative senator from Arizona, Barry Goldwater, who aroused the convention Monday night with his description of the “true Republican philosophy” founded on freedom, creative opportunity, and limited government. Echoing a major theme of his book The Conscience of a Conservative, which had been sent to every delegate, Goldwater said that Republicans must provide “the American voter with a real choice between the two philosophies competing in our world, the philosophy of the stomach or the philosophy of the whole man.” First Judd, now Goldwater on the first evening of the convention. Were conservatives taking over the Republican Party? I asked myself.


The Nixon forces, who controlled the convention, allowed Goldwater to be nominated as a favorite son of Arizona. They were startled by the fervent demonstration that erupted. I watched as the banners of Arizona, Arkansas, Louisiana, North Carolina, South Carolina, Texas, Mississippi, Georgia, Nevada, Wyoming, Utah, and Idaho proclaimed Goldwater to be the favorite of the South and the West, sending shivers down the spines of eastern liberals. Many of those waving the banners were my age.


Standing at the podium, Goldwater signaled for quiet and asked, over shouted protests, that his name be withdrawn and that the delegates pledged to him shift their support to Richard Nixon. As shouts of “No!” echoed in the great hall, he spoke directly to the true believers: “This country, and its majesty, is too great for any man, be he conservative or liberal, to stay home and not work just because he doesn’t agree. Let’s grow up, conservatives! We want to take this party back, and I think some day we can. Let’s get to work!”


With these words, Barry Goldwater became the leader of the conservative movement, the receptacle of the hopes and dreams of conservatives of both political parties. I said to the other young conservatives in our newspaper-cluttered hotel room, “Yes! Let’s get to work, starting right now!” Two months later, one hundred young men and women gathered at the Buckley family estate in Sharon, Connecticut, to found the most consequential youth group of the ’60s.













4 REBELS WITH A CAUSE



That September morning I walked across the broad green lawn of the Buckley estate to meet Doug Caddy and David Franke, the student leaders who had invited me to attend a meeting of young conservatives to form a national youth organization.


Most of the others had arrived the night before and were seated or reclining around a gigantic elm tree, discussing membership. Present, along with Doug and Dave, were Stan Evans, by then editor of the Indianapolis News (the youngest editor of a daily newspaper in America); brilliant, irreverent Robert Schuchman, studying law at Yale; Carol Dawson of Trinity College; Midwest YR leader Robert Croll; the Kolbe brothers, John and Jim, of Arizona; George McDonnell of Michigan; Howard (Howie) Phillips, the president at nineteen of the Harvard student body; Carl McIntire, son of the fundamentalist radio preacher; Herb Kohler, son of the Wisconsin manufacturer; and raven-haired Annette Courtemanche of Long Island. We were almost evenly divided between traditional conservatives and libertarians, but all of us were anticommunist.


As I approached the group, I heard someone say, “This organization must be a youth organization. I therefore move that the maximum age be set at twenty-seven.” At the time a popular campus saying was “Don’t trust anyone over thirty.” I looked at my companion, Vic Milione, the president of the Intercollegiate Society of Individualists (ISI), and said, “Well, Vic, I guess we might as well leave right now, because I’m going to be twenty-eight in December and I know you’re older than I am.”


The motion for a maximum age of twenty-seven was defeated after several people pointed out that such a limit would exclude many young conservatives on the way up, including congressmen. The maximum age was raised to thirty-five and then, as I recall, to thirty-nine, which seemed to me to be stretching it.


We moved on to more fundamental questions: What was the purpose of the organization? What would be its name? All day Saturday, we debated purpose and principle, agreeing on one major point: we would be a conservative action organization with ties to neither major political party, especially the Republicans. After dinner with Bill Buckley and a few older conservatives like Frank Meyer, Brent Bozell, William Rusher, and Marvin Liebman, we broke up into groups to draft a constitution and bylaws while Stan Evans, Carol Dawson, and a few others went off to write what became the Sharon Statement. Stan had written a first draft on the plane from Indianapolis—on a yellow legal pad, not the back of an envelope. His draft was short, only 369 words.


The next morning, after church, we met and approved the statement. The only serious objection came from hard-core libertarians over the phrase “God-given free will.” Did God belong in our statement? they asked. The discussion included several references to Ayn Rand, a militant atheist, and John Galt, the atheist hero of Atlas Shrugged. In the end, with the prayers we had said earlier that morning perhaps having been heard, God won.


The statement represented the major strains of conservatism in 1960:




	
Traditional conservative: “That foremost among the transcendent values is the individual’s use of his God-given free will, whence derives his right to be free from the restrictions of arbitrary force.”


	
Libertarian: “That the market economy, allocating resources by the free play of supply and demand, is the single economic system compatible with the requirements of personal freedom and constitutional government, and that it is at the same time the most productive supplier of human needs.”


	
Anticommunist: “That the forces of international communism are, at present, the greatest single threat to these liberties” and “That the United States should stress victory over, rather than coexistence with, this menace.”





I was tempted to cry, “Yes!” at the last words, but I was content that they concluded the Sharon Statement. The three pillars of my conservatism were my Catholicism, my anticommunism, and my individualism, but my anticommunism came first.


The ideas of the Sharon Statement would serve as the philosophical base of modern American conservatism for the next three decades, until the fall of the Berlin Wall in November 1989. As the historian George Nash has written, anticommunism was the superglue that bound conservatives and libertarians together. When the Soviet Union dissolved in 1991, American conservatism developed cracks that were later repaired but not permanently fixed with the 1994 Contract with America, the 2010 rise of the Tea Party, and the 2012 Republican tsunami. (Donald Trump’s surprising 2016 victory presented problems and opportunities for conservatives, which I address in the final chapter.) Some conservatives have argued that big government can be the clear and present danger by which to unite all the various strains of the conservative movement. Perhaps, but the neoconservative and reform-conservative notion of “limited” government is far from the limited-government stance of conservatives like me.


The most spirited debate at Sharon revolved around the organization’s name. The choice narrowed down to Young Conservatives of America or Young Americans for Freedom. The purists wanted to proclaim our conservatism to the nation and the world. The pragmatists like Dave Franke and me argued that the word conservative was exclusionary and would lose us anticommunists and libertarians. Dave argued, effectively, that conservatives should retain title to the word freedom and not let the left capture it as it had democracy. I noted how often the words free and freedom appeared in the Sharon Statement—nine times—more than any other concept. The vote was close: by a margin of forty-four to forty, as I recall, the nation’s newest and most ambitious youth group became known as Young Americans for Freedom (YAF).


Marvin Liebman, the Oscar Wilde of our movement in more ways than one, mused whether the name made him and every other senior conservative an “OAF”—an Old American for Freedom. At the end of the day, we chose Bob Schuchman to be our first president and Doug Caddy our executive director. I was elected to the national board.


Who were we? We were more traditional than libertarian in our philosophy, political activists and not academics. We were public university, not Ivy League; believers, not agnostics; midwestern, not East Coast; middle-class, not rich; young men (and women) in a hurry to change the world and confident we would.


Audacious from the beginning, we decided to hold a public rally in New York City’s Manhattan Center in March 1961, just six months after our founding. Even with our seemingly unlimited energy and unbounded confidence, we would not have attempted such an event—the center’s capacity was 3,500—except that we could call on the organizing experience of Marvin Liebman, in whose Madison Avenue offices we were temporarily located. Marvin had been filling halls for years, first as a dedicated communist and now as an even more dedicated anti communist. Marvin explained to me one day, “I got tired of their lies. They lied about everything.”


We publicized the evening as our First Annual Awards Rally and ensured a good turnout by honoring William F. Buckley Jr., Russell Kirk, and Senator Barry Goldwater, the three men who had shaped the modern conservative movement. Kirk was the philosopher, the thinker; Buckley was the popularizer, the journalist; Goldwater was the politician, the man of political action. It was Goldwater’s first major speech outside Arizona since John F. Kennedy’s narrow win over Richard Nixon the previous November.


Six thousand conservatives showed up, only half of whom could get in, the others denied entry by a line of adamant fire marshals. It was a triumphant evening, a coming-out celebration for YAF. Goldwater, the catalyst for YAF’s astounding growth in its first years, called us “the nation’s young leaders of tomorrow,” adding, “They are concerned with their future, and they don’t want it mortgaged by political persuasions with which they are not in sympathy.”


Just how concerned we were is reflected in the lead editorial of the first issue of the New Guard, our monthly magazine, which was distributed at the Manhattan Center rally. I had argued heatedly at the December board meeting that YAF had to have its own publication. “Iskra (The Spark) was essential to the early success of Lenin and the Bolsheviks,” I said. Ever the anticommunist, I used the example of Lenin, the Russian revolutionary, rather than Sam Adams, the American revolutionary, who organized the Committees of Correspondence as a means of communication between the colonies. My passionate presentation carried the day, and my offer to serve without compensation won me the editorship. In the lead editorial of the first issue, I tried to capture YAF’s radical spirit:




Ten years ago, this magazine would not have been possible. Twenty years ago, it would not have been dreamed of. Thirty-five years ago, it would not have been necessary. Today, The New Guard is possible, it is a reality, and it is needed by the youth of America to proclaim loudly and clearly: We are sick unto death of collectivism, socialism, statism, and the other utopianisms which have poisoned the minds, weakened the wills and smothered the spirit of Americans for three decades and more.





After tracing the political success of the New Deal and liberalism’s dominance on the campus, I turned to the emergence of a counterrevolution led by groups like ISI and YAF and publications like National Review and Modern Age. Quoting the Sharon Statement, I stressed that YAF would be an “action” organization, because “action is imperative for [America’s] preservation and that of the world.” YAF was “conservative,” I wrote, not reactionary, desiring to preserve and “extend those [first] principles responsible for the greatness of this Republic.”


Pulling out as many stops as I could reach, I concluded:




The tide of conservatism is rising all over the United States, and we will rise with it leaving behind those unfortunates still chained to the rotting posts of “liberalism,” collectivism, and statism.… We offer them the pincers of liberty, individualism, and initiative to free themselves of chains as rusty as the shibboleths which undoubtedly our opponents will attempt to wrap around us.…


We extend to every young American an invitation to help build an Ark which will carry America to the highest peak of all.





The New York Times put us on page one. Television networks carried clips of our rally the following day. Hundreds of newspaper articles were generated. In one night, YAF became a national phenomenon because (a) no other political youth group existed (Students for a Democratic Society, or SDS, was not organized until the following year), (b) adults, whatever their political philosophy, are interested in what young people are saying and doing, and (c) YAF tied itself tightly to Barry Goldwater, who would blaze across the political sky for the next three years. I made certain that the New Guard charted his fiery course, filling our pages with articles about Goldwater rallies and demonstrations, Goldwater editorials, Goldwater endorsements, and Goldwater ads. YAF members enlisted as the ground troops of what we called the Goldwater Revolution. Our membership doubled and doubled again, reaching twenty-five thousand in our second year, sprouting up on dozens of campuses and in cities large and small. Our largest chapter was in New York City, the mecca of liberalism. We loved to wave the conservative flag in the faces of Governor Nelson Rockefeller, Senator Jacob Javits, mayor-to-be John Lindsay, and all the other leading progressive Republicans.


In the July 1962 issue of the New Guard, I proposed a platform for the “New Conservatives,” borrowing freely from Goldwater, Buckley, and other OAFs as well as Stan Evans and other young conservatives. I included support of state right-to-work laws, a sharp reduction in farm subsidies, workfare rather than welfare (based on the successful Newburgh, New York, experience), a continuation of nuclear testing, opposition to federal aid to education, a balanced budget and reduction in the national debt, reduced personal income taxes, a realistic Alliance for Progress in Latin America, free access to West Berlin, and a strong anticommunist stand in Vietnam and the Far East, particularly in support of the Republic of China on Taiwan.


I was specific because many liberals accused conservatives of being too vague—all that “endless” talk about liberty and freedom. And I was specific about our goals because I was tired of being linked to the John Birch Society, the Minutemen, and every other extremist right-wing group in America. In his syndicated column, John Roche, a deputy chairman of the Democratic National Committee, referred to YAF members as “sons of Birch” who believed that highways and post offices were “communistic.” I immediately telephoned Roche. To his credit, he apologized for the cheap shot. I then sent him an information packet, which led him to promise he would avoid mischaracterizations about us in the future. If all liberals were as fair-minded as Roche, our politics might not be so polarized.


I concluded the New Guard article (titled “The New Right: Its Face and Future”) by saying that conservatives were engaged in a political struggle “for the next 20 years until the Conservative Establishment, the one certain vehicle to sustain a firm foreign policy and a competitive enterprise economy, has truly been established in this nation.” My use of the term “New Right” came a decade before Richard Viguerie, Paul Weyrich, and other Washington conservatives formed what came to be known as the New Right. My prediction of how long we would need to become a major political force was nearly right—it took us eighteen years to build a Conservative Establishment and elect a conservative president.


My reference to “a firm foreign policy” reflected an article of faith for me and every young conservative I knew. In my New Guard column, I called repeatedly for a military second to none and for the United States to encourage the nations and peoples behind the Iron Curtain to challenge their captors directly and indirectly. In September 1961 I wrote a special report about my visit to East Berlin just one month after the Wall went up. I instructed Carol Dawson and the other editors to be prepared to mount an international “Free Lee” campaign if I was arrested and put in a communist jail. I was joking, sort of.


I knew that East Berlin would be depressing, but I was not prepared for near desolation.




BEHIND THE WALL


It was just after noon when I boarded a streetcar. As the car trundled along at about five miles an hour (any faster and I think it would have fallen apart), I examined my fellow passengers. No one said a word. Their faces were blank. Resignation was etched in every line of their bodies.


In 1953, after Stalin’s death, the people of East Berlin had fought with little more than their bare hands against Soviet soldiers and East German police in a display of heroism surpassed only by that of the Hungarians in their 1956 revolution. But in August 1961, when the border between East and West Berlin was closed and the construction of the Wall began, East Berliners raised little public protest. It seemed that the East German communist government had broken the will of the people. Most of the VOPOs (volkspolizei) along the Wall were young men, many still in their teens. Without hesitation, they shot countrymen trying to flee; they fired at West Berliners trying to help escapees to safety. From childhood, they had been conditioned to think of themselves as communists and not as Germans.


I got off the streetcar and walked deeper and deeper into East Berlin. There were still many empty bombed-out buildings, unlike West Berlin, where workers were constantly, compulsively rebuilding. Even on the grand Stalinallee, with its high-rise apartment buildings and stores, tiles had fallen from the walls and had not been replaced. Weeds grew between the feet of a giant Stalin statue. The city was a gray, dusty ghost town out of the Old West.


I walked farther into the city. The few people on the streets were dressed in black and gray and walked quickly with their heads down. I came into view of the Wall, all concrete and barbed wire, patrolled by soldiers and dogs. Small groups looked west at freedom. Some whispered to one another, but most were silent, pale wraiths in the fading sunlight. When a small boy approached the Wall, guards ordered him back roughly.


Tired from walking, I stepped into the Restaurant Bukarest near Alexanderplatz. I seated myself among a clientele almost exclusively female and middle-aged. There were two empty seats at my table, and within minutes they were occupied by two young women—both dressed in the green uniform of the volkspolizei and both, I soon learned, dedicated communists.


In my gasthaus Deutsch, I explained that I was an American and not a communist. Rather, I said, “Ich bin kapitalist.” They said they directed the traffic (Why did they bother? I thought) and launched into a description of the many entertainments in East Berlin—the opera, the symphony, the theater, the movies, and on and on. They shrugged when I asked them about the Wall. They said they had no relatives in West Berlin—I wondered whether that had been a condition for their getting a government job.


“The people of West Berlin are well-off,” I said.


“So are the people of East Berlin,” the older girl quickly replied, taking a large bite of her chocolate cake and ice cream.


You, perhaps, I thought, but not most East Berliners, like those I had seen standing silently at the Wall and looking West.


My day in sad, gray East Berlin intensified my determination to raise the banner of anticommunism whenever I could. I did so earlier that year at YAF’s demonstration in support of the House Committee on Un-American Activities (HCUA) at Lafayette Park opposite the White House. Several hundred YAFers, including busloads from New York, picketed the White House. It was the first time pro-HCUA pickets had outnumbered anti-HCUA pickets, who were amazed to see so many conservatives in action. When a small group from the American Nazi Party, headed by George Lincoln Rockwell, tried to join us, we turned them away.


I was familiar with HCUA’s record through my father, who covered every major congressional hearing about communism from the late 1930s through the early 1970s. He was there in August 1947 when Whittaker Chambers and Alger Hiss publicly confronted each other: Chambers stated that he and Hiss had belonged to the same underground communist cell in the 1930s, a charge that Hiss vehemently denied. Dad was initially impressed by Hiss’s calm but firm demeanor and not convinced by Chambers’s almost inaudible accusation. But when Richard Nixon privately shared his skepticism about Hiss—“His answers are too calculating. He’s hiding something”—Dad studied Hiss more closely and decided that Nixon was right. He was guided to that conclusion by Robert Stripling, the committee’s chief investigator, a primary source for my father.


On the fortieth anniversary of the Hiss-Chambers congressional hearings, Dad wrote a special report emphasizing their importance in American politics. He said that “if Hiss was guilty so was an entire generation in the Roosevelt-Truman era.” After two lengthy trials in New York City, Hiss was convicted of perjury—the statute of limitations for espionage having lapsed—and was sentenced to forty-four months in jail. Despite evidence subsequently uncovered in Soviet archives that Hiss was indeed a communist spy, some ultra-liberals insist to this day that Hiss was innocent. Whenever I grew tired or discouraged in my battle against communism, I would remind myself of the Hiss case. On those occasions when I thought about giving up, I would read the first chapter of Chambers’s Witness, “A Letter to My Children.” If he could keep going, confronted as he was by the liberal establishment and with his heart and other health problems, so could I.


From the late 1940s through the mid-’50s, my father was deeply immersed in the anticommunist crusade. He spent so much time with ex-communists, who were his best sources on and off Capitol Hill, that at one party he looked around and said to Mom, “Do you realize we are the only people here who have never been members of the Communist Party?” My parents often took me along, and I met Isaac Don Levine, who wrote the first English-language biography of Joseph Stalin, and Freda Utley, who wrote the classic The China Story, as well as Ben Mandel, a Communist Party member for twenty years and now director of research for HCUA.


Levine and Utley welcomed the opportunity to instruct youngsters like me about the crimes and victims of communism. Don took a liking to me and later gave me a complete set of his journal, Plain Talk, which in the late ’40s published for the first time in the West a map of the Gulag, the Soviet system of forced labor camps later made famous by the Russian dissident and Nobel laureate Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn.


At one party, I met and bonded with Jon Utley, Freda’s teenage son, who had been born in Moscow. His father, Arcadi Berdichevsky, had been arrested during the Stalin purges of the 1930s and sent to the dreaded Vorkuta camp in Siberia, where he was executed. In the documentary film Return to the Gulag, Jon tells the moving story of his decades-long search for his father. Jon and I have remained close friends, although he has joined the ranks of the paleoconservatives as publisher of their lively monthly the American Conservative, and I have remained a conservative given to libertarian impulses. We are joined by our love of liberty and our unwavering hostility to communism.













5 RELUCTANT CHAMPION



YAF was so new to major-league politics we did not know what couldn’t be done, like holding a rally in New York City’s Madison Square Garden with its eighteen thousand seats.


The theme of our March 1962 rally was “Victory Over Communism,” and liberals smugly predicted an embarrassing turnout and a significant setback for the conservative movement. But eager conservatives filled the huge arena to hear Senator Strom Thurmond of South Carolina, still a Democrat; Senator John Tower of Texas, who the year before had won Lyndon Johnson’s Senate seat in a special election; and our hero, Barry Goldwater. An estimated ten thousand people were turned away. Brent Bozell warmed up the crowd by issuing an order, anticipating Ronald Reagan by a quarter of a century: “To the [U.S.] commander in Berlin: Tear down the Wall!”


By the time Goldwater was introduced by William Schulz (who would become the number-two editor at Reader’s Digest), it was past 11 P.M. Every half hour or so, one of us sitting on the stage had snuck back to the waiting room and told an increasingly impatient senator that it would not be much longer. On the last visit, a grim-faced Goldwater promised that if he did not go on in another ten minutes, he was heading back to his hotel.


When he was at last introduced as “the next president of the United States,” the Garden exploded. Conservatives had been waiting since Robert Taft had been denied the presidential nomination, since Joe McCarthy had been censured by the Senate, since John Kennedy had “stolen” the election from Richard Nixon. They had endured the slurs and the smears, been called “extreme right,” “radical right,” “ultra right,” “far right,” and now they beat their hands together and raised their voices, creating a cataract of sound that lasted five, ten, fifteen minutes.


Goldwater stood at the podium patiently, then impatiently, then puzzled, finally resigned. The crowd was transported into a state of ecstasy common to true believers. They chanted over and over, “We want Barry!” “We want Barry!” “We want Barry!” They shifted to a verbal game in which one half of the Garden shouted, “Viva!” and the other responded, “Olé!” This was no ordinary political rally but a revival meeting. At last, Goldwater brought them back to earth by leaning into the microphone and saying—his voice cutting through the lingering cries of “We want Barry!”—“Well, if you shut up, you’ll get him!” They laughed and cheered their hero once more and at last fell silent.


Goldwater told the rapt audience: “Conservatism is the wave of the future. It has come of age at a time of great national need.” No wonder, he said, “that the proponents of the Welfare State are becoming alarmed.… They are beginning to read the handwriting on the wall and it spells the twilight of radical liberalism… in this country.” They roared.


Addressing the central theme of the rally, “Victory Over Communism,” he declared solemnly that “we must—for the sake of survival—recognize communism for the enemy it is and dedicate ourselves once and for all to a policy of victory.”


It was an unconditional call for action against the barbarians who were at the gates of Berlin and Saigon and a dozen other outposts of freedom around the world. Later that year, Goldwater formulated a strategy for the Cold War in his little book Why Not Victory? that conservatives, including me, constantly quoted.


Regarding Cuba, Goldwater wrote, “We must take whatever action is needed to dislodge communism from its foothold in the Western Hemisphere.”


Regarding the U-2 spy plane: “We should all be proud that American ingenuity and industry produced an aircraft capable of penetrating Russia’s vaunted defenses.” I later learned that Goldwater had test-flown the U-2, one of approximately 180 aircraft he piloted in his life.


Regarding his policy of “Freedom Through Strength”: “We are ashamed of our strength and hesitate to use it at a time when only by the vigorous use of that strength can we hope to avert war”; “We should I believe announce in no uncertain terms that we are against disarmament. We are against it because we need our armaments—all of those we presently have, and more. We need weapons for both the limited and the unlimited war.”


Regarding the UN: “The government of the United States should declare that if the United Nations votes to admit Red China, our government will, from that moment until the action is revoked, suspend its political and financial support of the United Nations.”


Regarding the communist threat: “Whether we like it or not, we are engaged in a death struggle with an enemy which is waging a new kind of total war and which has declared its intention to bury us”; “Victory in the Communist War means… the opposite of defeat; it means freedom instead of slavery; it means the right of every man to worship God; of nations to determine their own destiny free of force and coercion.… It means peace with honor for men who prize liberty and do not fear death.”


I read and reread Why Not Victory? Yes, I thought, we must recognize the enemy for what he is, proclaim victory as our goal, and use our strength to oppose communism wherever it exists. That was a crusade worthy of joining.




THE CONSCIENCE OF A CONSERVATIVE


I was familiar with the arguments in Why Not Victory? because I had already encountered them in Goldwater’s bestselling manifesto The Conscience of a Conservative, the last third of which deals with “The Soviet Menace.” We are losing the Cold War, he wrote, because our enemies have understood the nature of the conflict and we have not. “They are determined to win the conflict, and we are not.”


And so he set forth a strategy that included superior military strength; keeping America economically strong; effective alliances like NATO; limiting foreign aid to countries that “are committed to a common goal of defeating world Communism”; no more summits with the Soviets, who have no intention of abiding by the agreements made; continuing nuclear testing; revisiting our membership in the United Nations; stopping all aid to communist governments; encouraging the captive nations “to revolt against their Communist rulers”; being prepared to undertake “military operations against vulnerable Communist regimes”; and above all declaring that “our goal in the Cold War must be victory.”


Here was a call to arms to which there was only one possible response.


YAF decided to challenge our government and its big-business allies with a campaign against the Firestone Tire and Rubber Company, which had announced it would build a synthetic rubber plant in Communist Romania.


Our Philadelphia chapter, under the direction of John LaMothe, initiated a national protest against trading with the enemy. Soon there were picket lines, demonstrations, a letter-writing campaign, and boycotts against Firestone dealers. Apparently believing that YAF had thrown its best punch, an undeterred Firestone proceeded with its construction plans.


Until YAF announced it was going to hand out thousands of anti-Firestone leaflets at the Indianapolis 500 on Memorial Day, which attracted a half million car-racing enthusiasts every year. We also said we planned to hire an airplane with a banner reading “Firestone: Stop Trading with the Enemy” to fly back and forth over the racetrack. The threat was enough. Firestone abruptly canceled the synthetic rubber plant project, and YAF was cited as the main reason for the cancellation in dozens of articles and editorials.







ENTER ANNE


As memorable as it was, the Madison Square Garden rally in March was not the highlight of 1962 for me. The most important and life-changing event of the year came in September at YAF’s annual convention in New York City, when I first saw Anne Libby Costanzo Stevens.


I was at a reception in the Commodore Hotel when I glanced across the room and noticed a group of young conservatives laughing hard at something one of them, a young woman, had said. Intrigued, I walked across the room, noticing as I came closer that she had dark brown, almost black hair, a classic oval face, and a shapely Italianate figure. Her eyes sparkled as she said something that elicited another round of laughter. She raised a tiny ivory pipe to her mouth and took a puff from a cigarette standing upright in the bowl of the pipe. I had never seen anyone, male or female, smoke that way, and with such assurance.


I would learn that the beautiful, animated young woman was Anne Stevens, the president of the New York Young Women’s Republican Club, whose membership of 1,200 made her one of the most sought-after political activists in the city. She could deliver a hundred workers for a campaign with a few telephone calls. At twenty-three, Anne was the youngest president in the club’s history by more than a decade and a possible candidate for the state legislature and even the U.S. Congress. I stepped forward to introduce myself, but someone announced that the convention was reconvening and Anne headed back into the meeting. We would not connect until the following year, but I never forgot my first look at the woman who would become my wife, my partner, my colleague, my editor, my senior counselor, the true love of my life.


When she arrived in New York City, Anne had not read The Road to Serfdom or The Conservative Mind, but she knew she was not like the liberals in her office or the Republican Party, who seemed so sure that the best answer for almost every economic or social problem could be found in government. After hearing what Bill Buckley had said at the Manhattan Center YAF rally, she realized she was a conservative, opposed to big government, in favor of the little platoons of society Bill mentioned, and willing to enlist in the Movement.


As the editor of the club newsletter, she wrote an editorial praising Buckley’s remarks. A few days later, she was in her third-floor walk-up on the Upper East Side when the telephone rang.


“Miss Stevens?” the voice drawled. “This is Bill Buckley and I want to tell you how much I enjoyed your editorial in the young women’s newsletter and to invite you to attend the next editorial meeting of National Review.”


“Oh, Schuchy,” Anne responded, thinking it was Bob Schuchman doing one of his spot-on imitations, “stop bothering me. I had a long day.” She hung up.


A minute later, the telephone rang again and the same drawling voice said, “But, Miss Stevens, I assure you this is Bill Buckley, and we would like you to join us next Tuesday. Can you come?”


An embarrassed Miss Stevens apologized profusely and said she would be honored to come although she was not sure what she could contribute. Midway through the editorial meeting, a smiling Buckley leaned forward and asked Anne for her opinion of the latest violence in Katanga—in the news because of a forthright anticommunist named Moise Tshombe. The senior editors—James Burnham and Frank Meyer—as well as publisher William Rusher turned their heads toward her. Taking a breath, Anne murmured the need to support Tshombe, whose name she had heard from Schuchy. By the end of the meeting, she had relaxed enough to perceive that Burnham was the intellectual superior of everyone in the room and that Buckley deferred to him on nearly every topic, including U.S. politics.


Anne had already met the other Bill—Bill Rusher—who served as an informal senior adviser to the Young Republicans and YAF. Whenever Rusher needed Anne’s support for his Machiavellian moves, he would invite her to dine at an expensive restaurant with starched tablecloths and whispering waiters. Amid a learned discourse on the relative merits of this Bordeaux or that Burgundy, Rusher would explain why it was necessary to replace Don with Doug or Karl with George or Nancy with Rita for the good of the Movement. Usually, although not always, Anne followed Rusher’s suggestion, appreciative of his political acumen and his taste in wines.


Once, when Rusher asked her where she wanted to eat, Anne named a popular Greek restaurant near the Village that featured belly dancing along with baklava. One of her fondest recollections is of a zaftig dancer wrapping a scarf around Rusher’s neck and drawing him, Brooks Brothers suit and all, onto the dance floor and undulating before him.







THE DRAFT COMMITTEE


In 1962 Senator John Marshall Butler decided not to seek reelection, requiring me to look for another job. I wound up in early 1963 as a vice president at Sorin-Hall, a small Washington public relations firm founded by Republican activist J. R. (Pat) Gorman. Weighing more than 250 pounds with a booming voice and matching personality, Pat had worked hard for Richard Nixon in his 1960 presidential campaign. His signal contribution was a handheld device he would click while saying, “Click for Dick.” He passed out hundreds and perhaps thousands of the clickers during the campaign, the clicks driving Democrats and some Republicans crazy. Sorin-Hall had one major client, International Telephone and Telegraph (ITT), for which I was the account executive.


I spent most of my time arranging luncheons for ITT vice president William Merriam with media people like the syndicated columnist William White at the Metropolitan Club, the city’s most exclusive private club. It was not onerous work, allowing me to monitor the narrowing polling gap between President Kennedy and Senator Goldwater. I knew from friends about the remarkably effective efforts of political strategist F. Clifton White to line up convention delegates for Goldwater, who kept insisting he was not interested in running. In one interview, the senator volunteered he was not sure he had the brains to be president. But I noted with the passing weeks that his protestations became more and more pro forma. His candidacy was all that young conservatives like me discussed. I was prepared in an instant to join any Draft Goldwater effort.


So when Peter O’Donnell, the millionaire Republican state chairman of Texas, and Clif White, the New York professional politician, formally launched the National Draft Goldwater Committee on April 8, 1963, at a packed press conference at the Mayflower Hotel, I was there, handing out news releases as a volunteer. O’Donnell and White were strikingly different in background but in agreement on one thing: the Republican Party was ripe for a conservative takeover. Formal in his dress and speech, Peter was a cool, calculating mathematics major who made many millions as a securities investor and gave much of it to the University of Texas and other institutions of higher learning in his home state. Known for his bow ties and his encyclopedic knowledge of politics, Clif had won the Distinguished Flying Cross during World War II and taught politics at Cornell University before becoming a full-time political operative. Peter and Clif found a common cause in the nomination of Goldwater for president.


I made it a point to drop by the Draft Goldwater offices on Connecticut Avenue almost every day. I wrote news releases, drafted statements for Peter, and produced an organizational brochure. In July I served as technical director of an Independence Day rally at the National Guard Armory and wrote remarks for Efrem Zimbalist Jr., the star of the popular TV adventure series The FBI.


“I know something about law and order,” said Zimbalist, “and I am confident that if he is elected president, Barry Goldwater will enforce the law and protect the public order. No longer will those who break the law be given greater consideration than those who enforce the law.” Zimbalist got some of the loudest applause at the rally and maybe in his professional life. Seven years later, I flew to Los Angeles to ask Zimbalist to head up a pro-FBI citizens’ group I was organizing. He remembered the rally and the speech and said yes.


To the astonishment of the media and many political professionals, seven thousand conservatives traveled by car, bus, train, and plane to fill the old, creaky, un-air-conditioned armory, even though Goldwater was not present but riding down Phoenix’s main street on his favorite palomino. The armory crowd chanted his name and filled baskets with bills of all denominations and made the front pages of the newspapers. Peter O’Donnell’s cool exterior concealed the gambling instincts of an oil wildcatter. His gamble to schedule a rally on the Fourth of July and without the candidate paid off. The media now took the National Draft Gold water Committee seriously.








MARCH ON WASHINGTON


Another rally in Washington the following month would have lasting consequences for conservatives and for America. Throughout the year, race dominated the national dialogue, highlighted by Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s nonviolent campaign in Birmingham and police chief Eugene (Bull) Connor’s violent reaction, complete with fire hoses, nightsticks, and dogs. Millions of Americans saw the shocking image of a snarling dog lunging at a terrified woman. In response, President Kennedy asked Congress to enact a civil rights law committed to the premise “that race has no place in American life or law.” It was an eloquent plea but did not seem to satisfy blacks and others who carried out 759 civil rights demonstrations in 75 cities, resulting in 13,786 arrests. Nor did it move the group of segregationist southern senators who promised to filibuster any such “unneeded” and unconstitutional legislation.


One demonstration was faithful to Dr. King’s theme of Gandhian nonviolence—the March on Washington in late August. More than 200,000 people, with perhaps one-third of them white, marched peacefully down Constitution Avenue and assembled on the National Mall in front of the Lincoln Memorial to hear civil rights leaders A. Philip Randolph, Roy Wilkins, and Floyd McKissick and the United Auto Workers’ Walter Reuther. I was there as an observer and yet more than that, because I was uneasy with the adamant states’ rights editorials and articles in National Review. Normally I looked to NR for guidance, but its editors seemed unmoved by the ugly images of Birmingham and the telling contrast between Dr. King and Chief Connor.


Civil rights was never a priority issue for YAF—Jay Parker was our only black national board member for years—but in the November 1962 issue of the New Guard, I wrote a signed editorial about James Meredith’s enrollment at the University of Mississippi, condemning the segregationist actions of Governor Ross Barnett and former major general Edwin A. Walker, and concluding:




As conservatives, we understand and support the theory of states’ rights but as conservatives concerned about freedom and respectful of order, we cannot endorse lawlessness, insurrection or racism. If Meredith is a “tool” of the NAACP he is a charlatan of the worst shape. But if he is a young man with a family interested in the best possible education, we wish him well as he pursues his course of studies.





In the summer of 1963, I walked, along with 200,000 others, to the Lincoln Memorial to hear Dr. King’s “I Have a Dream” speech. I was moved, caught up in his words and the palpable yearning of the black Americans around me. Could there be a day, I wondered, when people of all colors, creeds, and political persuasions joined hands? I was no student of black history in America, but I had seen enforced segregation, first as a child in Washington, D.C., and then as a Duke student in Durham. You did not have to be a civil rights activist to insist that Jim Crow had to go and without further delay.


Dr. King’s theme of freedom—“Free at last! Free at last! Thank God almighty, we are free at last!”—was consistent with Barry Goldwater’s political and personal philosophy. The senator revealed his sympathy with black frustration when he said to visiting students three months before the march, “If I were a Negro, I don’t think I would be very patient.” He refused to join white southern senators, most of them drinking buddies and all of them Democrats, in opposition to the march. “Anybody has the right to come to Washington and visit his congressman,” he said. “I’ll be in my office to receive people from my state.”


I was familiar with Goldwater’s consistent support of civil rights in Arizona, starting with the desegregation of the Arizona Air National Guard after World War II, before President Truman desegregated the armed forces. I knew that he had personally desegregated the Senate cafeteria in January 1953, insisting that his black legislative assistant, Katherine Maxwell, be served along with every other Senate employee. Maxwell was denied service her first day on the job by black servers. One blistering telephone call by Goldwater swept away the Senate’s long-standing Jim Crow policy. He generously supported the Arizona branches of the NAACP and the Urban League.


But all of this would count for little when the Senate took up the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and Goldwater had to cast the most difficult vote of his life.







FIRST DATE


One of the Goldwaterites who traveled to Washington for the July 4 rally at the National Guard Armory was Anne Stevens, who afterward went to Carol Dawson Bauman’s home. My name came up, and Anne took a never-mailed letter out of her purse and showed it to Carol. It was in the form of a letter to the editor of the New Guard in which Anne congratulated me for finally putting out a good magazine filled with news and photos about YAF and its political activities and not pretentious columns and articles by young conservatives not yet ready for prime time—that is, National Review. Carol laughed and put the letter in her purse, promising to give it to me at the next editorial meeting of the New Guard (she was managing editor). Anne protested that she never meant to mail it, but Carol would not give it back.


My initial reaction to Anne’s letter was incredulity. What did she mean “finally”? The New Guard had been brilliant from the beginning under my editorship. Our editorials were clever, our book reviews insightful, our analyses about Cuba, the National Student Association, the House Committee on Un-American Activities, hard-hitting.


I was also intrigued. Who was this girl who did not recognize my many talents? I did what any young cock of the walk would do—I telephoned her and after some preliminary bantering asked for a date. She replied she was quite busy at present. I was stunned—I had not been turned down by a girl since high school.


A week later, I asked her out again and got the same cool response. I was now determined. The volleying went on for another month until late August, when I wrote Miss Stevens that I would be traveling in Europe with my mother for the next two weeks. When I returned, I said, I would call on her and we would begin a weekend together with dinner at a very good French restaurant.


It was mid-September, I recall, when I walked up the three flights to her railroad flat on the Upper East Side and knocked on the door. I had read that on a first date the boy would make a good impression if he presented flowers and candy to the girl and made her laugh. Anne opened the door. She was wearing a white molded dress that set off her dark hair and olive skin. She was more beautiful than I remembered. It was almost a year since I had seen her for the first and only time at the YAF convention.


I handed her a single red rose and then a Hershey chocolate bar, which brought a smile. Encouraged, I pulled out of my pocket a New Year’s Eve horn and blew vigorously, the rude noise echoing in the hallway. The smile disappeared. Well, I thought, two out of three isn’t bad. I did not learn until later that when she went to get her coat, she said to her roommate, Joan Lawton, “It’s going to be a long evening.”


In fact, we had a wonderful evening over steak au poivre and a Caesar salad and Châteauneuf-du-Pape at Le Chambord, followed by a Saturday afternoon visit to the Metropolitan Museum of Art, a leisurely dinner at the Gay Vienna in Yorkville, Sunday Mass at Saint Patrick’s Cathedral and a lighted candle at Our Lady’s Chapel, and coffee, cake, and violins in the Palm Court of the Plaza (where we would spend our wedding night a year and a half later). It was the beginning of a fifty-year marriage and partnership filled with two daughters, eleven grandchildren, honors foreign and domestic, gambles and mistakes, embezzlement, and hard-gained financial security, the deaths of good friends and loving relatives, collaborations with Dr. Judd, Bill Buckley, Barry Goldwater, Russell Kirk, Ed Feulner, Jay Parker (we were the first racially integrated public affairs firm serving the right), Lev Dobriansky, David Jones, all bound up in our mutual commitment to freedom and opposition to all forms of tyranny.







“BREATHLESSLY CLOSE”


By early October 1963, it was clear that Barry Goldwater would be a presidential candidate—he had directed his old friend and family lawyer Denison Kitchel to open a Washington office. The political news got better for Goldwater and worse for Governor Nelson Rockefeller of New York, the senator’s principal opponent for the Republican nomination. When Governor Rockefeller and his new wife, Happy, visited a Republican picnic in Illinois, they were greeted with a sea of Goldwater buttons and balloons. One columnist wrote of their visit, “It was like observing a political corpse who did not realize he was dead.” Republicans preferred their leaders to be above moral reproach. Rocky had sorely disappointed them by divorcing his wife of three decades and marrying a much younger and just divorced woman who had been his private secretary and who relinquished custody of her four children to obtain her divorce.


In contrast, nearly fifty thousand enthusiasts jammed Dodger Stadium in Los Angeles to hear Goldwater deliver an address written by Karl Hess, a new speechwriter whom the senator nicknamed “Shakespeare.” He was interrupted by cheers and applause forty-seven times. Clif White kept lining up delegates in the wake of Goldwater’s appearances. Our cup overflowed when Time published a state-by-state survey that showed Goldwater giving President Kennedy “a breathlessly close race,” especially in the South.


In early November, Peter O’Donnell hired me as news director of the National Draft Goldwater Committee. I was given no assurance I would be retained when the Draft Committee was folded into the forthcoming Goldwater for President Committee, but I was confident they would find something for me to do. It was worth the gamble to be part of a campaign and a crusade to put a conservative in the White House.


In the fall of 1963, the idea of a President Goldwater was not a chimera. This was pre-Camelot, and though President Kennedy’s approval ratings were good in the North, they were weak in the South, where Goldwater was strong. The news media were intrigued by the possibility of a Kennedy-Goldwater contest with its clear philosophical choice between left and right.


The two men were looking forward to the campaign. They had talked about participating in a series of great debates, like Lincoln and Douglas in 1858, traveling from city to city on the same plane. Although they differed mightily on issues, except for communism, they liked and respected each other. Kennedy was a moderate liberal who looked to government to solve the most difficult economic problems. Goldwater was a libertarian conservative who had never met a government program he didn’t want to cut or repeal—with the exception of the Pentagon budget.


Joining the Draft Goldwater team was like being called up from Class AA Harrisburg to play for the Washington Nationals. I was sure I could make the cut. The senator knew me from YAF, as did his veteran press secretary, Tony Smith, who looked on me as something of a protégé. My first official day with the National Draft Goldwater Committee was set for Monday, November 25. I could hardly wait. I didn’t have to.













6 THE DAY KENNEDY DIED



I was having a mai tai in Trader Vic’s in the Statler Hilton Hotel with an old friend when a waiter came running through the restaurant crying, “The president’s been shot! The president’s been shot! In Dallas!”


I looked at my watch: it was 1:40 P.M. I was up the stairs and out of the hotel in less than a minute. I hurried along K Street. All around me, people were walking fast, almost running, as if they did not want to be caught out in the open. I turned right at Farragut Square, headed up Connecticut Avenue, and turned in at 1025. Across the small lobby and alongside the curtained French doors was a small brass plaque that read, “National Draft Goldwater Committee.”


I entered a large workroom with faded yellow walls, a scuffed wooden floor, a half dozen secondhand metal desks, and unforgiving fluorescent light. Along the walls were piles of pamphlets and stacks of paperbacks—mostly The Conscience of a Conservative and You Can Trust the Communists (to Be Communists) by Dr. Fred Schwarz. A dented coffee urn with a dripping spigot stood on a small metal table in the corner.


This is what I wrote in my campaign diary (the only diary I ever kept):




The Goldwater Committee was bedlam—phones ringing, girls walking back and forth, people huddled around the radio. Peter O’Donnell was somewhere on his way back to Dallas. Clif White and Tom Van Sickle were in St. Louis for a meeting of the Midwest GOP state committees. No one was in charge. The press release about my appointment had gone out that day and I had 12 calls already. “No comment” was all I could say until I talked to Peter or Clif.





We “kids,” as Clif White called us, had been left to answer the phones and take messages on what should have been a lazy fall day. The traffic was light and the lunches were long as they always were when the president was out of town. Most congressmen had already left for the weekend, aides were thinking about the happy hour at the Carroll Arms Hotel across from the New Senate Office Building, and the press galleries in the House and the Senate were deserted except for a few hearts players.


But the city was jolted into a frenzy by the bulletin from Dallas—“Kennedy Shot!”—and we were drawn into the vortex. Nearly everyone, including me, thought that someone on our side, a Bircher, a Minuteman, a follower of General Edwin Walker, had pulled the trigger.


I walked into Clif’s small, windowless office and turned on his twelve-inch black-and-white TV to get the latest news. As the minutes passed, the faces of Walter Cronkite and the other network anchors became fixed as though they knew something they did not want to report.


At 2:33 P.M. ET, an out-of-breath Malcolm Kilduff, an assistant to White House press secretary Pierre Salinger, stepped before an impatient pack of reporters at Dallas’s Parkland Memorial Hospital. Slowly, reluctantly, he said, “President John F. Kennedy died at approximately one o’clock Central Standard Time today here in Dallas.” The AP and UPI reporters ran from the room to find a telephone. “He died of a gunshot wound in the brain. I have no other details regarding the assassination of the president. Mrs. Kennedy was not hit. Governor [John] Connally was hit. The vice president was not hit.”


Judy Lewis and the other Goldwater girls began crying. I murmured three Hail Marys for the repose of the president’s soul. I couldn’t help thinking: were we dead, too?


Someone pounded on our door so hard the windowpanes rattled and the shades shook as if in a strong wind. “Murderers!” someone cried. I walked over and locked the doors.


Judy picked up a phone and turned white. “He says there’s a bomb.”


We called 911. Two police officers arrived and cleared the lobby. There was no sign of a bomb. They looked behind the pamphlets and books and under a few desks. They looked at us, pale and dazed, and suggested we go home.


“They were just blowing off steam,” one officer said. “You can’t blame them. Everyone’s upset with the president being murdered.”


“But we had nothing to do with it,” Judy said in her soft southern accent. The black policeman looked at her. “We didn’t,” Judy insisted, her voice suddenly more southern.


None of us wanted to go home and sit alone waiting to learn who had killed the president. So we stood before the small TV in the dim light of an old brass desk lamp and watched the networks try to bury Barry Goldwater and his campaign.


“President Kennedy was in Dallas, the heart of Goldwaterland,” NBC’s Chet Huntley said, “seeking to repair political fences.”


“The ultra-right John Birch Society has become increasingly active in Dallas,” one network reported. “Last month they made it clear they did not want UN ambassador Adlai Stevenson in their city.” The screen showed angry middle-aged white men and women crowding and jostling Stevenson.


The anti-Goldwater rhetoric crested when Walter Cronkite said, “Senator Goldwater is giving a political speech in Indiana and is not expected to attend President Kennedy’s wake and funeral.”


I was furious. Anyone covering Goldwater, and that included CBS, knew he was in Muncie, Indiana, with Mrs. Goldwater for her mother’s funeral and burial. And every political reporter in Washington was aware that Goldwater and Kennedy were good friends despite being philosophically as different as Hayek and Keynes. I called the Washington bureau of CBS News, but all the lines were busy.


The next two hours moved as slowly as a Senate debate. I sat drinking coffee in Clif’s office, waiting for the word that Kennedy’s assassin was one of ours. It was reported that the Dallas police were conducting a massive manhunt for a gunman who had shot a Dallas cop. I wondered: was he the same man who had killed Kennedy?




ONE OF THEIRS


At 4:15 P.M. ET, NBC announced that a suspect in the Kennedy assassination had been arrested. His name was Lee Harvey Oswald. I had never heard of him. All over America conservatives were checking their membership and donor lists. Then a reporter said, quoting the Associated Press, that Oswald was a member of the Fair Play for Cuba Committee.


“Praise the Lord!” I said.


“What is it?” Judy asked.


“The Fair Play for Cuba Committee is pro-Castro and procommunist. Oswald isn’t one of ours—he’s one of theirs.”


I learned later that Ed Butler of the Information Council of the Americas (INCA) in New Orleans had provided the information about Oswald’s ultra-left background. Ed had debated Oswald on a New Orleans radio station in August. Following the debate he had put out a press release giving Oswald’s personal history, including his defection to the Soviet Union and his public admission, “I am a Marxist.”


Ed had sent an information packet about Oswald to a Washington friend, bald, burly Eugene Methvin of Reader’s Digest, who set it aside for future reading. Now, on the afternoon of November 22, when Methvin heard the name Lee Harvey Oswald, he said to himself, “I know that name—he’s got a communist connection.”


He began leafing through a two-foot-high stack on the table behind his desk and found the INCA folder. He scanned it quickly and ran down the stairs to the first floor of the National Press Building, where the AP had its offices. He grabbed the arm of a reporter friend and said, “Do you know who Lee Harvey Oswald is?”
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