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INTRODUCTION 

Bom in Stuart, Iowa, December 22, 1 8 9 3 , of Quaker 
parentage whose beliefs could be traced "baok to the 
days of William Penn and before," Harold Story lived a 
life dedicated to pacificism and nonviolence. 

Throughout his career, in both his private and 
public life, Mr. Story never swerved from his belief in 
the principles of the Friends. Although put to the test 
many times, his greatest trial oame during World War I, 
when his deep antiwar sentiments compelled him to 
become a conscientious objector. A lengthy chapter of 
this work is devoted to the unhappy experiences of that 
period. 

At the age of eighteen, Mr. Story became a member 
of the Socialist Party and worked within it for many 
years as an organizer. He worked tirelessly for such 
radical beliefs as a five-day work week and an eight-
hour work day, for child labor laws, and for social 
security laws. When these ends had been achieved and 
the party began to espouse more violent tenents, Mr. 
Story resigned his membership and Joined another party. 

Within the following pages, the reader will find a 
description of the many aspects of his varied career: 
his years of teaching In Hawaii, Oregon, and Los Angeles 
County* his work as a newspaperman In Tucson and In 



southern California; his public relations position at 
the Los Angeles Municipal Airport; and finally, his 
Service in the Los Angeles City government as field 
secretary to Mayor Frank Shaw and as secretary to the 
City Fire Commission. In these last positions he was, 
of course, brought into close contact with the major 
political figures of the day, and was able to observe 
In considerable detail the circumstances of the Shaw 
recall and the first months of the succeeding Bowron 
Administration. 

The last part of Mr. Story's comments were unfor-
tunately left incomplete, with his untimely death on 
July 11, 1963. However, rough notes which he had pre-
pared as a guide for his next tape-recording session 
indicate the topics he had planned to discuss. They 
are appended here without editorial emendation, except 
for paragraphing, spelling, and the elimination of 
abbreviations. 

Heavy teaching load for me. Extra lectures. 
Morals in LA. Corruption in F[ire] Department 3. 
Oil well and arson matters. I knew I could get in 
deep water. Must act with great caution and 
discretion—be sure of my facts in any move if I 
were to keep my Job, let alone be of any genuine 
service to the City. 

Mayor Bfowron] and members of his staff 
continued to call on me for some special assistance 
from time to time, [Ordean] Roekey—learning 
politics that [he] never heard of as a political] 
sfeience] professor In [the] university. Rockey 
found Ineligible to take exam for permanent 
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appointment—had to be promotional. Also told 
me he was allowed no independent responsibilities. 
Mayor kept everything of importance to himself 
and did not take staff into confidence* Rockey 
soon resigned—later took position with Fed[eral] 
government—labor negotiations—San Diego (?) 
[question mark is the author's]. 

Many B[owron] camp followers found desks in 
the Mayor's suite as volunteer aides. Some, like 
James Agnew, a retired businessman of means, later 
on the B[oard] of w[ater] and P[ower] for some 
two yearE, was an earnest and honest worker, but 
utterly a novice in politics and uninformed about 
LA. Studied ways and means to cut expenditures— 
often talked to me about them. Discovered LA had 
more policemen in proportion to population than 
many other large cities. Told me his discovery 
with great enthusiasm. I suggested that he should 
also consider the proportions of policemen to 
areas which must be policed. He was surprised that 
anyone Bhould consider S[an] Ffernando] Valley and 
mountain areas of the City as part of the problem. 

B[owron] almost at once started appointing 
antigovernment-ownership men to Department [ofJ 
Wfater] and P[ower] Commission. Greatly to 
disappointment of liberal supporters. Rube Burrough 
to Bloard of] P[ublic] W[crks] where he was immediate-
ly active in investigations. Van Griffith similar 
on Police Department. Bowron also (throughout 
administration) highly favored military men in his 
administration—especially Fire and Police Commissions. 
But still had contacts with Communist front organi-
zations. Represent[ative] of his office prominent 
in a Communist front conference at City College* 

Budget commences to rise rapidly—19^0, 
Campaign of 194l--B[owron]'s first candidacy for 
a full term. Stephen Cunningham chief opponent— 
with [space left blank] as campaign manager. 
Organization of City Employees opposing B[owron]'s 
election double-crossed by Cunningham's campaign 
manager. Bowron wins the election, but C[unnlngham] 
stays in Council, now an opponent to B[owron]'s 
budget. Increases which commenced to skyrocket. 

Meanwhile, feeling fairly well settled In an 
adequately salaried position, my wife and I decided 
we can give up apartment house living and acquire a 
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permanent home—taking advantage of FHA loan 
arrangements. We have savings sufficient for 
down payment—search the city for a ready-built 
house—finally decided to buy a lot and build 
according to our own plan. I want a place where 
I can do gardnnlng for outdoor exercise. Select 
our present Brentwood site and take the leap. 
Move in February 1, 19^0. I have planted every 
blade of grass—every flower, shrub, and tree on 
the place—Including some productive planting for 
the family table, and, excepting for hiring help 
In recent years to do the lawn mowing, have 
continued to do all of the gardening myself. We 
had to borrow some of the money for furnishings, 
but have long since paid off all of our indebted-
ness, and have kept up well on modernizing and 
repairs. Center of our home is our den, or 
library, shelved from floor to ceiling—at 1500 
volumes and steadily increasing. We really 
planned the library first, then built the house 
around it. We have had, as family accessories, 
two handsome oollles, several kittens, two 
paraquets, two canary birds, a lizard, and other 
pets—although now down to one toad, one small 
turtle, and a new kitten. 

During our house planning my father died on 
July 7 , 1959—in Bellflower—where shortly before 
he had been honored as one [of] the community's 
pioneer residents and businessmen—having been 
there most of the time since 1914. I must always 
feel that he had literally worn himself out— 
worked himself to death—for his family. [Fire] 
Com[missioners] Lewis and Larronde surprised me 
by coming to the funeral. Father burled at Rose 
Hills beside my brother. 

Summer of 19^0—Franz Oppenheimer came to LA 
from Yokohama with his daughter, Renata—knew of 
him as a disciple of LfudwlgJ Gumplowlcz and had 
read his book The State as well as doing some study 
in his many-volumed untranslated work on principles 
of sociology. Saw him at home of his brother-in-
law at Toluca Lake. He wanted to meet LA 
sociologists and single taxers. We had him and 
Renata at our home one Sunday p.m. when the party 
Included Dr. Constantlne Panunzlo of UCLA, Dr. 
[George] Day of Occidental and his wife of [the] 
German Department staff at USC, and George Briggs 
of [the] State Prison Commission—v[ice]-p[resident] 
of [the] Severance Club, and a leading single 
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taxer who gave Oppenhelraer contact with Henry 
George's daughter, Anna DeMille. 

Many contacts with Oppenheimer thereafter— 
edited some of his monographs in English. 
Assisted Renata in getting herself established. 
He and Renata became members of Severance Club. 
He died in 19*12—I wrote obituary notice for 
Afraerican] j[ournal of] Sfociology], Sociologists 
of this country never knew or appreciated the 
remarkable mind and contributions of this dean of 
world sociologist[s] that had spent his last years 
among them. 

I had, from within a few months after coming 
to Brentwood, become active in community affairs, 
beginning especially with an effort In which the 
area worked for installing a sewer system. My 
familiarity with city government procedures and 
financing was a major factor In getting this Job 
done at a cost of around $45,000. We celebrated 
the achievement with a neighborhood banquet at the 
Brentwood Country Club, where, with the special 
assistance of. . . [Here the notes end]. 
The Interviews were conducted at Mr. Story's heme 

in Los Angeles in early 1963 by Mrs. Elizabeth I. Dixon. 
The tapescript was edited and indexed by Mrs. Adelaide 
0. Tusler. 
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ERRATA 

Page 513, fifth line from bottom 
Should read) "Xt was two nights a week. . • 
Pag® 657# line 4 
Should readt - . had nothing to live on. 
Page 779* second line from bottom 
Should readt M... « he had recovered, . . , 
Page 924, line 12 
Should readt "« . . should be more* . * . * 
Page 925i line 3 Should read1 . • bought out of that money 
Additional index entry 
Dingman, Linda Story 3*11, 609> 667 



CHAPTER X 
FAMILY BACKGROUND AND EARLY CHILDHOOD 

I have a feeling in starting this project that 
some Justification of biography is desirable* Many 
who have written their biographies, I notice, apologize 
a little bit in the first paragraph or two for appear-
ing to be egotistical enough to think that anyone 
wants an account of their lives} but I have two 
Justifications. One, in my own experience* I regret 
greatly that my grandparents and my parents never set 
down their recollections, which leaves me in the dark, 
somewhat, as to the things that happened in their 
lifetimes, the things in which they participated. X 
regret, in meeting elderly people throughout my life, 
in boyhood and especially as a young person, that I 
failed to press upon them the necessity for telling 
me their experiences* X recall when X was about 
tv&ve or thirteen years old knowing a man who told me 
he had heard some of the Lincoln-Douglas debates* I 
passed it off as a curiosity, with nothing demanding 
of me that I should get the story from him* It wasn't 
that important to me. He was a person of considerable 
leisure, and at that age I had plenty of time to get 
the story—but X never did. 
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Then, too, I think there's a justification in 
that X have participated in my own small way in a 
number of events whioh have transpired in my years, 
particularly in the growth and development of 
southern California and Los Angeles, where X have 
lived since 1901. 

One thing X would like to go into, at the out-
set, is something of my ancestry. 

Having been trained as a historian (although I've 
written no books of history, my special training was 
in the field of historiography and historical criticism) 
X have a very keen feeling that no one can be under-
stood unless you know where he came from and what his 
background is* If old professor at Berkeley used to 
say, "The important project for students of human 
society is to find out how things came to be as they 
are today,H and my ancestry tells how I came to be 
as X am today. I'm also somewhat Inspired by a little 
meanness. Sr. Constantino Panunzio, of whom you 
perhaps know, former professor of sociology at UCLA, 
made a remark once, in my presence, that X resented. 
He said (he himself being a European) that he doubted 
if any AmiEican knew anything of his ancestry farther 
back than his great-grandparents, and that very fow 
even knew who their great-grandparents were* Now, 
X can name ay great-grandparents without any hesitation 
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or difficulty whatsoever, and X can name their 
parents, too * 

r̂ y great-grandfather, Nehemiah Story, Jr., was 
a native of Weld, Maine, and was horn June 5th, 1811. 
His wife, my great-grandmother, was Clarissa Jane 
Carl. She was horn, I believe, in Indiana. I do not 
have the date. I have never been able to trace much 
of the Carl family. I'm not certain where they came 
from, or who her people were, although I have the 
name of her father and I think also of her mother. 

I had a great-grandfather Healey, Abial Healey. 
There is the name spelled with an ne? which is common} 
but he always spelled it with an "a" and pronounced 
it Abil Hele. He was born in Dudley, Massachusetts, 
July 22, 1822, His wife was Mary Adams, who was b o m 
October 26, 1816, in Sturbridge, Massachusetts. I 
have seen her birthplace. 

On my mother's side, I am descended from Ellas 
Hadley, Sr., who was born in Cane Creek, Randolph 
County, North Carolina, in 1804, and his wife, Deborah 
Doane, who was born in Blount County, Tennessee, 
January 17, 1811. My grandmother Hadley'a parents 
were Evan Smith Griffith, who was born, I believe, in 
Maryland, October 30, 1797, and his wife, Nancy Osborn 
Moorman, who was born in the western part of Virginia 
on July 30, 1807. 
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The ancestors of all of my great-grandparents 
were In the American colonies before the Revolutionary 
War. The first of the Storys in this country was 
William Story, who settled at Ipswich, Massachusetts, 
from Norwich, England, in 1637. ®he first of the 
Healy family was William Healy of Devonshire, who 
came to Cambridge, Massachusetts in the 1600'a. The 
Hadley family in Amerioa originated with Simon Hadley, 
who came to Pennsylvania from Ireland in 1712, The 
Doana family in this country originated with John 
Doane, who came from England to Plymouth, Massachusetts 
in 1636* The first American Griffith came from Wales 
to Pennsylvania in about 1720, The American Mo or mans 
began with Zacharlah Moorman, who came to Nansemond 
County, Virginia, in 1669, from the Isle of Wight. 

I have five ancestors, of whom I know, who were 
in the Revolutionary War. I am the great-great-great-
great-grandson of Captain Daniel Lyon, of the Wood-
stock, Connecticut Grenadiers, and also of the same 
order of descent from Benjamin Dows, a minuteman at 
Lexington, and of Major Nathaniel Healey, a minuteman. 
at Concord and Lexington who served throughout the 
war as an officer in the Massachusetts Militia. Then 
I am the great-great-great grandson of Joseph Story 
of the New Hampshire Militia, Benjamin Sias's company* 
from Hopkinton, and a great-great-great grandson of 
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Nathaniel Kittredge of the Massachusetts Militia, who 
saw "battle service at Saratoga and Bennington. Now, 
there nay he some others, hat X douht it, because the 
other side of the family were all Quakers. They were 
willing to start trouble but not to participate in it 
after it was started. 

On the Hadley side, including the Griffiths, 
the Doanea and the Moormans, they were all Quakers, 
back to the days of William Penn and before. Some of 
my ancestors came to Pennsylvania with William Penn. 
The Storys were mostly Baptists or Congregationallsts. 
They were deacons and ministers in churches of that 
faith, many of them. 

r̂ y grandparents, coming down a little closer, 
were Nathaniel Lyon Story, a physician, born April 6, 
1844, near Gallon, Ohio, and his wife, Sarah Healey 
Story, born in Muscatine County, Xowa, August 31* 1843. 
Prom them X have a few anecdotes that X think are of 
Interest. 

uncle told me not long ago (he is my only 
surviving uncle) a tale of my grandfather's first use 
of chloroform, way back shortly after the Civil War 
when chloroform was first introduced. He had a case 
of a compound fracture of the leg, a very husky young 
boy who was frightened to death of a doctor. First 
he had to tie him down, and then administer chloroform 
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to keep him quiet* My grandfather had never admini-
stered chloroform before in his life, and had seen 
it administered only once, hut he felt it was a 
necessity in this case} so he put the hoy to sleep and 
was in a cold sweat until the hoy came to, because he 
didn't know that he ever would come to. 

grandmother Story, Sarah Healey Story, was 
born in Iowa some three years before Iowa became a 
state. It was still a territory, recently a part of 
Wisconsin territoiy which had been divided shortly 
before. She used to tell me about seeing Indians 
there when she was a child, and how the Indians came 
to her father's hofte from time to time begging some-
thing to eat. They never were dangerous or threatening, 
but they wanted something to eat, and my great-grand-
mother gave them bread and butter. One time she made 
the mistake of putting jam on the bread, and thereafter 
they wouldn't accept it unless it had jam on it. 

Neither of my grandfathers, neither Grandpa Story 
nor Grandpa Hadley, were in the Civil War. Of course, 
my Grandfather Hadley was a Quaker, and he avoided 
being and finally was exempted from participating as 
a soldier* Grandfather Story wasn't old enough, 
being born in 1844} he still was a little too young 
to get in when the war started, and his father, my 
great-grandfather, told him that If he ran off and 
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enlisted, if the rebels didn't lick him, he would. 
So he didn't run off and enlist. But both of my 
grandfathers, I remember, were participants in the 
operation of the underground railroad, which smuggled 
slaves through from the South across the Canadian line. 

If grandfather Hadley, Jonathan Doane Hadley, was 
a farmer, born August 27, 1838, near Monrovia, Indiana, 
He was an old-fashioned Quaker, and so were both my 
father and mother. Before they were married, my father 
had become a Quaker, Both of my parents were attached, 
along with my mother's brother, to what was then 
dalled the "Progressive" or the "Evangelical" Friends. 
You could go to an Evangelical Friends' meeting today 
and you wouldn't be able to tell it, unless you watched 
with a very critical sense, from a meeting of the 
Presbyterians or the Congregatlonalists or the 
Methodists) if you stuck around for a while, you would 
commence to get the difference. But Grandpa Hadley 
never joined. He went to the Progressive meeting 
because the Conservative meeting in the neighborhood 
was dormant, I remember the old meetinghouse where 
he sometimes went with some of these Friends, and 
they would hold a silent meeting there occasionally. 
I remember having it pointed out to me by my mother, 
but it was way out in the country and seldom, I think, 
did they have any meetings there. However, some of 
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the Conservative Friends' habits were apparent in him. 
I remember him very vividly, although he died 

before I was five years old. He wore a beard, with 
a shaved upper lip. He didn't like instrumental music. 
He liked singing, but not instrumental music, and 
there was never a musical instrument in the house, I 
understand, except that one of my uncles as a boy had 
a Jew's-harp. It is also told that my grandpa Hadley 
would never sign a note, nor would he accept a note, 
in any financial transaction. He said, "If my word 
isn't good enough, then I don't want the money, and 
if your word isn't good enough, then I won't lend you 
the money." He would commit nothing to paper. 

I remember when I was in college at Whittler 
being taken aback a little bit by a reappearance, 
suddenly, of this old Quaker custom. As an officer 
of the Associated Students, I participated in a 
conference with the college president there who had 
a touch of the old feeling, although he was of the 
Evangelical group. We wanted to enter into an agree-
ment. They wanted the Associated Students to help 
pay for the athletic coach, because we were making 
quite a lot of money out of football games. We agreed 
to pay half of the salary of the football coach, who 
was also the mathematics professor, if they would 
employ a forensic coach from the English staff, and 
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we wanted to pat It in writing. Old President Newlin 
said, "I believe the Board of Trustees will agree to 
it, but we will put nothing in writing. That is not 
good Quaker custom." So I have come across that 
attitude just a little bit, myself. 

My grandmother Hadley, whose maiden name was 
Zelinda Lynch Griffith, was born June 3, 1843, at 
Harveysburg, Ohio. A tale that she used to tell me 
from her recollections of her childhood there was of 
some horse thieves being captured and disposed of in 
a summary fashion of the day. It was winter, and they 
put them under the ice. X didn't understand exactly 
what that meant at first, and X had to ask what "putting 
them under the ice" was. Well, they cut a hole in 
the ice on the river, and just pushed them under. X 
was horrified and am still horrified, but X remember 
it was a common practice in the West to hang horse 
thieves, while to us, today, it seems a little bit 
drastic. However, it occurred to me later in some of 
my reading that possession of a horse was almost a 
matter of life and death to the pioneer—to steal his 
horse might mean to take his life or the life of his 
family, and so they dealt with them in a summary 
fashion, drastically. Horse thieves were to be 
disposed of, promptly and quietly; and to put them 
under the ice, I suppose, was about as prompt and quiet 
as could be managed. 
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My grandmother also used to tell me (and I didn't 
have interest or sense enough to follow it up) of 
moving from Ohio down into Indiana. Harveyshurg is 
in southwestern Ohio, not far from Cincinnati, and 
close to the Indiana line* There were a considerable 
number of Quakers moving into Indiana, mostly coming 
up from North Carolina, and so her parents decided to 
go down there and join one of these communities in 
which they had relatives* The trip was made from 
Ohio into Indiana by covered wagon pulled by oxen, and 
she remembered that very vividly. She told especially 
of the difficulties of fording streams, when the water 
would come right up into the wagon, the water was so 
deep* But they made the trip. That must have been 
perhaps as early as 1850. 

The story thus comes down to my own birth* I 
was born in Stuart, Iowa, December 22, 1895~and to 
me, now, that seems a long, long time ago. Ity father 
was Charles Francis Story, who was "born near Wilton, 
Iowa, March 29, 1869, in a house built of hand-hewn 
timbers. Pfy* mother, Hessie Estelle Hadley, was born 
near Stuart, in a log cabin, November 24, 18?2. She 
always spoke with some pride, though, of not remember-
ing the log cabin, because her father replaced it 
with a lumber house when she was still very young. 
I remember the second house in which she lived. It 
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wgs torn down only a few years ago. Her oldest 
"brother, my Uncle Elza, who died about ten or fifteen 
years ago, remembered the old log cabin, though, 
very well. 

I can recall my Grandmother Hadley*s intense 
interest in Napoleon, when she was a woman well along 
in years, in her sixties and seventies. She used to 
talk about Napoleon, and I was always puzzled. Why 
so much excitement about Napoleon? 

Well, when she was a little girl, she knew lots 
of people who had lived during the Napoleonic wars, 
and remembered all of the events they so vividly 
recounted in her presence. Of course, that was the 
time when monarchy ruled all of Europe, and it often 
struck me and still strikes me as a little incongruous 
that an old Quaker lady such as my grandmother should 
have taken such an intense interest in the royal 
families of Europe. She knew all their names. She 
knew their interrelationships probably better than 
some of them did, themselves. But they were the great 
people of the day, and while probably she wouldn't 
have knelt before one of them, and would have maintained 
her Quaker dignity, just as William Penn did when he 
wouldn't take off his hat in the presence of the king, 
she still couldn't avoid being deeply interested. I 
think she showed a bit of her Virginia cavalier 
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ancestry, too, although her Virginia cavalier 
ancestors had all turned Quakers, way hack in the 
eighteenth century. Some of them became Quakers and 
deserted, but X never was able to turn up a Revolu-
tionary ancestor among any of them, anywhere. 

The Moorman family were close friends of Thomas 
Jefferson, and were closely related to the Lewises 
(who were related to the Washingtons) from whom came 
Meriwether Lewis of the Lewis and Clark expedition. 
The Clarks were related to us, too—the Clarks of 
Missouri, the first governor, later governors, and 
"Champ" [BeauchampJ Clark, who was a senator from 
Missouri. Lewis and Clark were related to each other, 
sesond cousins, X believe, and both of them were 
related to the Moormans. 

I believe there was some relationship to Daniel 
Boone, too. At any rate, my first forbears in western 
Tennessee came West (I mentioned that my great-grand-
mother was born in Tennessee) with Daniel Boone, came 
into Kentucky and Tennessee with him. He was of 
Quaker ancestry, by the way. So I have always taken 
a very keen interest in some of the American pioneers 
of the West, because I felt a kind of a kinship with 
them. 

I remember, years ago, when X was teaching adult 
education classes, the principal asked me one day if 
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I wouldn't conduct a special series during the 
summer. They wanted some of the public school teachers 
to attend my class during the summer, and he wanted 
to put on a special series of lectures about great 
American pioneers. 

I said, "Fine, if you'll let me make the selection." 
"Well," he said, "that's all right. Have you 

any idea what ones you'll put in?" 
I said, "Yes, of course; I will put in Franklin 

and Washington and Jefferson, but then I would also 
like to put in Boone and Kit Carson and Lewis and 
Clark." I found their lives intensely fascinating. 

I wish today there were a good biography of Kit 
Carson—I don't believe there is a really satisfactory 
one. He was so closely identified with the early 
history of California and New Mexico and Arizona. He 
was in Los Angeles as a very young man, and was 
associated, of course, with [John C.] Fremont; and 
there are tales still surviving of what a wonderful 
time he had, as a young fellow, in the environs of 
Los Angeles, which was then just a little tiny pueblo, 
and how he was entertained from one hacienda to another, 
the dances and the glorious festivals that they had, 
and how much he enjoyed it. Then he went back to New 
Mexico and settled down there in the vicinity of 
Santa Fe and on up to Taos. Personally, I've always 
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felt, well, that that's part of me. 
New England, too. A year ago last fall when we 

were there, I searched out the places where my 
ancestors had lived, and in New Hampshire, I saw a 
house built by one of my ancestors. We went from 
there on down into Massachusetts, to Ipswich where 
the first Story came in 1637» and on over to the 
adjoining village of Essex, to which the family moved 
and where they lived in the next generation because 
new land had been opened up there. They were among 
the first settlers. I saw the gravestones of my 
great-great-great-great-great-great grandfather and 
grandmother, still plainly marked, in the old Chebacco 
Cemetery behind the old church. The church is now 
no longer used. They built a new churdh a hundred 
years ago and they abandoned the old church, but they 
didn't take the building down, and it is still called 
the Chebacco Cemetery. Essex is not far from Gloucester. 

I had the unusual experience there of going to 
register at the motor court, and the manager looking 
up and saying, "Oh, Story—that's a very common name 
around here." 

I said, "Well, that's the first time I ever heard 
that in my life." 

"Oh," he said, "there are lots of the family here," 
which struck me rather sharply, because knowing that 
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my people had come from there, it had never occurred 
to me that they hadn't all left. I should have 
known "better, because they lived in that community 
for five generations (I'm of the sixth generation), 
so they've been there almost as long as we've been out 
here since. I was diredted by some old settlers there 
to some old inhabitants, natives, to find the grave-
stones of my ancestorsj and I found them, plainly, 
clearly marked. 

I often think, when they sing "America," "Land 
where my fathers died," of where they've died: they 
were buried all across the country—Massachusetts, 
New Hampshire, Maine, Virginia, Ohio, North Carolina, 
Indiana, Iowa, California, Kansas, Nebraska, Colorado. 
Wherever I go, I feel more or less at home. It's 
the way I felt when we went to Europe, six years ago 
last summer. I had a feeling all the time, while we 
were planning to tour the Continent first, that when 
we got to England for our last two weeks before we 
returned home, that I was going to feel at home there— 
and I did. I felt that my people had a part of this, 
too. Far back until the records disappear, they 
were here. Story presumably originated as a Danish 
name and goes back to the Danish occupation under 
Canute, and when I have mentioned that to Danes they 
always brighten up and say, "Why, of course, it's a 



16 

Danish name; not in the form in which it's heen 
anglicized, hut it could easily he a Danish name." 

There are lots of Hadleys and Healeys in England 
to this day. I mentioned a Hadley ancestor coming 
from Ireland: actually they were in Ireland only for 
one generation, from England. Hadley, Story, Healey 
are all common names; and there are other names of 
other ancestors, Andrews and Low and Forrester, and 
many, many others that I could recall. 

I've always been much disappointed that I've 
never been able to trace back my Adams ancestry further 
than my great-great-grandfather, though I have 
searched. There are numerous Adams records from all 
New England. There were at least four distinct 
Adams families, apparently unrelated to each other. 
As far as that goes, there were two or three different 
Story families in New England which had no American 
relationship to each other. Justice Joseph Story in 
the Supreme Court spelled his name as I spell mine. 
His mother came from Ipswich. His father participated 
in the Boston Tea Party—one of those young scalawags 
who dumped the tea overboard and then had to get out 
of town in a hurry before the governor could catch 
them the next day. He took refuge with my relatives 
in Ipswich; but I never was able to trace any family 
relationship at all. Later, some of my relatives 
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were partners with, relatives of Justice Story in 
opening up a tract in New Hampshire where some of 
them moved from Ipswich; so they were obviously well 
acquainted. Far back, they may have had some knowledge 
of relationship in England, but I've never been able 
to detect any of it; and the Adams ancestry has had 
me completely frustrated. 

I am a genealogist by hobby. Ten generations 
back I had, I believe, ten hundred and twenty-four 
direct ancestors living. That's Just mathematics, 
and of that number, perhaps I know the names of 
twenty-four—which is very unusual, by the way. Most 
people don't know any; but I think I could identify 
the names and some tiling about the dates and the 
whereabouts of maybe twenty-four of the thousand and 
twenty-four. Among the others were, doubtless, horse 
thieves and other people I wouldn't want to acknowledge, 
froday, any more than they would want to acknowledge 
me. But some people collect stamps and others collect 
coins, and I collect ancestors. They're less 
expensive than either stamps or coins, and you feel 
a much closer identification with them, I think. It 
gives you a sense of the reality of the history of 
the nation. 

When I went to Norwich, England, from which my 
first American Story ancestor came, I told people I 
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was going to find out why he got kicked oat of town; 
I made a pretty thorough search, "but couldn't find out. 
There was a Story who came in the Hayflower, but he 
didn't live through the first winter, and he had no 
descendants. I don't know where he came from, I know 
nothing about him. 

It may strike you as curious that I'm not a 
member of the Sons of the Revolution. I am eligible 
on five different lines, but one time I was in the 
public library, looking over their roster in which they 
give the Revolutionary ancestor of each one, and I 
found that most of them had only one ancestor from 
which they claimed membership, though some had two 
and three and a few had five. I made up my mind right 
then I was never going to join the Sons of the 
Revolution until I could dig up a sixth. I wanted to 
be at the head of the list. I have never found the 
sixth. I may turn him up yet, if I can dig out the 
Adams ancestry, or possibly the Carl ancestry, if I 
can ever find out anything about it. They may have 
come at about the time of the Revolution. There is 
some suspicion that they were of Low German anoestry 
and came to Pennsylvania with the Mennonites and that 
early element which came at about the time of the 
Revolution. One of them might turn up as a Hessian. 
It!s a German-sounding name, although not spelled in 
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the German manner; but you know, some of the German 
Hessians who arrived speedily ran away from the British 
and took refuge among the Xow Germans who had settled 
in Pennsylvania, married among them, and left 
descendants. It's difficult to trace that ancestry 
because they were obscuring themselves, purposely, for 
fear they'd be picked up and shot as deserters, or 
something of the kind. 

Back to my own early recollections. This, too, 
is a summary inspired somewhat by meanness, because 
when I studied psychology my professor insisted that 
no one could remember anything that happened when he 
was four years old, and very few could remember things 
even that early. He doubted if anybody really 
remembered anything earlier than six. I have clear 
recollections back to the time I was two and a half, 
and I know they are my own recollections, things that 
I witnessed myself that were not told to me, because 
nearly all of them involve situations that no one else 
could have remembered and that in many cases happened 
to me only. 

One of my very earliest recollections is of my 
great-grandmother, Deborah Doane Hadley Lewis. (After 
my great-grandfather died, she remarried, and her 
married name at that time was Lewis) She died in 
November, 1896, so my memory goes back to when I was 
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about two and a half years old. It is only one little 
incident, and it involved her and me, alone. Nobody 
else was present at the time. We were at my grand-
father's home on the farm. We'd been there for the 
day, and my father and mother, my little brother, my 
baby brother, were out in the carriage to be taken 
back into town. I was loitering behind and they were 
calling to me to hurry up, and as I ran out the 
doorway, I remember my great-grandmother sitting 
there, right in the doorway, just at the side of the 
doorway, and as I started out, she poked her cane 
out at me as if she were going to trip me up. I was 
quite confused and she was much amused. 

By the way, my mother has that cane to this day. 
When I saw my mother on her ninetieth birthday, the 
twenty-fourth of last November, she showed me that 
cane. It really wasn't a cane. It was an old wooden 
umbrella stick that somebody had removed all the 
stays from and that was grandmother's cane* It has 
carved on it perhaps fifty or sixty initials. Her 
grandchildren, her great-grandchildren who were old 
enough to do so, her nephews and nieces all carved 
their names on it, so it is a very interesting heirloom. 
Host of the initials I would not be able to identify, 
but I believe my mother has written them all down 
with their identification. She knew all of them. I 



21 

think she was irked a little, sometimes,because she 
would find initials there of young people who were 
friends but not relatives, and she thought that it 
should be confined strictly to the kinship. 

I also remember the birth of my brother, Donald, 
August 25, 1896, when I was two years and eight 
months old, That, again, is a recollection that 
wouldn't have been in the mind of anyone else. No one 
could have told it to me. In the charge of my father 
we were crossing a street, just a little distance 
from our home. It had been rainingj the street was 
muddyj and in the middle of that street as he was 
helping me through the mud puddles, he told me I 
had a little baby brother at home. Now, he wouldn't 
have remembered just when and where he'd told me; but 
I could go to that street today, to that particular 
crossing. I know which side of the street it was on, 
and I was two years and eight months old. 

I remember the death of my grandfather, Jonathan 
Hadley, which occurred on February 8, 1898, when I 
was four years old, and I remember going to the funeral. 

I remember starting to school in September, 1898, 
in the first grade, I was still three months short 
of being five years old, and I guess my mother wanted 
to get rid of me, get me out of the house for a while, 
and so she went over and persuaded them to let me 
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start. Perhaps it was a mistake for the school-
teacher, and I know it was a mistake for mej hut I 
started a little before I was five, and by the time 
I was five years old, I was already commencing to 
read. 

By the way, in connection with early school 
experiences, I'm sometimes astonished to realize how 
very modern that school must have been. I learned 
to read by the phonetic system, concerning which 
there's so much controversy, today. It was one of 
the very few places in the country where they used 
the phonetic system. I think I have a copy of the 
book that our teacher used as a guide, we were taught 
by means of a story. We got a chapter of it told to 
us by the teacher every day. It was a story about a 
little boy, as I remember, who lived in Chicago, and 
his smaller sister, and their experiences in going 
out to visit their grandparents on a farm. Their 
mother asked them what letter represented each sound 
that they heard—not only the vowels and the consonants, 
but also the diphthongs. When they got on the train, 
I remember, they heard the locomotive go "ch-ch-ch," 
and when they were eating fish for dinner at the 
farm and somebody got a bone stuck in his throat and 
tried to cough it up, that was "k-k-kjM and we got 
this sugar-coated instruction in the form of a story 
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in which, we were desperately Interested. We wanted 
to know how things were going to come oat. We did 
not go alphabetically, at all. In fact, I was in the 
third grade before I ever learned the alphabet, and 
I learned it then because 1 needed to use the dic-
tionary; but on the farm, they heard the little lamb 
say, "a," and that was the short "a" sound; and on 
one oodasion the mother of the children warned the 
little girl about something, saying, "ah ah," and 
the little boy, who by that time had commenced to 
catch on, asked, "Mother, what letter is that?" "Well, 
that is the short 'o'." So in a short time, we had 
all of the alphabet with all the sounds, and we could 
pronounce any word, whether we knew what it meant or 
not. 

After years of teaching, I realize both the 
advantages and disadvantages of that system, but that 
was the system we had. We began arithmetic in the 
first grade, by counting and arranging little piles 
of sticks, colored sticks that we were provided, 
little things like toothpicks. We were supplied these 
sticks, and we did our first calculating just exactly 
as the primitives learned their first arithmetic 
and, I believe, their calculus. Doesn't calculus mean 
little pieces of chalk? It was a painless way of 
acquiring some of the fundamentals. 
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I remember visits from my Grandmother and Grand-
father Story when I was three, four, and five years 
old. My grandmother and grandfather were separated 
hy that time. My grandmother never remarried and my 
grandfather did, so they never came together; hut we 
saw both of them rather frequently. My grandmother 
lived with us for short periods of time, and my 
father's two younger brothers also spent some time 
with us. I remember my Grandmother and Grandfather 
Story very vividly. 

I remember the farm where my mother was born, a 
mile north of Stuart, where my Grandfather and 
Grandmother Hadley lived. We often went there on 
Sundays after church service. 

I remember the drugstore where my father was a 
young pharmacist. It was a store owned by Doctor 
J. A. Treat, a physician. By the way, my grandfather 
and my great-grandfather Story were both physicians, 
and I have their old medical books and the apothecary 
scales and. the surgical instruments that my grand-
father used. They're things that would scare a patient 
to death, today. I have a forceps that he used to 
extract teeth, and believe me, the tooth would come 
or the jaw would break, one of the two—it's a ghastly-
looking thing. I'm rather interested in the old 
books. One was passed down to my grandfather by my 
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great-grandfather, and it has an extended inscription 
on the flyleaf, written by my great-grandfather to my 
grandfather, saying that he didn't expect to live 
very long (he was getting along in years and was in 
poor health), that he would have no further need for 
this book, and that he wanted to send it to a man who 
could use it. Of course, they studied medicine in 
those days by working with older physicians. My 
grandfather had a little bit of school training, some-
where; but neither of them had a medical degree. 
There wasn't a college within probably five hundred 
miles of either of them where they could have gotten 
a medical degree, and five hundred miles was as far 
then as it is around the world today. 

I remember both the first and the second elections 
of President McKinley, 1896 and 1900. Of the 1896 elec-
tion, I remember only one thing, however. There was 
popular at that time—I don't know which party used 
it, possibly the adherents of both—an awful noise-
making device called "the campaign squawker." It is 
still manufactured today by youngsters, sometimes. 
I haven't seen one for years, although I used to make 
them myself. You punch a hole in an empty tin can 
and put a string through it, knot the end of the 
string so it doesn't pull out, and then put resin on 
the string and pull your thumbnail along it. It 
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makes an awful racket. My brother was just at that 
time in his very babyish squalling stage, and my 
father dubbed him "a campaign squawker." 

In the second election of McKinley, in 1900, our 
community was almost entirely Republican. It was 
overwhelmingly Republican. My father was one of the 
few exceptions, although he was not a Democrat: he 
was a Prohibitionist, an ardent, a violent Prohibi-
tionist; but u;e had a rhyme that was going around 
among the youngsters of the Republican families, some-
thing to the effect, 

McKinley rides a white horse, 
Bryan rides a mule, 
McKinley is a great man, 
And Bryan is a fool. 

I picked it up at school and brought it home with 
me, only to be admonished by my father that that was 
no way to talk about William Jennings Bryan; that 
while he didn't agree with William Jennings Bryan in 
a lot of things, certainly he was no fool. He was 
a man of standing and education, and I shouldn't talk 
about anybody that way. 

I also remember knowing, when I was possibly 
four years old, a Negro* We had very few Negroes in 
the community. I remember two. One was a young man 
who chummed with the other boys; he was probably 
elghteen or nineteen years old, and he was a chum of 
the white boys around the community, with no race 
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line drawn whatsoever. If uncle, L. M. Story was a 
very close friend of this Negro hoy. He and the 
other lads would come to our home sometimes in the 
evening with musical instruments. They had a fiddle 
or two. I don't think there was a violin in the 
state, but they had mandolins and guitars and banjos, 
and they sang the old ballads. I realize today that 
they were first cousins to the hillbillies; but they 
would come to our home sometimes in the evening and 
play and sing for an hour or two and always among them 
was this young Negro. 

Shortly after that, he married and lived in 
another town. On one occasion my father and mother 
had some business to transact in this other town, and 
we went down there, Pf father rented a team of horses 
and a buggy from the livery stable, and we went down 
to the other town, a few miles south of Stuart, and 
while they transacted their business, they took me to 
the home of this young Negro couple to be taken care 
of. I remember them putting me to sleep to take my 
nap; and then when I awakened the young Negro picked 
me up and carried me on his shoulder down to where 
my parents would be waiting for me; so it was a very 
pleasant experience for me as a youngster. 

These were friendly people, but I saw no more 
Negroes until a Negro family moved into the town. I 
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don't exactly recall the man's name, but It seems to 
me it was Peter Bell. Before he came there, he was 
already known to the community—he must have lived 
there before, or the people knew him somehow. I 
remember seeing him come up the street one day on the 
other side from our home. I was with some older boys 
who lived close by. We rarely saw Negroes, and so we 
stood there and watched him till he was clear out of 
sight, and then discussed the interesting phenomenon 
of a black person. To me it was quite thrilling. An 
hour or so later he came back, still on the other 
side of the street. The other boys were playing 
some little distance away, by this time, and I was 
in front of our house, alone; but I didn't want them 
to miss it, so I hollered to them (and I don't know 
where I picked up the expression, but to me a black 
person was a "nigger"), "Here comes that nigger again1" 

I remember the old gentleman stopped short, 
across the street, and he beckoned to me and called, 
"Little boy, won't you come over here?" 

There was no danger. There wasn't an automobile 
within a thousand miles, and it was perfectly safe. 
I was afraid to go, but I was more afraid not to go, 
so I ran across to him. He knelt down right beside 
me so he could talk to me very quietly, and he said, 
"Little boy, we don't like to be called 'niggers'. 
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We like to be called 'colored people.' Will you 
remember that?" 

That was more than sixty years ago and I remember 
it to this day. I told the incident to my father, 
later, when he came home for lunch. I told what had 
happened. He said, "Peter Bell is a very fine old 
gentleman. We all know him. We respect him. What 
he tells you is correct. Never use the word 'nigger' 
in my presence, nor out of my presence, either." He 
said, "Peter Bell has had a hard life. He grew up 
as a slave. He was a man well along in years before 
he ever got his freedom, and he has a fine family, 
and I want you to treat them just as you would any-
body else." 

I recall later, on some occasion, that I was 
at the Friends' Church. They were getting up some 
kind of a social affair that evening, and for one 
reason or another, some of the young women of the 
church went over to the Bell's home, which was close 
by—they wanted to borrow something or get some help, 
or something, and they took me with them. I remember 
one of the Bell daughters, a girl perhaps fifteen 
or eighteen years old, picking me up and holding me 
on her knee and making quite a fuss over me, and I 
decided then that Negroes were all right. I had no 
objection to them, and I don't right down to the 
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present day. Occasionally I find an objectionable 
Negro, but occasionally I find an objectionable Irish-
man or Scotchman too, and so far as my feelings are 
concerned, my objections are on the same basis. 

The town of Stuart then had a population of about 
2,000. It was a thriving farming center. It had a 
flour mill, a large lumberyard, a creamery, and some 
five churches, I believe. I think there were four 
or five Protectant churches and a Catholic church, 
and I remember going to Mass in the Catholic church 
one time, which astounded me. I'd been to the 
Methodist church with my Grandmother Story, I'd been 
to a Congregational church some time or other, and we 
regularly went to the Friends' meeting; but for some 
reason or other, I think at the special invitation 
of some Irish girls who were friends of my mother's, 
we went to the Catholic Mass. I don't know what the 
occasion was, but they especially asked us to go. I 
remember that the priest, Father Foley, was very 
much beloved by all the Protestants in town. He was 
a man of great charity, Ity uncle told me about some 
of Father Foley's concealed charities, that he would 
find that some family was without food or fuel and, 
somehow or other, there would be food on their 
doorstep, or there would be a ton of coal dumped in 
their coal shed, and they never knew where it came 
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from. Father Foley never admitted that he had any-
thing to do with it or was even aw^re of it at all. 
He was a man highly respected in the community. My 
father thought a great deal of him, and I remember 
that long after we came to California and after I was 
grown, my father sometimes would speak of Father 
Foley with great affection. 

Stuart was a Rock Island [Railroad] Division 
town, forty miles west of Des Moines. It had a round-
house, and the railroad shops were there. My father 
knew most of the railroad men and sometimes he would 
take me over to the railroad yards. We'd go through 
the roundhouse and see the locomotives, and that, of 
course, to a small boy (I was about four) was a great 
thrill. I once had a ride in a locomotive cab, some-
thing that would be almost impossible to achieve today. 
If father had taken me to Guthrie Center—I think he'd 
been to a Prohibition Party convention in Guthrie 
Center, which was the county seat, and we went down 
to take the train to return home. We were going to 
stop off at another little town close by, at Menlo, 
where my mother and my baby brother were staying with 
my aunt, and the engineer just invited my father to 
bring me and ride in the cab part of the way back* 
It's the only time I've ever ridden in a locomotive 
cab, and I don't ever expect to again. In fact, 
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locomotive cabs are almost non-existent today except 
for diesels, and I wouldn't "be caught in a diesel, 
they're upstarts. 

I remember going to circuses, certainly, 
Ringling Brothers, but more particularly, Pawnee 
Bill's Wild West Show, long before Pawnee Bill 
merged with Buffalo Bill, I enjoyed circuses. We 
never missed them. My father got free tickets because 
they posted circus bills in the drugstore windows 
and gave the proprietor free tickets, and the pro-
prietor always passed them along to my father, I 
enjoyed the circuses but they also frightened me. 
The acrobats, I felt, were far too daring for their 
own good health, and I would sit there and tremble 
with fear for their lives. In Pawnee Bill's show, 
they put on a very realistic representation of Indians 
surrounding a prairie cabin. They had a little cabin 
that they would build in the middle of the circus, 
and they would have some people in it, some women and 
children, and then the Indians would ride around and 
around, uttering their war whoops, and finally set 
the cabin afire. It was real fire. About then, the 
cowboys would come on, chase the Indians away, and 
rescue the inhabitants of the cabin. It was all too 
realistic for me. I didn't enjoy that at all, I was 
afraid somebody was going to get hurt, and I wasn't 
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really certain whether it was a show or whether they 
were playing for keeps. 

I also remember seeing Japanese and Chinese in 
the circuses. The only other Oriental I ever saw was 
a Chinese laundryman who set up business in the town. 
I didn't know that such people existed. If mother 
went into the Chinese laundry one day to get one of 
my father's shirts that she'd left there. I followed 
her in, quite unsuspecting, and was immediately con-
fronted across the counter by this weird-looking, 
yellow-complexioned, slant-eyed individual with a 
pigtail. I got out of there as fast as I could go 
and ran down the street. The Chinese laundryman laughed 
his head off. He thought that was extremely funny. 
I didn't see anything funny about it. I didn't know 
that such people were on earth, anywhere. He just 
terrified me. 

I remember the gypsies, too, who used to come 
through town. They were mostly horse traders. They 
had long trains of covered wagons and lots of horses, 
and they were rather strange-looking people; X usually 
watched them only from a distance because among the 
younger generation of my age it was quite understood 
that all gypsies were kidnappers, so when I saw the 
gypsy wagons a block or two away, I scooted for home 
and hid under the bed. 
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At lunch time, I'd go home—we never carried 
lunch, since it was only a half a "block from our 
house to the school, and we had an hour. On this 
particular day, which was a bright sunny day, probably 
in the fall though it might have been late in the 
spring, my mother said that she was out of bread, 
that she hadn't had time to bake any, and would I run 
down to the store and get two loaves. If I hurried, 
I could get back by the time my father was there, 
because he came from lunch, too. It was about three 
blocks from home to the bakery. Bread was two loaves 
for a nickel. I was so small that they always 
wrapped the loaves separately. They were hot out of 
the oven, and they warned me not to squeeze them. I 
would go home with a loaf of bread under each arm. 

Milk was five cents a quart, and I had always 
supposed that it was fixed in the constitution that 
eggs should be ten cents a dozen. I never heard of 
any other price for eggs until we oame to California, 
and then we commenced to run into them at fifteen 
and twenty cents a dozen, which was an outrageous 
prioe. 

Dixon: And liver was for the cat. 
Story: Yes, liver was for the cat. They'd give it to you. 

I saw Stuart late in October, 1961, for the first 
time in more than sixty years. My recollections of 
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the town, however, were sufficient, and I found my 
way around without any difficulty, all over town. As 
we drove in from Stuart to Des Moines, I asked my wife 
to let me take the wheel. She had driven the freeway 
out that far, and I said, "Now let me take the wheel. 
I want to see if I can find my way around." I had 
no trouble at all. Wherever we wanted to go, I 
found the way. 

Dixont Has it grown much? 
Story: It hasn't grown. It has deteriorated, as maDy of 

those small Iowa towns have. They have no excuse for 
existence, any more, most of them. They were farming 
centers, and they were built at a situation that was 
within easy driving distance for a team to come in 
and go back in a day—they could transact some 
business, do their marketing, sell their milk and 
get the mail and so on, and still get back in a day, 
which meant that the towns were six to ten miles 
apart. Now the farmer has an automobile better than 
the automobile I have here, and when he or his wife 
want to go shopping, they get in the car and go to 
Des Moines, forty miles away, in less time than their 
grandfathers could get into Stuart. 

It's an interesting but rather shabby little old 
town. I recognized the five-room house which I 
remember as my first home though it was not my 
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birthplace. It is now remodeled, hut I had no 
difficulty in identifying it. I saw the Friends1 

Church, where we went, and the Methodist Church where 
my Grandmother Story went. Those are unchanged. The 
only churoh I saw that was changed is the very large 
and impressive Catholic Church that now occupies 
the center of the town. I reoognized the building 
where Doctor Treat had his drugstore, and the high 
school which my father attended. A large part of 
the deterioration of the town ia due to the fact that 
the railroad shops were moved away to the town that 
is now called West Des Moines, which was then called 
Valley Junction. When they lost the railroad shops, 
they lost most of their business. 



CHAPTER II 
THE MOVE TO CALIFORNIA 

We left Stuart for California in March, 1901, 
when I was seven years old. There were some twenty 
of us in the party that left all at once, on the 
Rock Island train. It included two of my mother's 
oousins who had already settled with their families 
in California but had returned to Stuart on a visit. 
There was also my Uncle Elza, my mother's oldest 
brother, and his wife and four children, In our 
family, there was my father, my mother, my younger 
brother, who was then four, and my sister, who was 
just a little past a year old. 

We were five days on the train coming from 
Stuart to Orange County, and we rode in day coaches 
the whole way. My mother's cousin said, "Oh, it's 
nonsense to get a Pullman sleeper. That isn't of any 
importance. Don't waste your money." 

We also carried our food with us. We never went 
to the dining car. We were poor people, and to take 
a family of five into the dining car was something 
my father couldn't have thought of doing. He did 
go to the dining car sometimes to get coffee for him-
self and my mother. 
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Well, I didn't know that it was a hardship. I 
didn't know we were having a tough time, because I 
sat glued to the window the whole trip watching the 
scenery, which was mostly snow beoause we left Stuart 
in very cold weatherj and when we reached Denver, we 
had to change cars in a blizzard. We also changed, 
X think, at Ogden, at Sacramento, and again at Los 
Angeles, and perhaps at two or three other places, 
X'm not sure. 

We reached Orange, California, on March 31* We'd 
made a mistake and gone from Los Angeles down to 
Orange on the Southern Pacific, which had no station 
at Orange. Its station was about a mile west of 
Orange at a wide place in the road called West Orange. 

We were met by a host of relatives with carriages, 
but there weren't enough to go around, and so they 
took the luggage that was necessary to transport 
immediately, the women, and the babies. The men, 
most of them, walked. It was only a mile, along a 
dusty road. I chose to walk with the men and two of 
my older cousins. It was a balmy night, and as we 
walked through the scented orange groves, I decided 
that California was going to be wonderful. 

We stayed with relatives until my parents were 
able to establish themselves, rent a house, and get 
some furniture into it. It was rather a rush order, 
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"because we found the last day or two that we were on 
the train that we had been exposed to measles, and 
they were sure that I would catch it. Their surmise 
was correct. We just got into a nice, comfortable, 
new house (while it still wasn't adequately furnished, 
at least we had beds and a stove and we were managing) 
when I came down with the measles. They doubted that 
I would pull through. It was pretty serious. Ply 
brother and sister had very light cases, but I was 
bedridden for two weeks and delirious a large part 
of the time. lor some years, much of the memory of 
the trip to California was just wiped out, but it 
came back to me, and now I remember more of it than 
I did when I was eight years old. 

When I recovered from measles, then a very 
serious attack of what would be called today an 
allergy hit me. If brother also had it, but we 
called it the hives. I just broke out in bumps all 
over my body, and particularly down on my bare legs. 
I couldn't wear stockings at all, and these things 
would turn almost into boils, Itched terribly, and 
were very sore. They would fester and break open, 
but I was started in school, nevertheless. If parents 
were firm believers in their children going to school 
if they were able to walk, and so I went to school. 
Fortunately I had only about a block to go. 
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Hjt recollection of the remainder of that year 
in the elementary school in Orange is very unpleasant. 
It was all new to me. Excepting for two cousins who 
were also going there, I knew no one, and I missed 
my friends in Iowa very, very much. I was homesick. 
Their methods of teaching were entirely different, 
I was coming in toward the end of the school year, and 
I was behind in everything, it seemed to me. I do 
recall a very kind teacher, a very pleasant teacher. 
She was encouraging and she helped all she could, 
hut it was not a pleasant experience. The new hoy, 
of course, either had to lick everybody or be licked, 
and in my case, I was licked. For the most part, I 
never was much of a fifehter, and they made fun of me. 
I had lots of trouble, but I was passed at the end 
of the school year. They put me back from the third 
grade into the second grade, too, and I disliked 
that. The theory was that California schools were 
much in advance of Iowa schools, a theory that I 
never understood, and don't to this day; but that 
was the reason they put me back into the second grade, 
which to me was Immensely discouraging. I had left 
in the latter part of my third grade in Iowa. Now I 
was thrust back out here. 

Then we had some misfortunes, too. ^y father 
thought he had a job when he came to California. A 
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cousin of my mother's had written to us that he had 
a position in a drugstore in Orange waiting for him, 
that the proprietor wanted an assistant immediately; 
and so my father went to work at once in the drugstore, 
only to find out to his horror after he had been there 
a week or so that while, of course, he had had no 
opportunity to become a registered pharmacist in the 
state of California, the proprietor of the store was 
not a registered pharmacist either, so they were 
running the store illegally. Now, my father was not 
the sort of man to fool with the law that way, so he 
quit immediately. 

Of course, then he was out of work, with a 
family to support. He commenced to pick up odd jobs. 
He picked oranges for a whiles and then he got a job 
in a rose nursery, the Perkins Rose Nursery, which 
at that time was known throughout the United States 
for producing fine roses. It was out between Orange 
and El Modeno. X think he did rose grafting out 
there, something he'd never done before in his life, 
and though he seemed to think it was an interesting 
occupation, it didn't pay enough. 

He came into Los Angeles and got in touch with 
a man who called himself a drug broker. His business 
was buying and selling drugstores and, in addition, 
taking inventories. He gave my father work immediately, 
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but it took my father away from home. He was in 
Azusa one time for a week or sot taking an inventory. 
Then he went up to Oxnard and worked in a drugstore 
there, and took inventory. 

Finally he got a permanent position with the 
A. E. Teague Drugstore at Fourth and Hill Streets in 
Los Angeles. Mr. Teague was a man whom he had known 
slightly, or known of, in Iowa. He had come from a 
neighboring town, and I remember my father telling 
that when he went in to see him, he was asked, "Well, 
for whom did you work in Iowa?" My father said, 
"Dr. Treat," and Mr. Teague said, "Tou're hired. Any-
body who can work for Dr. Treat can work for anyone." 
My father was there for five years, and eventually 
became the head clerk or manager of the store. 

We moved to Los Angeles on July 1, 1901. We 
lived on Flower Street in a little three-room house 
at the back of a vacant lot which was directly across 
from the present location of the main public library, 
though the library wasn't there at that time. That 
was called Normal Hill, and the Los Angeles Normal 
School, the ancestor of the University of California 
at Los Angeles, was there. 

When fall came, I was started in the Normal 
School, the Normal Training School, which was the 
ancestor of the present-day University Elementary School. 
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If "brother went there with me, to kindergarten. 
Again they set me hack because the city schools were 
so far in advance of the country schools, though 
they didn't put me back a whole year, only a half 
year. That was again discouraging. 

I didn't do very well in the Normal School. 
For one thing, they changed teachers three or four 
times a day, and I couldn't get used to that; so at 
the beginning of the second semester, in January or 
February, my parents took me out and put me in a city 
public school, Olive Street School, which was between 
Fourth and Fifth on Olive Street, across from what 
is now the Fhilharmonio Auditorium. Then it was a 
large old frame building, a ghastly old firetrap as 
I look back on it today, after years of experience 
with the fire department. It was called Hazard's 
Pavilion. I remember being in it a few times. It 
seems to me I was there for a revival meeting, on one 
occasion, with my mother. I don't recall who was the 
revivalist, but some popular revivalist held meet-
ings in Hazard's Pavilion. I probably was there on 
other occasions, too, because I have a very distinct 
recollection of the place. 

The school was right across from it. I think 
the property that was then occupied by the school 
building is now the main office of the Telephone 
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Company, a huge building, now. I commenced to get 
acquainted with the city school system there, however, 
and I did very well in that school. I was in the 
third grade,the B3. 

During the next summer we moved up to Fremont 
Avenue, up on the hill. It isn't a hill anymore 
because they've cut the freeway through there now, 
but it was a hill when I lived there. We were 
attracted up there, among other reasons, by a better 
house which was within half a block of the Friends 
Church, which was then at Third and Fremont. My 
parents had acquaintances up there in that neighborhood. 
It was only three blocks away from where we lived 
before, but we were much better situated. We were 
there for not too long, however. I don't recall what 
was the matter with it. We were up on the terrace, 
and I think my parents were afraid my little sister 
might get hurt. She was just commencing to toddle 
around, and they were afraid she might roll down 
and fall off the wall and break her neck} so they 
looked for another place, and we moved down to 
Figueroa Street, between Fourth and Fifth on Figueroa, 
which is now all parking lots. 

We lived in a double house there. People 
occupied the other half of the house, the Welcome 
family. Mr. Welcome had a livery stable at Sixth 
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and Figueroa Streets, directly across from where the 
Jonathan Club is now, and it was one of the largest 
livery stables in the town. I was up there with his 
son, a chap about my own age, very often. Edward 
Welcome lives out in Studio City, or somewhere out 
there, now. X don't very often see him. His oldest 
sister is only a few blocks from us. 

We enjoyed ourselves there. Edward went to the 
Normal School. I continued to go to the Fremont 
Avenue school, which was a public school. The Fremont 
Avenue is still in existence, not in the same building, 
of course, but it's still there. There isn't much 
of Fremont Avenue left. The freeway has just wrecked 
the whole street, but the little Fremont Avenue Sohool, 
between Second and Third, just above Second Street, 
is still there in the same location, now almost 
entirely attended by Mexican, Japanese, and Chinese 
children. I remember the teachers there, very fine 
people. 

However, they had housing problems in the schools. 
We were in the vanguard of the second great migration 
to California, and they had serious school housing 
problems. The Fremont Avenue school was overcrowded, 
and while they were building what they call "bungalows" 
(X believe they still call them bungalows, little 
frame buildings around the main building) they 
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transferred our class to the basement of the Friends 
Church. There were two classes held down there, with 
two teachers, simultaneously. One group faced one 
direction and the other group faced the other direction, 
and each teacher had two classes, an A. and a B class, 
of the same grade. It was awful. It was dark down 
there. It was, of course, never intended for school 
purposes, and it was a very rainy winter, dark and 
cold. The students threatened to strike if the Board 
of Education didn't hurry up and put up some decent 
buildings, and they were supported by their parents 
in their rather violent protest. 

It was the custom in those days for the super-
intendent and assistant superintendent of schools in 
Los Angeles to visit every classroom at least once a 
year. The superintendent was James A. Foshay, a 
tall man with an abundant bushy red beard. He was an 
exceedingly impressive character. The assistant 
superintendent was Mr. [Marcus C.J Bettinger. Both 
of them were men of educational distinction, I think. 
I believe Mr. Foshay has relatives, and Mr. Bettinger, 
too, who are still in educational work; I know a Mr. 
Foshay who is, I believe, with Columbia University, 
who comes out here once in a while on some special 
projeot that he's interested in, and whom I met several 
times, and he told me that he was related to the 
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James A. Foshay who was the fearsome superintendent 
of schools when I was a small boy. Well, every child 
in Los Angeles recognized them instantly, and when 
they would step into the schoolroom, every kid Jumped 
to his feet with "good morning, Mr. Foshay," and he 
would reply amiably, "good morning, children." 

To me, he was a kind of Jupiter, and I was always 
afraid that he might start throwing thunderbolts, but 
Mr. Bettinger was a chap that didn't frighten children, 
at all. He had a full beard, an iron-grey beard, 
but he was very gentle and kindly in his manner, and 
he knew many of the teachers personally, and I 
recall one time at the Fremont Avenue School when 
Mr. Bettinger came in and the teacher said, "Well, 
wouldn't you like to tell the children something, Mr. 
Bettinger?" 

He said, "Yes. I can give them a little lesson 
that they will enjoy in just a minute. I will tell 
them how Roman numerals came to be what they are," 
and he picked up a piece of chalk and turned to the 
blackboard. First he held up his hand with his 
fingers spread. He said, "That's the way they 
represented five, by the five fingers on the hand, 
and then when they wrote it down, they would just 
draw a "7" leaving out the middle fingers, and that 
is the Roman numeral five." Then he said, "When they 
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wanted to double it, they just turned one "7" upside 
down over another one—we call that an nXn but to them 
it was ten*" The "C" for a hundred was the initial 
letter for the Latin word for hundred, he said, and 
they carved it in stone as a right angle "C" all the 
way around. Then they cut it in two and it became 
two "L's" turned upside down over each other, and 
that's how they got "L" for fifty. Then he showed us 
how the "M? the initial letter for the Latin word for 
thousand, was written really not like our modern 
script or printed "M." "The original *M,*" he said, 
"looked very much like two semicircles cut through 
the middle, two semicircles facing each other, and 
then, when you cut it in two, you have two 'D's'j and 
that's how they get a 'D' for five hundred." 

Well, we were fascinated by the old man's account, 
and I never had a bit of trouble with Soman numerals, 
after that five-minute talk from Mr. Bettinger. He 
was really a very remarkable man, and I believe Mr. 
Foshay was a very strong school administrator for a 
city of the size that Los Angeles was in those days. 

Of course, the school system was so small that 
children knew each other from one school to another 
very extensively. There was only one high school 
in the city. That was Los Angeles High School, 
which was up on the hill, as we still call it today, 
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up where the Board of Education offices are now. The 
first Los Angeles High School that I remember is the 
old high school, a brick building. I think it was 
the third high school building. The second high school 
building was still standing on the same grounds, and 
it wa3 still used long after I beeame a high school 
teacher in this city. It was a frame building, and 
it was used as a school for delinquent boys. It's 
long since been torn down, of course, when they put 
up the Board of Education buildings; their main 
administration building is what was the Central Junior 
High school. 

While they tore down the old Los Angeles High 
School, the front of it, the entrance to it, was 
preserved, and is now located at the corner of the 
athletic field in the present Los Angeles High School. 
Of course, there are thousands of eminent men and 
women in Los Angeles who graduated from Los Angeles 
High School, and some of them had gone to that old 
school that had ceased to be a school building when 
I was a boy. They wouldn't permit the whole thing 
to be torn down and destroyed—they insisted that 
the entrance, the steps, and the doorway should be 
preserved. They're now on the comer of the athletic 
field of the present Los Angeles High School, painted 
and kept in good condition, with a tablet on it, 
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Indicating what it is. 

Across the street from the old school there was 
another school building that was the beginning of the 
business department, the commercial department—I 
think it was called Commercial High School, or some-
thing like that; but it was technically, administratively, 
a part of Los Angeles High School. Later it was moved 
to new buildings on Washington Boulevard at the end 
of Hope Street, and became the Polytechnic High 
School; so Polytechnic was the second school. The 
third high school was Manual Arts, but I remember when 
both Polytechnic and Manual were built, and when 
Los Angeles High School was still the only high school 
in the city. 

Flower Street, when we lived there in 1901, was 
not paved, just gravel surfaced, and in wintertime it 
showed all the evidences of being what it originally 
was—the course of an old stream that ran down there 
and across on Eighth Street to the Los Angeles River. 
It flooded; but during the good weather, all day 
long, down Flower Street, south on Flower Street and 
back north on Figueroa Street, ran tank trucks, pulled 
by teams of four to six horses or mules, hauling crude 
oil from the old Los Angeles oil field (which is 
still in existence and still pumping oil, although 
now It's not half the size it used to be). These crude 
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oil trucks would go south to Eighth Street and then 
east on Eighth to the river, where the Standard Oil 
Company had a little refinery. I'm told that they 
manufactured only kerosene, called Pearl Oil—that 
was the hrand name, Pearl Oil, and they threw the 
gasoline away. There wasn't much gasoline content 
anyway, and nohody used gasoline. It was much too 
dangerous. Well, we were a rather pioneering people. 
We had a gasoline stove in the house that we used in 
summertime. Many people wouldn't tolerate one, they 
were afraid of it, hut my family had always been 
experimenters in a cautious way. 

I should have told a while ago a tale that I got 
from my Grandmother Story. She said her father, down 
in southeastern Iowa in Muscatine County, was the 
first man in the whole countryside to buy a kerosene 
lamp, coeil oil lamp, as they called it. He said 
they would light it at night and the neighbors would 
come in from miles around to see that coal oil lamp 
burn; and it was the opinion of most of them that 
they wouldn't have one in the house, because they 
would be afraid it might blow up. Other people were 
still using candles. 

In Los Angeles, our only fuel was wood and coal, 
when I was a small boy. I remember when they put the 
first gas main in on Flower Street when we were 
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living there. Our landlady, who had a house on the 
street out in front of ours, put gas in the house; 
hut very few people up and down the street wanted 
to take on such a fantastic thing. However, out In 
the old oil field, on one of the old streets there 
(I think it was Coulter Street), my father and mother 
had some friends, a man and his wife and their little 
daughter, who lived up there. He worked in the oil 
fields. We went out to call on them one Sunday 
afternoon. They showed us through their little house, 
just a small cottage perched up on a terrace, and he 
showed us that he had gas in his cookstove. It didn't 
cost him anything: it was piped in from one of these 
old oil wells. Very few of them had enough gas to 
amount to anything, and it was very low-pressured gas, 
but it was piped into this cookstove, and the flame 
burned day and night; they never shut it off. He 
said that a number of the neighbors around there had 
gas from one or another of these old shallow wells— 
mostly they were not more than nine hundred to a 
thousand feet deep, and they never did produce more 
than a few dollars worth of oil a month. They were 
very poor producers, though they still pump them, 
and it is still considered a valuable oil for certain 
purposes, like oiling roads and streets. It has a 
heavy asphalt content. 

Figueroa, flower, and especially Fremont Avenue 
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were all residential streets. Sixth Street was 
residential almost entirely, though there were a few 
grocery stores along it. Seventh Street was resi-
dential. There were small apartment houses along 
Figueroa Street. If you go to Flower and Figueroa, 
or Flower and Seventh today, you will see a row of 
shops occupying what was sixty-five years ago an apart-
ment house. One of the buildings that I remember in 
that neighborhood, I believe it was on Hope Street 
between Sixth and Seventh (there was no Wilshire 
Boulevard through there as there is now) is what 
they called Simpson's Tabernacle. It is now a 
Christian Science church, the same building. 

I recall being in Simpson's just once, for a 
memorial service for President McXinley when he was 
assassinated. It made a tremendous excitement. Of 
course, we had only the newspapers, no radio, nothing 
of that sort; so people was asking everyone else they 
met all day, "Well, what have you heard? What is the 
latest?" 

I was a seven-year-old youngster and was going 
down to the corner store for my mother, when I passed 
on the street our landlady's daughter, who was a girl 
perhaps eighteen years old, and I said, "What have you 
heard?" 

Everybody was asking that, so it was all right 
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replied, "Well, the latest is, his life is hanging 
by a thread." I had never heard that expression 
before, and as soon as I could get to the store and 
back, I was full of the news that the President 
wasn't expected to live long; but I had to ask my 
mother what "hanging by a thread" meantc 

I should have said something about my recollec-
tions of the Spanish-American War. There are not so 
many people left, now, who remember much about the 
Spanish-American War, and to whom the Civil War was 
a recent, much-talked-about event. The Spanish-
American War began in 1898, and I was then five years 
old. I remember the declaration of war, and that all 
the young fellows in the town were excited and anxious 
to enlist and go to free Cuba and later to the 
Philippines. A few days after war was declared we 
had a young man in the house, a paper hanger—he and 
his father were painters and paper hangers, and my 
parents knew them both well. This young man left at 
noon to go get his lunch, and when he came back at 
one o'clock, he told my mother that he had enlisted. 

Well, X suppose perhaps he was eighteen years 
old, and my mother scolded him roundly. She wanted 
to know if he had told his parents, and he said no, 
he hadn't yet. 



55 

She said, "Well, you're going to catch it, and 
I hope you do. You had no business to go off and 
enlist without asking them first." But he went and 
he returned safely. 

When the boys came back to Stuart, we had a big 
celebration, with all the school ohildren carrying 
little flags and marching in a procession. I was in 
the parade. We wore badges, red, white, and blue 
badges on which were printed, as I remember, in gold 
letters, the names of all the boys from our town who 
had volunteered in the Spanish-American War; but, of 
course, even then, through the Spanish-American War 
days, we were completely overshadowed by the Civil 
War. The "old soldiers" were the real men, and it's 
difficult for me now to realize that we were then 
closer to the Civil War than we are today to World 
War I. There were "old soldiers," as we'd call them, 
everywhere. We had relatives who were Civil War 
veterans, many of them. The Civil War was still 
being fought in their conversation. We saw very few 
Southerners, very few Confederate veterans, in our 
neighborhood. X don't recall any at all. When we 
came to California, the Veterans' Home here in West 
Los Angeles, which we then oalled Sawtelle, was 
entirely occupied by Civil War veterans. The Spanish-
American War veterans were the businessmen of the 
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town. They were the wage earners of the town. They 
didn't amount to anything, and there weren't anything 
like as many of them as there were of the Civil War 
veterans. 

The Spanish-American war had heen a very hrief 
affair. It had all been off at a great distance, 
and it was thrilling to know somebody who'd been to 
Cuba or been to the Philippines, because most people 
had never been anywhere, and ju3t to have been across 
a very little body of water was astonishing. 

I recall that in the Olive Street School we had 
a teacher who had been to the Hawaiian Islands, and 
that was a vast and distant voyage. She used to 
tell us tales in school about what the Hawaiian Islands 
were like. Another very distant traveler was my 
first grade teacher, who had been all the way out to 
Yellowstone Park; she told us about Old Faithful, 
and the things that I saw, myself, many years later, 
I appreciated all the more because I'd heard about 
them when I was a youngster five years old, from 
Blanche Grissell, my red-headed first-grade teacher. 
I ran across in my papers the other day a letter of 
congratulations to me from Blanche Grissell, when I 
graduated from Glendale High School. My mother saw 
to it that a graduation announcement went to Miss 
Grissell, who was then teaching in some other town 
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in Iowa, and I had a letter of oongratiiations from 
her and her recolleetions of how I looked when I was 
a small hoy* 



CHAPTER III 
RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY LOS ANGELES 

Today I want to talk about Los Angeles and Los 
Angeles County in the period 1901 to 1930, as I 
remember it. I remember city limits that were very 
close to the original city limits of the old Spanish 
royal grant to the pueblo. They were not much changed, 
when I first came here. 

Incidentally, I think it might be well to suggest 
here that there's a practical value to a review of 
oommunity history. The recent destruction of homes 
in the terraced hillside mountain areas, here in the 
Santa Monica Mountains and previously along the coast 
palisades, and a year ago last fall in the Bel-Air-
Brentwood fire, are all things that any old-timer 
could have foretold from his experience: that building 
in suoh areas is hazardous unless extraordinary pre-
cautions are taken. There's also the danger of flood, at 
which people who are newcomers are inclined to smile 
tolerantly. We've had twenty dry years, during whioh 
vast subdivisions have been opened and whole 
populous communities have been settled in sections 
where I have seen raging torrents of water, whole 
areas inundated to the depth of three to six feet, 
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where they had to use boats to get sway from their 
houses. Now, to be sure, drainage has been vastly 
improved. A great deal of flood control has been 
installed, but its adequacy has never yet been tested, 
and some of the built-up areas are topographically 
incapable of drainage. There are a few, not so far 
away from us, that are actually below sea level, or 
right at sea level, so that drainage from them into 
the ocean is an impossibility without tremendously 
expensive pump systems. 

My first impressions of the size and the spread 
of the city come from some of our early movements 
around town, when I was a child. I remember that my 
mother took me and my brother and my little sister 
out to call on an old schoolmate friend of hers from 
Iowa, who lived near Washington and Vermont in a 
large ranch house. We went out one Sunday, I recall, 
when my father was off work, and we took the 
Washington streetcar line, which went west on Sixth 
Street from downtown to Figueroa, south on Figueroa 
to Washington, and then out Washington to the edge 
of town at Vermont Avenue, where we got off and 
walked south about a block or two. It was just a 
dirt road. Then we went west, perhaps an equal 
distance, to their house. It was a large house, 
surrounded by trees and open fields, and there was 
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a big barn with horses and oattle and a hay mound. 
Another trip we took on Sunday afternoon was out 

to Agricultural Park, We took a streetcar, I imagine 
it was along Grand Avenue, and we went out to the 
park, which was there at the south limit of the oity 
development--whether it was within the city limits 
or not, X don't know. Agricultural Park is, today, 
Exposition Park. Xt was then a large enclosed area 
where they held horse races. We were very interested 
in seeing all the parks in the city, but when we went 
to Agricultural Park we were rather disappointed to 
find that it wasn't a park at all, as we supposed a 
park ought to be. 

Another time, on Sunday afternoon, we were at 
Westlake Park, which is now Called MacArthur Park, 
and we went over to the west side of Westlake Park. 
I don't recall the name of the street, just across 
from where the Elks Temple is now. My father pointed 
across the open country to a little group of buildings 
off in the distance, and he said, "That's what they 
call Rimini'," and we saw the Bimini Baths, perfectly 
visible from Westlake Park, with a few scattered 
ranch houses in between and some little groves of 
trees, and he explained that over there, there was 
a bathhouse and a swimming pool fed by natural hot 
springs. That was probably in 1901, late in the 
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summer of 1901. 
We took trips to Hollywood, occasionally, when 

Hollywood was a little town among the orange groves, 
way off from the city. It was an interesting place, 
and well-to-do people lived there. Often we went to 
Pasadena, too, where we had friends and distant 
relatives. Both Pasadena and Hollywood involved long 
rides through the country to get there. 

About 1903 or 1904, we went on another visit to 
the Garretts. This time it was to another ranch home 
farther out—they wanted to get away from town, so 
they had moved out. We went out on the West Adams 
car. Somewhere east of Normandy was the end of the 
car line, on West Adams, and we got off and walked 
for what must have heen a half a mile, I felt, to 
the Garretts' home. We walked along West Adams, and 
I remember distinctly crossing Normandy, because I 
was in about the fourth grade and was just learning 
to read, and that name on the street sign was a long 
one to me. I had to stop and study out how to 
pronounce it, and then wonder how in the world they 
got such a long name for that little dusty street. 
We went on from Adams perhaps a block south (we must 
have been on about Twenty-eighth or Twenty-ninth 
Street), and their home was on the corner of whichever 
street it was, and Western Avenue. It was a ranch 
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house with a high cypress hedge between the house 
and Western Avenue, which was a country road. We 
went out for a ride, that afternoon. The grandfather 
of the Garrett children, whom I knew as an elderly, 
very pleasant old Quaker gentleman, was Irving 
Hollingsworth, and the Hollingsworth Building at 
Sixth and Hill Streets was built by his son. Irving 
Hollingsworth w^s always present at the Quaker meeting 
when I went to Sunday ochcol on Sunday mornings. He 
was one of the old-timers, and Mrs. Garrett, whom my 
mother knew as Mary Kelly, was his foster daughter. 

I recall a little amusing incident that gives a 
picture of the gentleness of these old-time Quakers, 
who used the plain language, as we called it, the 
"thee" and "thou"; however, the American Quakers of 
the Middlewest never said "thou"—they always said, 
"thee," both for the subjective and the objective 
case. I never heard the "thou," until I met some 
Eastern Quakers and English Quakers, after I was 
grown. But this little incident. One of the little 
girls commenced to sing at the luncheon table, and 
after her mother admonished her, Irving Hollingsworth 
said, "Mary, thee mustn't scold the child. The little 
birds sing, and they eat," and that was quite typical. 

Speaking of the plain language, the "thee" and 
the "thou"—I never heard my grandmother ever speak 
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any other way; and when I was in college at Whittier, 
the speech was quite commonly heard among the elderly 
people ahout the Whittier friends Church in those days, 
and I never heard the minister of the church speak 
to the older people in any other way than in the 
plain language. As for the use of the objective, 
where grammar says the nominative should he used, 
I always sing "thee is" instead of "thou is." I 
remember a college professor once defending that. He 
said, "That language, which was the common language 
of England in the sixteenth and seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries, is now the sole possession of 
the Quakers. Nobody else uses it, and if we want to 
change it, that's our affair. It isn't the affair of 
the grammarians, because they don't use it and we do," 

As I started to say, we went out for a ride that 
afternoon that we were at the Garretts. The old 
gentleman had his team and his buggy there, and we 
went out for a little spin, somewhat to the east. 
We may have gone as far as Vermont Avenue and then 
south on Vermont perhaps as far as to what is now 
Thirty-ninth, or Santa Barbara Street, and then we 
turned again to the west. I know that I saw Western 
Avenue, because we returned to the Garrett home on 
Western Avenue; and we were in the country, the open 
country, the entire distance. 
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In those days, Hill Street was still residential. 
A few businesses were along the east side of Hill 
Street, but the west side was entirely residential. 
Our family physician, Doctor Wade, lived in a home 
exactly where the Subway Terminal building is now, 
and it was one of a row of large, two-story residences, 
set up on a bit of a terrace, off on the west side of 
Hill Street, between Fourth and Fifth. Between Fifth 
and Sixth, there was the park, just as there is a 
park there now, but it was a quite different park. 
We called it Central Park then, before it became 
Pershing Square, and, of course, there wasn't a 
garage under it because there weren't any cars to 
be garaged, or only a very few. You could have put 
all the cars in Los Angeles, I think, in one vacant lot. 

Everything west of Hill Street and south of 
Sixth Street was almost exclusively residential. I 
remember large residences at Sixth and Haln Streets. 
All four corners, where the Pacific Electric Building, 
the Santa Fe offices building, and the Santa Fe 
Trailways Coach station are now, were occupied by 
large residences, and I recall that some of them had 
beautiful gardens and lawns and ornamental iron 
fences around them. 

All of Boyle Heights and Brooklyn Heights were 
residential even as late as 1906, except for some 
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small businesses along east First Street, and on 
Brooklyn Avenue. There was not much east of Chicago 
Street, and there was nothing at all east of Indiana 
Street, which is still the Los Angeles City limit. 
From there on, it is now Belvedere. There was nothing 
on Stephenson Road, which is now Whittier Boulevard, 
east of State Street. I used to deliver prescriptions 
from the drugstore, when I was about eleven and twelve 
years old, to the orphans' home, which is at Sixth 
or Seventh and State, I believe it is, or Boyle Avenue. 
Boyle Avenue cuts in there, too. That orphans' home, 
by the way, is still standing, much reduced in size; 
there wq.s a tall tower on it then, and it was one of 
the most conspicuous buildings in the city, a Catholic 
institution. From there, Stevenson Avenue ran 
straight on eastward, up and down over the hills. It 
was a dusty country road, probably going all the way 
to Whittier. It has for many years been called 
Whittier Boulevard. 

Eastlake Park, which is now Lincoln Park, and the 
County Hospital, now called the General Hospital, 
were at the limits of the city development in Ifcheir 
respective directions. Generally, there was very 
little north of Sunset Boulevard, and I would guess 
that Sunset and Vermont were at about the extreme 
northwest edge of any development at all. 
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Los Angeles, as X remember it in those days, was 
a quiet and pleasant city of approximately 125,000 
to 135*000 population. There was a real estate 
dealer who boastfully anticipated on his signboards 
throughout the city that by 1910, I think it was, he 
expected the city to be 150,000 or 200,000, I think 
it made it and then some, by that time, because the 
growth was commencing to be extremely rapid. 

The finest homes of the city were along West Sixth 
Street between Bixel Street and Alvarado Street. When 
we wanted to show visitors something to make them open 
their eyes, we took them out West Sixth Street to 
Westlake Park, and we passed what we considered to be 
palaces. I don't believe there's a single one of 
those homes left, now. That's all been occupied by 
businesses and a number of large office buildings 
today. 

Then there was West Adams, of course, which was 
already a district of very fine homes. There were 
fine homes on West Adams between Figueroa and Hoover, 
but very little west of Hoover. 

Boyle Avenue, too, was a district of fine homes. 
I knew some of the very well-to-do people who lived 
on Boyle Avenue, and we regarded them as truly of 
the aristocracy of the city. Now, it is a borderline 
slum district, although many of those old homes on 
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Boyle Avenue I think are still standing. Soma of 
them have heen turned into institutions of various 
kinds, homes for the elderly, sanitariums, educational 
institutions of one sort or another; as, indeed, they 
have also heen along West Adams, now. One of the 
finest of the estates on West Adams is now occupied 
by a home for elderly retired physicians. X have been 
there, and they really have a magnificent establishment 
there in that old home, which was, at one time, a 
palace. It has been kept in good repair. There is 
a fine lounge and a library, and some advantage has 
been taken of the place; it has been preserved. 

There were also some well-to-do people living in 
Lincoln Heights, in the vicinity of Slohel Street, 
as I remember. 

Pico Heights, as we then called it, in the vicinity 
of Pico Boulevard from iigueroa to Alvarado, was an 
attractive district for the comfortably well-to-do 
middle class, and along Alvarado, southward from 
Westlake Park to Pico, there were also some nice 
homes, many of which are still in existence. I think 
that over on Bohnle Brae there are still some of 
those fine homes. 

But there were large areas of vacant land 
everywhere, even in the completely subdivided sections. 
Los Angeles was, in fact, up to fifteen or twenty 
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years ago, a city with vast numbers of vacant lots. 
This house where we are now, we built twenty-three 
years ago in this Brentwood area; in fact, it will 
be twenty-three years the first of February that we 
moved here, and at that time, fully half of the lots 
in three tracts, this one and the two adjoining ones, 
were vacant. When we bought this lot, we had our 
choice of lots almost anywhere up and down the street. 

Even where the city was completely subdivided, 
there were more vacant lots than there were occupied 
lots, and that was true everywhere, in Lincoln Heights, 
in Boyle Heights, in Pico Heights, even in the down-
town area. It gave a good deal of rural atmosphere 
to the city. Every considerable home had a stable 
and carriages. The vacant lots were used for 
pasturage for horses and cattle and sometimes goats, 
I don't recall pigs, but goats were quite frequent. 
There were few dairies because so many people had cows. 
We bought milk from neighbors who kept cows that they 
pastured on the vacant lot*. We got our milk most 
of the time, when we lived on Fremont Avenue and 
Figueroa Street and Flower Street, from friends who 
had a home between Third and Fourth on Fremont Avenue. 
Next to their place was a large vacant area that ran 
up a hill. Even the hill is now gone, because that's 
where the freeway 1st it's not only level, but it's 
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been excavated—you have to go downhill to get up 
where that hill was* They kept their cows pastured 
all year long up there on those hills. 

Downtown, there were few buildings more than six 
stories in height. A twelve-story building and a 
nine-story building went up simultaneously on Fourth 
and Spring Streets, and I remember when those build-
ings were put up. The twelve-story building, if 
I'm not mistaken, is what they call the Continental 
Building now. It's still a good office building, on 
the southeast corner of Fourth an& Spring, and was for 
many years the highest building in the city. In fact, 
I think it was exceeded in height only when the City 
Hall was constructed, because it was built in 1904 and 
1905, and in 1906 came the big earthquake in San 
Francisco* People on the Pacific Coast became so 
frightened that here in Los Angeles they passed an 
ordinance limiting the height of buildings, and very 
few got beyond about ten stories after that} so this 
twelve-story building stood there, head and shoulders 
above any other building in the city. 

By the way, that height limit law gave the Los 
Angeles skyline an unusual appearance as compared 
with other municipalities throughout the country, 
because it was absolutely level in the downtown area. 
You could look up Sixth or Seventh Street, as I often 
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did long after I was a grown man, and rather admire 
the complete level of the office buildings. There 
wasn't any up and down. They were all the same height. 
Later, by reducing ceilings, they were able to get as 
many as twelve stories within the height limitj but 
only within very recent years (and I am fearful that 
it may have been done unwisely) have they allowed 
buildings to go on up. I believe there are number 
of eighteen, twenty, and twenty-two story buildings, 
and a twenty-seven and a thirty-two story building 
are now being planned in the downtown area or along 
Wilshire Boulevard, somewhere. 

Second and Spring Streets we considered our 
busiest intersection. It was so busy that there was 
a traffic signal there, the first traffic signal I 
ever saw. It was operated by a man who occupied a little 
crow's-nest house up on a post at the southeast corner 
of Second and Spring, who used semaphore signals. 
The semaphores were signals only to the streetcar 
traffic. Nobody else had to pay any attention to 
them; but he would signal when it was safe for a 
streetcar to come on ahead, in order to avoid colli-
sions at that corner. The other traffic was, clear 
up to as late as 1910, principally horse-drawn vehicles. 

I can't recall when the first motorized fire 
apparatus came into service, but there were still 
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horses In the fire department, I think, as late as 
1913 or 1914. When I was Secretary of the lire 
Commission, a number of years ago, I discovered among 
the old books put away some place a roster of the 
Fire Department horses, with the names of the horses, 
where they came from, from whom they had been bought, 
how long they had been in service, and when they were 
pensioned or disposed of, one way or another—the 
complete record of fire department horses up to the 
time that they terminated the horse-drawn vehicles, 
which I think was about 1913 or 1914. There are 
still old-time fire department officers (at least 
there is one still there, a man about my age, who 
probably will retire next month) who came into the 
department in the horse-drawn vehicle days. 

There were two large department stores in Los 
Angeles in those days, when I was a boy. One of them 
was Hamburger's, now the Hay Company, and it was 
located about where the City Hall now stands. As I 
remember, Hamburger's was on North Spring Street. 
The other principal department store was the Broadway 
Department Store, which was right where it is today, 
only then much smaller. It occupies an entirely 
different building and is much expanded now. 

Other principal stores at that time were Coulter's, 
which was between Third and Fourth on Broadway; 
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Jacoby's, which was also in that neighborhood; the 
Boston Store, which I believe was around on Third 
Street and which is now J. W. Robinson's; and what 
all the midwesterners in town (and most of them in 
town were midwesterners) called the Ville de Paris, 
Blackstonete. Aside from the department stores, the 
women called them all dry goods stores. 

The Court House stood at Temple and Broadway, 
and the City Hall was on the east side of Broadway 
between Second and Third, in the middle of the block 
where there is now a parking lot. Both the Court 
House and the City Hall were, to me, very imposing, 
brownstone buildings, with tall towers. The City 
Hall tower had to be reduced in about 1919 or 1920, 
because it had been badly damaged in an earthquake 
and was considered unsafe at its height. The building 
continued to be occupied by the City Hall until the 
new City Hall was constructed and occupied, I believe, 
in 1925. 

Ths old City Hall contained on the third floor 
the public library, and I was one of its patrons. I 
think I held a library card when I was eight years 
old, and my mother used to get books for me on her 
card before that; but by the time I w§s eight years 
old, I was allowed to go downtown to the library 
myself, and it was one of the great joys of my life 



73 

that I had access to all those hooks. I recall that 
one of my manias was Greek mythology. I'd heen 
introduced to that by a teacher when I was going to 
the Normal Training School in the second grade. She 
read us or told us stories that she got from [Charles 
Mills] Gayley's Classic Myths in English Literature. 
I have a copy of it up on the shelf now. I was so 
fascinated by those tales that I begged my mother to 
get the book out of the library so that I could read 
them for myself. The teacher wasn't giving them to 
us fast enough, and I had gone to her to ask her 
what book she was getting the stories from. My mother 
searched the library and couldn't find it, because, 
of course, it wouldn't be in the juvenile department, 
and none of the juvenile librarians knew what the 
book was. No one suggested that she go over to the 
literature department to find it. However, by some 
hook or crook I managed to keep up with mythology. 
In 1904, in the second place where we lived on Fremont 
Avenue, we had a large enough house that my mother 
and father rented a room to two girls, one of them my 
mother's cousin, who were attending the Normal School 
to get their elementary teaching credentials; and one 
of them had an ancient history, [Philip VanNess] Ifers' 
Ancient History. Well, I read that through from 
cover to cover, and when I didn't have anything else 
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to do, I'd go "borrow that book and reread what I had 
read before. I was fascinated by it. 

Then I discovered that one of them had a copy of 
the Odyssey. I knew the story of Ulysses and of the 
Trojan War, but I'd never gotten hold of one of the 
original documents; and without knowing that I was 
too young to do it, I read the Odyssey through at 
the age of ten. Like all small boys reading a story, 
I wanted to know if this was true, and I was assured 
that it was all legendary; but one day, somehow, I 
managed to wander out of the juvenile department over 
into the general literature, or perhaps it was the 
history department of the public library, and just 
by mere chance I spied on the bookshelves a huge 
volume of [Heinrich] Schliemann's account of his 
excavations at Troy. I got the book off the shelf. 
It was high up, and it seems to me I had to ask some 
prowler in there to hand it down to me. I immediately 
lugged it out to the juvenile department and checked 
it out over the librarian's protest. I took it home 
and read it to the best of my ability, and studied 
all the diagrams and pictures. I found it was a 
little heavy, but I learned a good deal about the 
actual excavations on the site of Ilium, or Troy, out 
of Schliemann's account, at the age of ten. 

Getting back to Los Angeles as it looked in the 
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days of my "boyhood. There were three principal rail-
road stations. There was a Southern Pacific station 
on Central Avenue at Pifth. Indeed, East Fifth Street 
terminated at Central Avenue. I think it picked up 
and went on across Boyle Heights somewhere later on, 
but it was interrupted by the Southern Pacific station, 
which we called the Arcade Station. As I recall, it 
was a huge frame building, and it was called the 
Arcade Station because it had a roof that extended 
over the main passenger train tracks, a great trussed 
roof. Why, I don't know. Probably it was built by 
some Easterner who thought he'd keep the snow off the 
trains. Easterners don't look into our weather, very 
much, before they put up buildings here. I've never 
verified this, but I understand that in the basement 
of the Beverly Hills Post Office building, there are 
coal bins. I've never been down to see, but some-
body told me that years ago when the building was 
put up, orders from Washington "Put coal bins 

in the basement." 
Then there was the Santa Fe Railroad Station, 

which we called the La Grande Station. It was a 
handsome brick building at First and Santa Fe Avenue, 
just below the First Street Bridge that goes across 
the river to Boyle Heights, and was removed only a very 
few years ago. The third railroad station was the 
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Salt Lake Station, the station of the San Pedro, Los 
Angeles and Salt Lake Railroad, which is now a part 
of the Union Pacific system. It was just off of First 
Street, directly across the river from the Santa Fe 
station. 

One other station, of not too much importance— 
I rarely find anyone who remembers its existence—was 
the station of a narrow-gauge steam railroad. It was 
located on Jefferson Street (now Jefferson Boulevard) 
at the end of Grand Avenue; Grand Avenue then terminated 
at Jefferson. Just across from the end of Grand 
Avenue was this little station, and the tracks ran 
from there to Redondo Beach. It apparently was a 
Santa Pe Railroad subsidiary. The Santa Fe apparently 
had bought it for the value of the right-of-way, or 
something; I suspect that because we sometimes went 
down to Redondo Beach on Sunday on this narrow gauge, 
and with the same return ticket, we could come back 
on the Santa Pe, if we preferred, or vice versa. I 
don't recall the name of that railroad. It seems 
to me it was simply the Los Angeles and Redondo Beach 
Railroad. There are certainly records of its 
existence, but I rarely come across anybody who ever 
heard of it. I have tried, unsuccessfully, to trace 
its right-of-way, which I think is still used, or 
retained as a right-of-way of some kind. It ran 
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along parallel to Grand Avenue about as far south as 
possibly Century or Imperial, and then it cut across 
the country to Redondo Beach. There was a time when 
J could trace part of that right-of-way, many, many 
years after the railroad itself had been abandoned 
and completely forgotten, and the tracks were gone. 
I liked it because it was almost a toy train. It 
was just a little thing, and the coaches were very 
small. I never saw one like it again until 1917» 
when I was in Honolulu. There was a narrow-gauge 
railroad there which ran from Honolulu through the 
Pearl Harbor area, and clear around to the north-
western corner of Oahu and about half way along the 
north coast of the island, terminating, I believe, 
at Haleiwa. In those days, you could go on with the 
same ticket for another ten or fifteen miles on an 
even narrower-gauge railroad track, on a cane train 
that would take you around one way in the morning, 
and then return in the afternoon to make connections. 

There were two electric streetcar lines in the 
city in those days, the yellow cars and the green 
cars, we'd call them. The former, I know, was the 
Los Angeles Railway Company, later a subsidiary of 
the Southern Pacific and the Pacific Electric, under 
the ownership of Henry E. Huntington. The name of 
the green car line I've completely forgotten. 
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The yellow cars were on Broadway and Spring and 
on Main, dowhtown. They ran out west on Sixth Street 
to Figueroa, south on Figueroa to Washington, and 
out Washington to Vermont. They ran west on Seventh 
to Westlake Park, north on Alvarado to Sixth and then 
west on Sixth perhaps as far as Vermont Avenue. 
They also ran on Broadway down to the Plaza, over to 
Buena Vista and out across the river to Eastlake 
Avenue, and then east a few blocks to Eastlake Park. 
Buena Vista Street is now a part of North Broadway. 
North Broadway, Buena Vista, and Downey Avenue are 
now all North Broadway, and if you go down you can 
check some little quirks in North Broadway which show 
you how they had to cut through to tie these streets 
together and make one thoroughfare out of them. Of 
course, there was a North Broadway Tunnel, but no 
streetcars ran through the North Broadway Tunnel, as 
I remember. They came down to Spring Street and 
went around and came hack} there were no tracks in the 
North Broadway Tunnel. 

There were just two tunnels in the city when I 
was a boys the Third Street Tunnel, which is still 
there, and the North Broadway Tunnel, which has been 
eliminated by completely removing the hill. I miss 
that tunnel, and I miss the old North Hill Street 
Tunnel, which was a double tunnel—they ran streetcar 
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tracks through one part of it and automobile traffic 
through the other part. The Third Street Tunnel was 
new when we came to Los Angeles. It had been com-
pleted only about a year, and it was built by a man 
who was an acquaintance of my father's in Iowa; and 
his name was Mr* Hill, Charlie Hill as I recall, but 
I may hare him confused with another Hill I knew later. 

Dixon* Were these streetcars the old cars that they got 
from St. Louis? 

Storyj No, no. Those cars from St. Louis wero new cars. 
They came on considerably later, I think. I don't 
know where these cars came from. We had two kinds 
of them. There were cars on Main Street, principally, 
that were entirely open—there were steps on either 
side of the car, and the seats ran clear across the 
car which was entirely open to the weather. I saw no 
more cars like that until I went to Honolulu in 1917» 
where all the cars were this open kind, which, of 
course, was perfectly suitable; they had curtains 
they could pull down during the brief tropical showers. 
But we used to like to ride on the open cars in the 
summer in Los Angeles. We'd go on them out to South 
Main Street, to Chutes Park, and there we would shoot 
the chutes. 

Chutes Park was the big amusement park. They had 
a high fence all around it and there was a small 
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admission price. There was a zoo, not much of a zoo-
logical garden, but there were cages of animals, and 
there was a miniature railroad, and there were merry-
go-rounds, and, of course, hot-dog stands, although 
we were never so undignified as to refer to them a3 
hot dogs in those days, and then there were the chutes. 
There was a small artificial lake and a long slide 
that ran up onto a scaffolding that towered perhaps 
fifty or sixty feet high (maybe I'm exaggerating in 
my memory.) We would climb up there, and for ten 
cents, I believe, we could shoot the chutes on a 
flatboat that skidded down this slide which was on 
running water with a track to hold it in place. It 
would hit this lake, and it would bounce three or 
four times before finally the boatman would pull it 
over to the shore. It was quite a thrill. I think 
we had more fun out of it than the kids do today in 
the speedboats. It was one of the big attractions 
of the city. But you had to hold on, because it 
would bounce you right out into the water—when it 
hit, it really hit hard, but I think it was probably 
safer than the roller coasters or the scenic railways. 
They finally had a roller coaster and fun houses of 
various kinds. Chutes Park continued in business, I 
know, up until about 1910, and it was an extremely 
popular place. That was at the corner of Main and 
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Washington, and occupied the area that runs clear through 
to where Hill Street is now» Broadway went only as 
far as Tenth Street, and Hill Street also, I believe, 
terminated at about Ninth or Tenth. Both Broadway 
and Hill ran into Main Street out there. 

Back of Ohutes Park, on the west side, there was 
a vacant area that X think was sometimes used as a 
ball park. Circus tents were usually pitched there, 
too. Beyond across Grand Avenue was Loyola College, 
now Loyola University. I think then it was scarcely 
more than a preparatory school, however, although 
many prominent officials and business people in Los 
Angeles today attended that sohool. 

I don't recall exactly where the green cars ran. 
I should say there was a yellow car line that went 
on Fifth Street to the Arcade Station and turned out 
Central Avenue, and X suspect it went out even as 
far as Central and Adams, perhaps. Central Avenue 
was entirely a residential district on both sides, 
and it was not a Negro district, at all, in those 
days. Mostly working people lived through there and 
on Towne Avenue* X remember going to call on people 
who lived on Towne Avenue and Central Avenue, down 
in that district. There were two Negro districts in 
town that I know of: one was off of East First Street 
and Evergreen Street, in that vicinity. There was 
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another one somewhere, hut I don't remember where it 
was. It wasn't very large. Negroes were rather few. 
When we lived on Albany Street between Ninth and 
Tenth, there were two Negro families living there. 
One lived on Tenth Street at Albany, in a large 
two-story house, and the other family lived right behind 
them in a smaller house which I think the other family 
owned, well-to-do people. 

The green car linê  as I've said, I don't remember 
very clearly, except that there was a green car line 
on West Eighth Street, that probably started at 
about Alvarado and ran east on West Eighth Street, 
north on Hill Street to Third, east on Third to Santa 
Fe Avenue (it took care of a large part of the Santa 
Fe passengers), and then somehow from there got onto 
Fourth Street, crossed the river on Fourth, went east 
on East Fourth Street to a block or so beyond Evergreen 
Avenue, and then north on whatever little otreet that 
was, terminating at East First Street. There was 
another green car line, it seems to me, that somehow 
went out west on Third Street. I think there was a 
green car out that way that terminated at Blmini 
Baths, but I'm not quite sure. 

Dixon? Bimini was at Third and Vermont, wasn't it? 
Story: Third and Vermont, yes. I don't know what they do 

with that hot water there, now. There's still a hot 
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spring there, I believe, hut I don't know whether 
there's a bathhouse there or not. I remember going 
swimming there up until I was past thirty years of 
age. 

There was another yellow car line that was a 
thriller. It started at Second and Broadway (it 
was a part of the Los Angeles Railway System), and went 
west on Second Street right up the hill where the 
Second Street Tunnel is now, a very steep hill. It 
had special equipment and special brakes because of 
the hill that it climbed. It went up perhaps to 
Grand Avenue, and then it didn't try to climb the 
hill any farther; it may have gone only to Olive 
Street, and then north to First, and over and down 
West First Street (a very sharp hill there). I don't 
know how far west it ran. It may have gone out as 
far as Alvarado or Vermont. 

There was still one cable car line left when 
I was a small boy. It ran on Temple Street from 
Main, I believe, out as far as perhaps Alvarado. We 
used to enjoy going over to watch the cable cars go 
by, much like the San Francisco relics of today, 
although I d&n't recall ever riding on the cable cars 
but once. The cable cars no longer existed on East 
First Street, on Main Street, or on West Seventh 
where they had been, I know, up to a short time 
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before we came to Los Angeles; but the cable car 
power houses long stood at Seventh and Grand, where 
Robinson's store is now, and at E§st First and Chicago 
Streets, completely unoccupied—great brick buildings, 
something of a menace, although the doors and windows 
were all boarded up so that people presumably couldn't 
get in. It seems to me that when we lived on Boyle 
Heights, with some other boys I did manage to get 
into the one out at East First and Chicago one time. 

Dixon: Boys can get any plaoe. 
Story: Yes, we could get any place. We got in there somehow. 

I don't know that we found anything much of interest 
when we got there. 

There were two suburban eleotric lines, one of 
which I believe was called the Los Angeles Railway 
Company, and its station was on Fourth Street between 
Broadway and Hill, about where the truck delivery 
entrance to the Broadway Department Store is now. It 
had lines to Hollywood and to Santa Monica. One line 
ran out Hill Street, south on Hill from Fourth to 
Sixteenth Street, as we called it then (now it is 
Venice Boulevard), and from there, through Palms and 
on to Santa Monica. Some of that right-of-way still 
exists. I don't recall how the other line got to 
Hollywood: it went out North Hill Street for a little 
distance and reached Hollywood through the little 
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town of Oolegrove. (I have tried for years to find 
oat whatever became of Colegrove. I can't even 
determine where it was. Of course, it was named for 
old Senator Cole, Cornelius Cole, who died only a few 
years ago at the age of a hundred and two). The line 
reached Hollywood and went on along Santa Monica 
Boulevard through Sherman, which is now Vest Hollywood, 
to Sawtelle, and at Sawtelle it joined the other line 
that had come out through Palms. They joined at 
Santa Monica Boulevard and went on down to Santa Monica. 

The two lines were conneoted by a line that ran 
across on what is now San Vicente Boulevard, from 
Vineyard Station to Sherman. What we used to call 
Vineyard Station is right behind the location of the 
Pico Boulevard Police Station and Sear's store. There 
is a San Vicente Boulevard that cuts across from Pico 
to Wilshire, across Wilshire, and on west to what we 
used to call Sherman. I believe Sherman was named 
for an officer of the railroad, not for the general. 

Dixon: He was called general, though. 
Story: Yes, he was called General Sherman, but he wasn't a 

general, I believe, any more than I am. 
The map outline of those railroad tracks of the 

Los Angeles Pacific, or whatever it was called, gave 
it the fanciful name of the "Balloon Route." You 
could see it on a map if you had a good imagination, 
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such as the Greeks had when they named the constella-
tions, and you. could imagine that it drew a picture 
of a balloon. It was later extended to Redondo Beach. 
The Balloon Route gave all-day excursions on Sundays, 
parlor-car excursions, if you please, in comfortable 
cushioned wicker chairs, and it took you over their 
entire route. You went out through Hollywood and 
returned from Santa Monica by way of Palms. (I keep 
saying Palms, not Culver City, because Culver City 
didn't exist.) There was a tourist guide with a 
stock of corny jokes who pointed out the sights along 
the way, and in Hollywood they stopped to visit the 
studio and gallery of the floral artist, Paul de Longpre, 
and that was a great sight. He painted nothing but 
flowers, as I remember, an old type of representational 
artist of the extreme sort. There is a street named 
for him, Be Longpre Avenue, in Hollywood, to this day. 

The Balloon Route was rivaled, a little later, 
by the Santa Pe Kite Route that ran from Los Angeles 
to Orange, from Orange to Riverside and Colton and 
San Bernardino, and back to Los Angeles through 
Cucamonga, Upland, Claremont, San Dimas, Monrovia, 
and Pasadena. There was a parlor car on it. Why 
they called it the Kite Route, I don't exactly know; 
it made a figure-eight shape on the map, and as a 
flyer of kites in those days, I considered myself 
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something of an expert. I couldn't imagine a kite 
in a figure eight-shape; but there may have been such 
kites in the mind of some Santa Fe publicity agent. 
The fare for the excursion on the Balloon Route, I 
believe, was a dollar, and on the Eite Route, I think, 
three dollars. I may be a little high on that, but 
I think it cost three dollars. I took both trips as 
a youngster. 

There was another electric suburban line that ran 
to Pasadena. Its station was on Fourth Street between 
Broadway and Spring, just a block east of the Santa 
Monica station. You could take your choice} you could 
go to Pasadena by the long route or by the short route. 

It might be of some interest to remark on street 
lighting in Los Angeles in those days. There was 
electric lighting throughout, when we came to the city 
in 1901. Gas lights were used extensively in stores 
and in some homes in the close-in district (gas hadn't 
been extended to the outlying section), sometimes 
the open gas flame jets, gas jets we'd call them, and 
then also the gas mantles that gave a very brilliant 
light and were extremely dangerous as they would 
sometimes fall apart. They burned out after a time. 
Public street lighting was by carbon arc lights, 
suspended, usually, in the middle of the intersection, 
with wires running across from poles on opposite 
corners. 
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In that connection, there1s something that has 
always puzzled me, and I've never solved it. At a 
number of places throughout the city there were tall 
masts, perhaps ninety feet high, with clusters of arc 
lights, clear up at the tops of these masts. There 
were ladder-like steps for the attendants to climb 
up to a crow's-nest halfway up the mast, where with 
pulleys he could lower and raise these arc lights to 
put in new carbons, clean them, and otherwise give 
them necessary attention. I recall definitely that 
there was one somewhere near Ninth and Grand Avenue. 
There was also one on Brooklyn Avenue, somewhere near 
Soto Street, and I believe there was also one out on 
some hill in the West Temple Street area. Where 
others may have been, I don't definitely recall, but 
I'm certain that there must have been eight or ten 
of them, scattered throughout the city. Now, their 
purpose I never understood. They were too high in 
the air to give any illumination to the ground below, 
unless it was immediately below. I've often speculated 
that they may have been a signal system of some kind, 
police signals, or something of that kind. I've 
never caught up with any old-timer who's old enough 
to remember them, who could tell me what they were all 
about. 

Dlxons Did they face in a particular direction? 
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Story? No, they were just up toward the top, and they could 
he seen from all over the city* You could look in 
any direction and see one almost any place. 

In mentioning the various railroad lines, the 
narrow gauge to Redondo Beach and the Los Angeles 
Railway to Santa Monica, and so on, I made no mention 
of Ocean Park or Venice or Manhattan Beach or Hermosa 
Beach, because they didn't exist. We went to Long 
Beach and San Pedro by the Southern Pacific train, 
and to Newport, I believe, by Southern Pacific, 
through Santa Ana. 

I also remember Port Los Angeles, as we called 
it. There was nothing there but a mile-long whatf, a 
pier that ran out from about the mouth of Santa Monica 
Canyon, as I remember. I think it was about there, 
I'm certain it wasn't as far out as Malibu, as it was 
plainly visible from Santa Monica. Ocean-going 
steamers came to the Port Los Angeles pier, as well 
as to Redondo Beach and San Pedro; I recall seeing 
ocean-going steamers from San Francisco arrive and 
depart both from Redondo Beach and from Port Los 
Angeles, It Isn't realized by many people that some 
of the deepest water on the Pacific in this area is 
just off Redondo Beach and off Santa Monica, if you 
can get out a mile. Sea travel was mostly between 
Los Angeles and San Francisco, and that was quite the 
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popular way to go to San Francisco, by steamer. 
There was no Seal Beach, no Huntington Beach, no 

Balboa. Laguna was reached only by wagon and horses. 
I never had a chance to go there as a boy. I had 
cousins down in Orange County who sometimes went with 
their parents to Laguna Beach, and they liked it 
because it was way out, and there were cliffs and 
rocks there, and they could see seals there, sometimes; 
but 1 never had a chance to go. It was One of my 
disappointments that I couldn't get to Laguna Beach. 
I imagine that they went south from Santa Ana along 
what is now the San Diego highway, down to below 
Tustin, and then across the hills. I don't think they 
followed the coast route. There's a pass that goes 
through there. I think that was the old wagon route, 
that road from Newport south through Corona del Mar, 
to Laguna. I don't think the coast route existed at 
all. 

The first electric line to San Pedro I believe 
started about 1904. They were the red cars (we dis-
tinguished all car lines by color). The red cars 
left for San Pedro from Third and Hill; how they got 
out of to&ro. and what route they followed, I haven't 
any notion, but probably they got down to what we now 
call Long Beach Avenue and went out that way. 

About the same time, the car line was built to 
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Glendale. It went oat Figueroa Street, north on 
Figueroa to Second, west on Second to Lake Shore, 
which is now Glendale Boulevard, out past Echo Park 
and through Edendale (I think some old-timers out 
there still call it Edendale), and then followed the 
route that is now just ahove the Golden State Highway, 
along tracks cut right into the hillside, with trestles 
along there part of the way. That was ahout 1904, as 
I remember, that that was built. 

At about the same time, or a little earlier, I 
remember that along Figueroa Street, from Second to 
Eighth, I believe, they put in the first storm drain, 
to relieve the water that had been running in torrents 
on Flower Street In rainy weather. It was a huge 
thing, a ditch. It would be unimaginable today for 
such a drain to be excavated by pick and shovel and 
mules. In the middle of the winter while they were 
digging it, the ditch filled up with water, and a 
mule fell in and drowned before they could get it out. 
That is still an Important storm drain under Figueroa 
Street, today, and it goes down Eighth Street to 
the Hlver. 

Previous to the building of the Pacific Electric, 
or what became the Pacific Electric Line to Glendale, 
the only way to reach Glendale was by the Southern 
Pacific, which went along the present Southern Pacific 
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route parallel to San Fernando Road, and then out 
Glendale Boulevard to about Broadway in Glendale. The 
station was out there. 

In talking about the Balloon Route, I said nothing 
about Beverly Hills or Culver City? they didn't exist. 
I mentioned Sherman, which, as I said, is now called 
West Hollywood. In those days, there was no Alhambraj 
there was no Rosemead, no Bellflower, no Lakewood, 
no Bell, no Huntington Park, no Watts, no North Long 
Beach, no Signal Hill. The hill was there, and it 
was called Signal Hill, but there was no Signal Hill 
town. There weren't any oil wells there. There was 
no Torrance, no Hawthorne, and I said a while ago, no 
Venice, no Ocean Park, no Beverly Hills, no Van Nuys, 
no North Hollywood (which was previously known as 
Lankershim) no Studio City, no Encino, no Sherman 
Oaks, no Reseda, no Sunland, no Tujunga, no La Crescenta. 
To me, the old places include Compton, Downey, 
Inglewood, Glendale, Burbank, San Fernando, Pasadena, 
Altadena, El Monte, Monrovia, Baldwin Park, Azusa, 
Covina, G1endora, San Dimas, Lordsburg (which is now 
called La Verne), Pomona, Ontario, Upland, Cucamonga, 
Rialto, Colton, Riverside, San Bernardino, Fullerton, 
Anaheim, Orange, and Santa Ana. Palms was there, 
Wilmington was there, and San Pedro; but I think that 
about enumerates all of the really old places. South 
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of Long Beach, there was something at the place we 
now call Seal Beach, It was called Naples. That 
came into existence about 1908 or 1909, following 
Venice. Venice was built and subdivided with its 
canals, and then some other real estate promoter 
created Naples, where Seal Beach is today, though some 
of the original Naples buildings, I think, are still 
standing. I haven't been in Seal Beach for several 
years, so I'm not sure. It's a little startling to 
me, sometimes, to go to those places where I haven't 
been for a number of years, having forgotten all 
about their origin and have it come back to me 
suddenly when I recognize some old building that was 
there when I was a boy. 

I remember as tiny villages Montebello, Rivera, 
Santa Fe Springs, La Mirada, Los Nietos, and Hyde 
Park, all of which have retained their names to this 
day) but they were indeed tiny villages. I remember 
Whittier, as a very small, sun-baked hillside town 
of two or three thousand people. Santa Pe was nothing 
but a crossroads with a store, a school, a blacksmith's 
shop, almost inevitably, and a church, probably. 
Santa Fe Springs is now and has for many years been 
a rich oil district, like Signal Hill—I recall when 
you could have bought a lot in either place for two 
or three hundred dollars. When I was a poverty-stricken 
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college student and used to ride through Santa Fe 
Springs and over Signal Hill on my bicycle, X would 
see signs put up (not by real estate promoters-
there weren't any real estate promoters that would 
look at those places, because you couldn't grow any-
thing) by the owners of the properties, "This place 
for sale, twenty dollars down," or something of the 
sort. Even as a poverty-stricken college student, I 
could have invested and made a million in either 
place; but my foresight was not keen enough* X 
didn't know that there was oil there. 



CHAPTER IV 
SCHOOL DAYS IN LOS ANGELES, 
SAN DIMAS, AND GLENDALE 

I left off my personal history at the time I 
was eight years old and we were living on Figueroa 
Street between Fourth and Fifth Streets, in the 
double house with the Welcome family, and I was attend-
ing the Fremont Avenue School, as I did when we lived 
a block ahove, on Fremont Avenue* I came home early 
on Fridays, at my mother's command, because Friday 
was her shopping day. She went downtown, all of 
five or six blocks away, to do her shopping on Broad-
way, and she usually went down through the Third 
Street Tunnel. She would stop by and see my father 
at the drugstore, at Fourth and Hill Streets, and 
then come back along Sixth Street* It was my job, 
at the age of eight, to come home on Fridays directly 
from school, as early as possible, to knead the bread. 
She had set the bread for its raising and it had to 
be kneaded, and along about the time I would get out 
from school, she instructed me carefully on how first 
I must scrub my hands, which probably needed it, 
grease them well with lard so the bread dough wouldn't 
stick, and then punch and pound and roll this dough 
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around and leave It until she came home, perhaps around 
four o'clock to make it up into loaves and hake it. 
She always made what I suppose we would call rolls 
today, hut she simply called them light hread biscuits. 

I remember one of the Welcome children was in 
the house one day when she was making these biscuits. 
They had never seen any baking. Their mother didn't 
bake. She was a pretty fancy person and she bought 
bread at the bakery, but we couldn't afford that all 
of the time; besides, my mother thought she could 
make better bread than the bakery, and I think she 
could, although bakery bread in those days was far 
better than it is today—it wasn't hygienic, it was 
touched by human hands, but it was awfully good bread* 
So this little Welcome girl was watching my mother 
molding out these biscuits. She stood there in amaze-
ment for some time, and finally she couldn't hold 
herself in any longer. She said, "What are you making? 
Doorknobs?" 

And my mother realized she'd never eaten a light 
bread biscuit before in her life, so she saw that the 
Welcomes had biscuits for their supper that evening, 
hot biscuits, and it was a real treat to them. I 
think the two Welcome children, who are still living, 
remember to this day the light bread biscuits that 
they sometimes got from the Story home, in the other 
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half of the same house. 
We moved, after about eight or nine months or 

perhaps a year on Figueroa Street, out to Albany Street, 
which is still a little street that runs from Ninth 
Bouthward, X think, as far as Venice Boulevard. It 
crossed Tenth Street. I think it was interrupted 
in there, somewhere, at Twelfth for a block or two, 
and then it started again and ran on down as far as 
what we then called Sixteenth Street and is now 
Venice Boulevard. 

When we lived on Albany Street, I had to transfer 
to the Tenth Street School, but we were there not too 
long before we moved back to Fremont Avenue—I remember 
the address, 420 South Fremont Avenue. I returned 
very happily to the Fremont Avenue School, and we felt 
we were back in our own proper home territory. 

We had our first Christmas tree in 1904. The 
Welcomes had had Christmas trees and we rather envied 
them. I remember they got their trees by waiting 
until a few days before Christmas, when they'd get 
somebody to top a cypress hedge, and they would take 
one of the long shoots, set it up in a bucket, ornament 
it, and that was a Christmas tree. By 1904, I think 
there were a few places around town that were selling 
trees, usually simply cypress, as we call it here. 
The fir trees didn't commence to come in until much 
later. 



98 

Mjr grandmother Hadley also came to California 
from Iowa, in 1904; my Grandmother Story had come 
while we were still living on Flower Street. Both 
of them lived with us part of the time, although my 
Grandmother Story lived with my uncle over in Boyle 
Heights most of the time. 

In 1905, we moved to Boyle Heights. My father 
and another cleric in the A. E. league Drugstore at 
Fourth and Hill Streets formed a partnership, and 
they bought the oldest drugstore in Boyle Heights. 
There were only two drugstores there. A friend of 
theirs from the Owl Drugstore at Fifth and Broadway 
went over and bought the other store at the same time, 
because they both had belonged to the same man, Mr. 
Worden. They were about two or three blocks apart on 
East First Street. My father's partner was Jerry 
Ladd, a young man whose father had been a druggist 
and was now retired. He was a fairly well-to-do 
man and wanted Jerry to go into business* but he 
thought Jerry was a little too young to risk it all 
by himself, so they offered my father a working 
partnership if he would go along and stay with Jerry 
until he was established, when they would buy out 
my father's interest. 

So in the middle of the year, in the spring, I 
had to transfer from the Fremont Avenue School to 
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the East First Street School, and there I ran into 
the Negro district. Perhaps a third of the attendance 
of the East First Street School was Negro children. 
I had had very little contact with them, although 
there were, as I said, some who lived at Albany and 
Tenth and who were very good friends of mine. I 
enjoyed them, but these Negro youngsters out in East 
First Street district were from poverty-stricken homes— 
they lived in shacks. I remember one shack that had 
as one of it s rooms a piano box. It was just attached 
to the shack with a door going into it, and that was 
a bedroom for some of the children. 

To me it was very depressing, and I didn't like 
it at all. I finished the year there, however, and 
then we moved our residence. We had lived on East 
First Street, at first, and then we moved down to 
Chicago Street, where I was in the Breed Street 
School District. I went to the Breed Street Sohool 
in the latter half of the fifth grade and the sixth 
grade. It was a very pleasant school. It is still 
called the Breed Street School. There, for the first 
time, I really commenced to do well in school. Sohool 
had been pretty tough for me, I think, largely because 
we'd moved around so much. 

In June of 1906, my father sold his interest to 
Mr, Ladd for six hundred dollars. At about the same 
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time, my mother got an inheritance from my Grandfather 
Hadley of another six hundred dollars. I think they 
borrowed a hundred dollars from my grandmother, and 
with eleven hundred dollars, they went into business. 

I should say, though, that just before we left 
Boyle Heights, just before my father sold his interest, 
came the San Francisco earthquake. To us, in Xos 
Angeles, It was "the earthquake," I believe) to San 
Franciscans, it is still "The fire." Everyone knows 
that it was disastrously both. Hone of us had ever 
been in San Francisco, but San Francisco was then 
"The City." If anyone on the Pacific Coast said, 
"The City," they meant San Francisco; of course, it 
was twice as large as Los Angeles, even in 1906, I 
presume. 

We came home from school for lunch, my brother 
and I, that day, and I knew immediately my father 
and mother were quite excited about something, though 
I didn't know exactly what it was. They asked if 
we hadn't heard, and I said, "Heard what?" 

They said, "Why, about the earthquake that has 
destroyed San Franci sco—the city is now burning up." 

That was news to me, but when we went back to 
school in the afternoon at one o'clock, the teacher 
told us that we were all to report to the front steps 
of the school building, which was the only place 
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large enough to accommodate all the children In the 
school, where the principal could address us. Mrs. 
Donahue, I think, was her name. She said that we 
had probably heard about the earthquake and the fire 
in San Francisco, that it was such a tragic occasion 
and that people were so excited that she had received 
orders from downtown that schools throughout the 
city were to he dismissed for a few days, and that we 
would know hy watching the newspapers when school 
would reconvene. Of course we were overjoyed, and 
wished earthquakes would come a little oftener. We'd 
got an extraordinary vacation. We were instructed 
before we left the school that there was grave need 
for food and clothing in San Francisco and that we 
were to go home and get whatever we could, canned 
goods, whatever could be spared, and bring it right 
back to school, where trucks would come and take it 
to the railroad station. 

My brother and I scurried home and reported, ft&r 
father and mother took us to the grocery store 
immediately. We took our little red express wagon 
along with us, and they loaded it up. They used good 
judgment. I remember my father saying, "Now, there's 
no use sending anything that is perishable. We 
should send things that are concentrated food." I 
was very much impressed when he started going through 
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the store with my mother and they bought the things 
they thought were suitable. I remember we bought 
crackers, probably cookies, in boxes. I was especially 
impressed by his decision to buy a ten-pound sack of 
corn meal. He said, "That's something there is a lot 
of food value in, and it's durable." They bought 
some canned vegetables. 

We hauled all that back to the school in the 
afternoon, and other children commenced to flock in. 
They literally heaped those steps with food to be 
shipped. How, some of it was very poorly chosen—the 
word was out in the extra newspapers, already, that 
there was a water shortage, and some people were 
foolish enough to send gallon bottles of water with 
their children to be transported to San Francisco. 
Of course, the water never reached San Francisco. 
They did have a water problem, but it certainly 
wasn't to be solved by sending gallon bottles of 
water from Los Angeles. They had an ample water 
supply that could be brought in by tanks from nuch 
closer by. 

We went out, my brother and I, and sold "extra" 
papers. We became newsboys on the streets, the only 
time X ever undertook that line of aotivity. It 
was very remunerative for small boys, because the 
papers were sold to the newsboys at the regular price, 
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two papers for a cent, and we sold them for a nickel 
apiece. The regular price was a cent apiece, hut we 
sold them for a nickel apiece, because people didn't 
want to bother with change, they were too excited. 
They wanted every edition that came out, and each 
Los Angeles paper put out an edition every hour. 
Remember, there were no radios, and we got our news 
only by newspapers. 

That raises the question of what newspapers there 
were. There was the Times. The Examiner had started 
in 1904—I remember its first edition appearing on the 
streets. It seems to me it was Christmas day, 1904. 
I probably am mistaken about that, but I'm quite sure 
it was in 1904 that the Examiner appeared. The 
Herald, as I remember, was a morning paper then. 
Either then, or shortly after, it was owned by 
General Harrison Gray Otis, who was the owner of the 
Times, although previously it had been an independent 
paper; it operated as a morning paper until the 
Examiner appeared, and I think it still continued as 
a morning paper for quite some little time under 
Otis's ownership. Some years later, I became acquainted 
with a former managing editor of the Morning; Herald, 
before Otis bought it. Now who owned it in those 
years, I don't know. 

There was the Record, which was a Scripps paper 
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(not the Scripps-Howard chain, hut the Scripps-McRae, 
I believe), and an afternoon paper; in those years 
and later, it was a terrific political power in this 
city. I'll have some comments about that later, and 
it was a union labor sympathizer, too, as the Examiner 
was supposed to be when it started; but Hearst lost 
his enthusiasm for organized labor and vice versa. 

There was the Evening Express. The publisher 
was a man by the name of [Edwin T.] Earl. Otis and 
the Times were conservative Republican, but Earl was 
progressive Republican. Later he went with Roosevelt 
in the "Bull Moose" split, and the Lincoln-Roosevelt 
League. 

There was another evening paper, a third evening 
paper, the name of which I have forgotten now. Its 
printing establishment was on Los Angeles Street 
just north of First Street; it was quite popular for 
a while, but I don't believe it lasted over five years. 
I don't remember, except that it was one of the 
papers that we sold. We bought them two for a cent 
and sold them for a nickel apiece, and business was 
good. 

Well, my father, as I said, sold his interest in 
the drugstore for six hundred dollars to Mr. Ladd, 
and with another six hundred that belonged to my 
mother, and a hundred that they borrowed, he bought 
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a little drugstore In San Dimas. It was a tiny little 
store. It belonged to a partnership, too—a physician, 
Dr. Reynolds, and a Mr. Fouts owned this little tiny 
drugstore. I think Mr. Fouts1 interest was small. 
He was a relative of Dr. Reynolds, and Dr. Reynolds 
was rather anxious to get out of the drug business 
and cut himself loose from Mr. Fouts, so they sold 
the store for eleven hundred dollars, or twLve 
hundred dollars, as I recall it. I think my father 
went into debt to the bank for the final hundred 
dollars that he needed. I was then twelve years old. 

San Dimas was a friendly country town, the 
population about six hundred, but widely scattered. 
It was, of course, a ranching community. Some of the 
finest orange and lemon groves in Southern California 
were there. Its principal business was in three 
large citrus packing houses} one packed oranges 
exclusively, another packed lemons exclusively, and 
a third, down on the Southern Pacific tracks, packed 
both oranges and lemons. The lemon packing house 
boasted that it was the largest in the world, but 
even then, I suspected it was probably the only 
exclusive lemon packing house in the world. It was 
a tremendous establishment. 

It was a friendly community. There were two 
churches, a Methodist church and a Baptist church, 
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as you would expect. There were a few Catholics, hut 
they had to go clear to Pomona, six miles away, to 
go to Mass on Sunday morning. 

We reached San Dimas ahout the first of July, 
and in September I entered the seventh grade in a 
little four-room schoolhouse, the smallest school I'd 
ever attended. I had my first man teacher, Mr. Leake, 
a man of rather unusually good education for an 
elementary school principal. He taught the seventh 
and eighth grades and was also principal of the school. 
He was ambitious to study medicine and had done his 
premedical studies already at the University of 
California in Berkeley, so he had far more than the 
ordinary normal school education. I flourished under 
his tutelage, and much to the surprise of the family 
and myself, I went to the top of the class. I had 
for my final grades all E's (E stood for excellent, 
G for good, F for fair, and U for unsatisfactory—I 
think that's as low as they went on the scale,and 
if it was unsatisfactory, you took it over again.) 
Ify brother also blossomed out, although he was only 
in the fifth grade, and went to the top of his class. 
We really flourished in that little school, but don't 
think it wax easy. They were good teachers. The 
school paid its teachers well. The tax base of the 
school district was very high and they had all the 
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money they needed, though the school building was 
not a good one—it was an old frame building, built 
about 1892, as I remember the inscriptions over the 
doorway. 

I made good friends among the boys there, especially 
the Kinney boys. Their father was the editor of the 
little newspaper in the town and he gave me my first 
chance to write for a newspaper. I commenced to pick 
up little news items in the drugstore, which I would 
write up and give to Mr. Kinney. He would print 
them exactly as I presented them to him, and I was 
quite puffed up to see myself in print; occasionally 
he would mention in the paper that one of his reporters 
was Harold Story, who was in the seventh grade. His 
son and I became very fast friends and scholastic 
rivals—in the seventh grade, I was at the top of 
the class and he was second. I think I beat him by 
about two percent in the general average. The next 
year, he beat me by one-half of one percent; but we 
remained fast friends as long as we both stayed in 
San Dimas. The tie was broken almost completely, 
thereafter. A little before we left San Dimas, the 
Kinneys moved to Pomona, where Mr. Kinney became the 
proprietor of the Pomona Progress, and my friend went 
to Pomona High School, where he became a star athlete. 

But I had many good friends there in school, 



108 

boys and girls. It was a social community, and whereas 
children's parties were a rarity in Los Angeles, 
they were every-month affairs in San Dimas. Every 
youngster who had a birthday, had a birthday party, 
and all the other kids were invited. We really had 
glorious times. 

In 1908, I graduated from grammar school. We 
didn't use the expression elementary school—we called 
them grammar schools, in those days. By that timi, 
a new school building had been erected, a large two-
story commodious brick building. It was there, I 
think, while I was in the eighth grade, recognizing 
that I was no good at baseball or any of the athletic 
sports since I was too skinny and weak and thin for 
anything of the sort, that I decided I should distinguish 
myself otherwise. I had always been very good in 
school even when I was poor at everything else. I 
was good at what they called, in those days, 
"composition, M writing compositions. Even in the 
sixth grade, I had written a composition they thought 
good enough to have me read before the Parent-Teachers' 
Association one afternoon. I had written on the evils 
of tobacco, because, of course, the Anti-Cigarette 
League in those days was booming and booming, and my 
father had helped me by giving me some pharmacological 
background, showing me what it said in the [United 
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itatea] Pharmacopoeia and in the United States 
Dispensatory on the subject, so I had scientific 
information ahout this wicked narcotic. So, having 
been in composition, and now at the head of my class, 
I decided that intellectual endeavors might be a place 
where I could make a mark for myself. 

We had a literary society in that school, and 
frequently on their programs, which were attended 
by the sixth, seventh, and eighth graders, we had 
debates. Now, X had never heard a debate before in 
my life, until X went there; but Mr. Leake taught us 
the formalities of debate and the formalities of 
parliamentary procedure, how to make motions and 
something of the relative order of motions. We read 
essays, we did skits and readings, and it seems to 
me that we put on some rather remarkably good programs. 
There were youngsters who were musicians, played the 
piano or sang; the Kinney boys were both violinists, 
of a very amateurish sort, but then we thought they 
were pretty good. 

In the eighth grade, I was elected secretary of 
the literary society, and I've been stuck with 
secretaryships of some kind or other ever since. I 
decided that I might be able to do something as a 
debater. The idea appealed to me, and I just made 
up my mind that well, I was going to be a debater. 
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father had already urged me not to study 
pharmacy. He wanted me to understand pharmacy, to 
study it informally; hut he said that he never wanted 
me to become a pharmacist, that that life was too hard, 
and that he hoped X might become a lawyer. Well, X 
didn't know much about what lawyers did, although at 
along about that time X was called as a witness in a 
trial in Los Angeles. X had seen a man seriously 
injured in one of the rare automobile accidents of the 
day, just before we left Los Angeles, and so after we 
got to San Dimas, X was called back to Los Angeles 
as the only eyewitness. I had sat through the court 
proceeding, testified from the witness stand, and 
gotten acquainted with a lawyer, and the idea that 
I should be a lawyer was pretty well fixed in my 
head. I felt that debating would probably get me 
in the right channels, that I would study public 
speaking; actually, X think X engaged in only one or 
two debates while X was in the eighth grade, but at 
graduation time X gave an oration on the program. 
X haven't the slightest idea of what it was about* 
I don't know if there's a copy of that document extent. 
My mother may have one stowed away somewhere, but I 
don't remember much about it. 

In the fall of 1908, I started high school at 
Bonita High school, which was a union high schoolt 
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San Dimas, Lordsburg, the old La Verne district, and 
Charter Oak Elementary School Districts were consoli-
dated in this union high school district. Charter 
Oak was a very small community between San Dimas and 
Covina. San Dimas and Lordsburg provided the larger 
part of the high school attendance, since Charter Oak 
and La Verne were both small, country elementary schools. 
Like the elementary school, It was a district with a 
very rich tax base—orange groves, lemon groves, 
very well-to-do people lived in the vicinity, and 
they were generous with the school. The school had 
fifty students; there was no compulsory high school 
education in those days, and most pupils dropped out 
at the eighth grade. Only about half of my eighth-
grade class went on to high school, and many of them 
dropped out during the first year. There were five 
teachers, a ratio of one teacher to every ten 
youngsters, and there was a very limited curriculum. 
The only choice was either college preparation or 
commercial. Many tried to mix them, unsuccessfully. 
They'd get shunted off, and find out to their sorrow, 
too late, that they had taken too many commercial 
subjects and were not prepared to enter the university, 
or to enter any college. 

There were only four colleges in Southern 
California: Pomona, Occidental, USC, and Whittier. 
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Redlands came on. a few years later as the fifth, and 
at Lordshurg (later La Verne), they had what they 
called Lordshurg College, hut it was only preparatory. 
As far as that goes, Occidental, Whittier, and USC 
(not Pomona, but the other three) all had preparatory 
departments that were quite as large as all of their 
college student body, in each case. 

I stuck to a straight college preparatory course, 
and the only choice I had in my freshman year, the 
ninth grade, was whether I would take physical 
geography or ancient history, KJjr father insisted I 
take physical geography, He said, "You read ancient 
history at home all the time, anyway. I want you to 
get a little beginning of science, and physical 
geography is an excellent place to start." 

The principal of the school was a man with a 
Master of Arts degree from the University of Colorado. 
He was also a well-to-do orange rancher and had one 
of the few automobiles in the neighborhood—my first 
automobile ride was with him, Mr. Arthur Durward. I 
believe Mr. Durward may still be living; he was, up 
to two years ago, a very elderly man living in 
Claremont, but his home then was in Lordshurg. I 
went over and consulted him, at my father's suggestion, 
when I Insisted X must have ancient history and my 
father insisted I must have physical geography, to 
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see if I might not take five studies, five "solids," 
they would call it today. 

Well, that was rather unthinkable in those days 
when four was the limit, hut having stood at the 
head of my class in the seventh grade and being with-
in a half percent of the head of my class in the 
eighth grade, Mr. Durward said, "Well, you may try it, 
if the schedule works out so you don't have a conflict." 
It did work out, and I was the amazement of the whole 
high school student hody, taking five solids. Only 
an idiot would do that. The five solids, I want you 
to know, were physical geography, ancient history, 
Latin, which was invariable for everybody, English, 
and algebra, and the only other things that I could 
have possibly taken in place of any of them would 
have been some beginning business subjects. I might 
have gone in for business arithmetic and possibly 
business English, although I don't think they 
distinguished business English from English in those 
benighted days. 

Mr. Durward was not only the principal, but he 
was also a teacher of science, advanced algebra, solid 
geometry, and trigonometry. Then there was Miss 
Bartruff (I don't remember the first names of any 
of these women teachers any longer), but she had her 
Master of Arts degree from Stanford. She taught two 
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years of English and two years of German. There 
was Miss Miller, Mary Miller, I believe it was. She 
taught beginning algebra, plane geometry, and history, 
all of the history that was taught. Miss Elizabeth A* 
Wood, who retired not too long ago from the English 
Department at Eagle Rock High School in Los Angeles, 
was from Pomona College with some graduate work in 
the University of California. She taught two years 
of English and four years of Latin. Miss Phelps 
taught the commercial subjects. In looking over the 
list, I realize that they all had six classes a day. 

In 1910, two years later, when the student body 
had grown to sixty, they added a sixth teacher. As 
I said, it was a well-to-do district and they were 
not stingy with their facilities or with their pro-
visions for faculty, so we acquired Dr. Sutherst, 
who had his Doctor of Philosophy degree from the 
University of Geneva, and who taught science and 
agriculture. He was an Englishman and he came 
directly to California from two or three years of 
teaching in South Africa. He relieved Mr. Durward 
of the science courses and also taught agriculture, 
so that Mr. Durward was able to devote more of his 
time to administration. 

As I recall high school requirements of the time, 
we were required to have four years of English and 
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four years of foreign language, usually two of them 
being in Latin and two in German, though in some 
schools, you could take two in French if that were 
offered. There was one high school in Southern 
California which offered two years of Greek, also— 
that was Los Angeles High School, where they had a 
very remarkable classic languages teacher. Santa Ana 
had previously offered Greek, too, but at the time 
I went to high school, I knew of none but Los Angeles 
High School that had any instruction in Greek. Of 
course, instructing high school students in Greek, 
now, would be utterly unthinkable. It was just as 
unthinkable in those days, even though this was 
Southern California with a large Mexican population, 
to teach Spanish. It was thought that anyone who 
wanted to learn Spanish could pick it up on the side, 
that there was nothing to Spanish. 

There were two years of history required, I know. 
One of them was United States history, taken in the 
twelfth grade. Two years of science were required, 
one during the first two years, and the other during 
the second two years, so that in the first two years 
you might take physical geography or botany at Bonlta, 
and in the eleventh and twelfth grades, you might 
take chemistry or physics*, altogether, two units, or 
two courses in science were required. Elsewhere 
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than Bonlta, some of the larger schools offered a 
year of general science. 

In addition to that, there were four electives 
required to make up the total of sixteen units, 
though the electives could not go far afield from 
the same subject courses in which the requireds were 
taken. 

Now, this applied to all but the commercial 
students. The commercial students had to take, I 
think, three years of English and a certain minimum 
amount of science and history and mathematics, but they 
were not expected to be able to meet college entrance 
requirements, and they understood when they entered 
high school that if they were going the commercial 
route, there was no college ahead for them. Very 
few of them, I think, ever did qualify for admission 
to any college. 

The smaller high schools in those days had no 
physical education programs, no physical education 
teachers or athletic coaches. Bonlta had no equipped 
gymnasium. When the building was constructed, there 
was a large room that was called the gymnasium, but 
it had no equipment in it whatsoever, and was never 
used for gymnasium purposes. We ate our lunches and 
stored our bicycles in there on rainy days. Otherwise, 
it was used for social activities, of which there 
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were many during the school year, particularly in 
the evenings. Nevertheless, we had plenty of outdoor 
athletic activities. Remember, this was a country 
school. It was a mile to Bonita High School from San 
Dimas on the west and Lordshurg on the east, and it 
stood out there in the midst of the orange groves in 
a beautiful location, up on a little knoll. We had 
lots of outdoor life: we had organized athletics, 
basketball, track, baseball, including girls' 
basketball and baseball teams, all managed and 
financed by the students themselves, who made their 
own schedules, only consulting faculty members 
when they thought that might be of use, or when they 
were puzzled about something. Otherwise, the faculty 
took no part in the arrangement of the athletic program 
at all, though they didn't stand apart—they came to 
the games and were enthusiastic about our teams. 

There was also a great deal of social and 
recreational activity, and this, too, was participated 
in by the faculty. Student body organizations and 
literary societies existed. I had an excellent 
experience in parliamentary procedure and in debating, 
right from my very first year. For example, there 
arose a question one time in a student body meeting 
as to whether teachers were eligible to participate 
In and vote in student body meetings. There was a 
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sharp division among the teachers, themselves, as 
well as among the students. It wasn't a case of 
teachers versus students. There were some students 
who thought there ought to be participation by faculty 
members, and there were some faculty members who 
thought they should not interfere in student affairs. 
This argument resulted in three or four days of 
parliamentary wrangle. I was on the side which 
thought that in such a close, small community, we 
ought to have the teachers participate in our student 
body affairs, and so I was in the midst of the 
wrangle with Mr. Durward, the principal, and Miss 
Miller on my side, and Miss Phelps leading the oppo-
sition. The other two teachers, I believe, played 
it neutral—I don't think I ever did find out where 
they stood. I was on the losing side when it came 
to a vote, but with the amused cooperation and coaching 
of Mr. Durward, we put over a great many brilliant 
parliamentary tricks before they were finally able 
to get to a vote, and I believe we required them to 
revote three or four times by further maneuvers. By 
the time we got through with that, I was pretty 
thoroughly acquainted with Robert's Rules of Order. 

I was eager to get into debating, in the literary 
society. No one much took my debating ambition 
seriously, and I remember that the first debate I 
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was pat on "by the program committee had the absurd 
subject, "Resolved: that the point of a pin is on 
the wrong end." I was somewhat insulted, but I went 
ahead and did the best I could, and it seems to me I 
won that debate, though I don't recall just how. 

Dixon: Were you on the affirmative? 
Story: I was on the affirmative. The point of a pin is on 

the wrong end. I think I took the point of a pin and 
offered to thrust it into the anatomy of my colleague 
to prove that the point was on the wrong end, and it 
was readily acknowledged. X believe my colleague 
surrendered thereupon, and no judgment by the faculty 
was required. 

Being out in the country, it is of interest to 
recollect, today, how the students got to school. 
Most of them had to come a mile or more, My home 
was on the far side of San Dimas, and it was about a 
mile and a quarter for me. Like a large part of the 
students, I rode a bicycle; but when my bicycle broke 
down or X had a flat tire, X walked, even in rainy 
weather. You couldn't peddle your bicycle over the 
muddy roads, and there wasn't a paved road, not even 
a macadamized road, in all Los Angeles County when X 
started to high school. They commenced to macadamize 
the roads while X was in high school, but we had 
either just gravel, dirt, or oiled roads, and they 
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were almost impossible to travel on in wet weather. 
A rainy day meant a mile and a quarter's walk each 
way, for me. 

A large number of the students, though, oame 
from greater distances, by horse and buggy. There 
was a little stable out behind the school where the 
youngsters could put their buggies and tie up their 
horses, and their first duty when the noon hour came 
was not to feed themselves, but to go out and feed 
the horses and water them. It was a country life. 

I recall that most of the boys, myself not included, 
Came from orange ranches, and when the time came for 
irrigating the ranch (they couldn't take water just 
any time—water was allowed to them at certain 
specific times by the water companies, which might be 
at any time of day or night, and they were only allowed 
so many hours to use it), the boy who was in high 
school didn't turn up in class that day. He was at 
home helping, and that was taken as a perfectly good 
excuse, in fact as a better excuse than serious 
illness. It was quite a common thing to see them 
out in the orchards late at night or early in the 
morning, any time at night, carrying lanterns around 
and taking care of the irrigation. 

When I was in my tenth grade, they held an 
oratorical contest, and I entered. It was open to 
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anyone. I believe there were only four of us that 
took a chance on It, three girls a^d myself; but I 
was eager to have that kind of an experience, and I 
wrote an oration. It was a eulogy on Thomas A. Edison, 
but having written it, I was dissatisfied with it, 
although I greatly admired Edison and thought he was 
a proper subject for a eulogy. I was confident that 
my speech was definitely prosaic, so without speaking 
to my teacher, who was Miss Wood (she was in charge 
of the contest), I wrote another oration. It was a 
plea for an Anglo-American alliance, and it fore-
shadowed by a good many years the Atlantic union idea 
that was very popular (wasn't it Clarence Streit who 
wrote the book on that subject, Uî loq Novf?) in the 
late thirties. When it came along, the subject 
failed to interest me entirely, because I felt I'd 
been through that stage thirty-five years earlier and 
didn't want to be bothered with it anymore. I was 
utterly unthrilled at the time that it was sweeping 
the nation as the political fad of the moment. 

Outside of school, I had plenty of duties at 
home, principally in my father's drugstore, where 
when I was sixteen years old he registered me with 
the State Board of Pharmacy as an apprentice pharmacist. 
Now, what that meant, I don't know, except, I believe, 
after so many years as an apprentice pharmacist, if 
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you could prove up your time, they would admit you 
to some kind of a preliminary examination which would 
give you the certificate of assistant pharmacist. 
Then you might go on from there to become a full-
fledged pharmacist, either by studying and working in 
a drugstore, or by going to a pharmacy college. 
There were only two pharmacy colleges in the state, 
I think, at that time, one at USC and the other at 
the University of California College in San Francisco. 

Well, I became an expert at the soda fountain, 
but I also sold drugs and worked behind the pre-
scription counter and in the back room, making the 
simpler preparations, such as spirits of camphor, 
camphorated oil, tincture of iodine, essence of 
peppermint, tincture of green soap, green soap 
liniment, vanilla and lemon extracts, cold cream, 
all of which were United Stategi Pharmacopoeia prepara-
tions. X learned to read the Pharmacopoeia and 
make these things up. After a year or two of 
experience X made them with no supervision from my 
father at all. He would just say, "Go on back and 
make up a batch of vanilla extract. We're about to 
run out," and I knew how to go about it. 

I learned the apothecary's weights. X put up 
simple prescriptions under supervision, and that 
included, in those days, the making of powders and 
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the rolling of pills, as well as mixing various 
liquids and ointments* Pharmacy was then a much more 
complicated art than today, when wholesale laboratories 
make all of these preparations, and the druggist's 
duties are chiefly the filling of bottles and counting 
of pills. I filled quinine capsules, two grain and 
three grain, with occasionally some five grain, until 
my fingers were numb, my arms ached, and my throat 
was filled with quinine. I could taste it for the 
rest of the week, but It was an experience that stood 
me in good stead when 1 was a graduate student at 
Berkeley a good many years later. I'11 tell you about 
that in due time. 

X rather enjoyed it, too. Xt was a superior 
kind of an occupation, X felt, and X knew all of the 
medical Latin* X could read dootors* prescriptions. 
X could read the gold and black glass labels on the 
jars that then occupied the shelves in every proper 
drugstore. The Latin was as familiar to me as the 
common English names of the same products* X knew 
how to look up things in the Dispensatory, the 
National Formulary, and the Pharmacopoeia with no 
hesitation. 

However, X did other things, too* Xn my third 
year in high school, X was appointed San Dimas 
representative of a new Pomona daily paper, an evening 
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paper which I can't even remember the name of now, 
but I was expected to round up the events of the 
village and telephone them every day to Pomona, for 
which I received some small compensation. 

In February of 1911, my father sold his drugstore 
in San Dimas. He had built it up from a very small 
establishment to a sizable store with a prosperous 
business, but he was threatened with competition. 
Some druggists who didn't know as much about the drug 
business as they should have, and who had never been 
proprietors of a store, decided that my father's 
business was too good for one man and that they were 
going to set up another store. Now, my father knew 
the community, its capacities and its potentialities, 
quite thoroughly. Ve had lived there for five years, 
and he knew that competition would kill both; so 
finally he made a deal with them and sold the store 
to them, very reluctantly. 

We had to sell a new horns that we'd built there, 
too, and that made us quite unhappy. We had a 
beautiful little home up on the hill above San Dimas, 
in an orange grove. We'd had to take out orange 
trees to make room to build the house, but we could 
still stand on our front porch in the spring and 
pick oranges off the trees without taking a step 
from under shelter, if it were raining. 
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After looking around a bit, my father decided 
to buy a small drugstore in Tropico. Tropico was 
a community of about fifteen hundred people, now called 
West Glendale, a part of the city of Glendale; but 
it was a separate community, unincorporated, when we 
moved there, and was later incorporated as a small 
sixth-class city while we were living in the town. 

I hated to leave San Dimas and Bonita. I felt 
this was home, and I had many friends there. As I 
said, we'd lived there for five years, the longest 
time I'd ever lived in one place in my life, and it 
was quite a pulling up by the roots to tear myself 
away from there. I was partly reconciled, however, 
by the prospect of the opportunities that might be 
found in a larger school, and by its closeness to 
Los Angeles* 

from San Dimas, we had come into Los Angeles quite 
frequently. We had commutation tickets on the Santa 
Fe Railroad, and I think we made the trip from San 
Dimas to Los Angeles, a distance of twenty-eight 
miles, in approximately an hour. There was a very 
convenient schedule. We could leave San Dimas around 
7:30 in the morning on an overland limited that would 
stop on flag signal, or we could go in at 8:45 A.M. 
or 11:45 A.M. Returning at night, we could leave 
Los Angeles at about 4:30 P.M. or at about 5:45 P.M., 
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as I recall, and so we had convenient service and 
came into Los Angeles with considerable frequency. 
Indeed, for a time, in order that my brother and I 
might not lose contact with the Quakers entirely, my 
father and mother saw to it that we came into Los 
Angeles to go to the Friends Churoh about twice a 
month. On Sunday morning we'd get on the early train 
and come into Los Angeles to the Friends Sunday 
School, maybe staying for the church service as well} 
and then we had the whole afternoon to ourselves to 
run around and get into mischief all over town. We 
felt Los Angeles was not too far away for purposes 
of that kind, or for occasional shopping expeditions 
or business journeys, but for social contacts, for 
attending concerts and lectures, for going to the 
theater and that sort of thing, it was mostly too far 
away. 

X don't believe X mentioned before about having 
acquired a taste for stage entertainment in San Dimas. 
That was rather unusual. The only auditorium of any 
kind (and it wasn't an auditorium, it was a town hall), 
was in a wooden frame building, rather old and some-
what decrepit, the lower floor being occupied by a 
butcher shop and a bicycle shop. I've forgotten what 
kind of seating arrangements there were—just folding 
chairs, I think, but there was some sort of a stage, 
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and, surprisingly, we had quite a lot of professional 
and semiprofessional entertainment. As I said, it 
was a well-to-do community, and people were willing 
to pay. I recall that Ellen Beach Taw, a famous 
operatic soprano of the time who lived in Covina, 
only six miles away, came and gave us an evening. We 
were also very proud of a professional whistler who 
lived in San Dimas. Her father [C. C. McComas] was 
a deputy district attorney in Los Angeles County and 
came into the city every morning to his duties. Her 
name was Carol McComas and she traveled around the 
world giving whistling concerts, accompanied by her 
own pianist; she was quite well known throughout the 
United States. She was a very attractive girl, I 
Imagine in her early twenties, and it was said she 
whistled her way around the world. A whistling 
concert by Carol McComas was really something to 
hear. Later, she went on the stage as an adtress 
and was in one of the famous companies of the time-
she acted with Billle Burke, who was [Florenz] 
Ziegfeld's wife, and was really a remarkable actress 
in her day. 

We also had, X remember, a professional magician, 
a sleight-of-hand performer, who put on an astounding 
show. We had the Pomona Elks Minstrels, and that 
was a good minstrel show. Much to my delight, it 
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was directed by the man who had been the director of 
music In the schools at Stuart, Iowa, where I was 
born, and I had known him there) he had come to 
California some time after we did, and was living in 
Pomona, 

We also had the very good mandolin and guitar 
club from Throop Institute. Throop Polytechnic 
Institute is the institution that later became Cali-
fornia Institute of Technology in South Pasadena, 
but in those days it was scarcely more than a 
secondary school. But it did specialize in music 
and arts, and had this mandolin and guitar club, con-
sisting of perhaps twenty young men, who went around 
the country putting on concerts. They came to San 
Dimas, among other places* There were some conse-
quences to that, too. Some months after they had been 
to San Dimas, a solicitor came through town on behalf 
of Throop Institute, trying to sign up youngsters to 
take a course of lessons in guitar, mandolin, or 
violin. My brother chose violin and I chose mandolin, 
and I played the mandolin there and later in the 
mandolin club at Glendale High School, and still later 
in a small mandolin club we had in Whittier. I also 
gave mandolin lessons for a number of years while I 
was in college. I haven't picked up my mandolin now 
for several years, but I keep threatening to get it 
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out, restring It, and develop the necessary callouses 
on the ends of my fingers so that I can go hack to 
my musical career at this late stage in life. 

In addition to all that, we had other programs 
that were put on—sometimes traveling shows would 
come to town, magic lantern shows, as we called them 
then, stereopticons or slide projectors, and shows of 
that sort. We had one of those Tom Thumb weddings 
that used to he quite an excitement of the day, in 
which children were trained hy some expert to put on 
a mock wedding ceremony, a little burlesque affair 
that was considered to he very amusing. Sometimes 
the high school students would put on a play, and 
they would come down to the San Dimas hall. 

In our family, we always got tickets to these 
things without charge, because the reservations were 
sold in our drugstore, and that was our "rake-off." 
We got the tickets. I'd had very little experience 
with the theater. When we were in Los Angeles there 
were only several theaters: the Grand Theater, which 
was on Main Street near First, the Orpheum, which was 
between Second and Third, and the Burbank, at Sixth 
and Main, which I think is still operating as a 
burlesque house, but It waB then a serious theater, 
operated by Oliver Morosco. I had never been to any-
thing in the Burbank Theater, but I had been to the 
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Orpheum frequently, and I had heen to the Grand 
Theater, which mostly put on melodrama. 

I was anxious to get hack close to Los Angeles 
so that I could see more of the theater, having had 
just a few samples in my very young childhood, and 
then getting a smattering of that sort of stage enter-
tainment in San Dimas. I wanted to see the real 
theater, and I thought I wanted to go to lectures 
and to hear concerts; so there were attractions to 
moving In close to Los Angeles. Tropico was only six 
miles away, twenty minutes hy Pacific Electric to 
Sixth and Main Street. 

I had some difficulty, though, in transferring 
to Glendale High, because I was carrying five solid 
subjects, and no high school was supposed to be able 
to do that. It also created some conflicts in my 
program, but I finally persuaded them to let me try 
it. I said, "I finished half a year of it. Why 
not let me go on for the other half year?" My grades 
were good, so they finally consented. Now, my 
third year in Latin at Bonita High School, where I'd 
signed up for a third year, planning to go on for 
four years of Latin instead of two of Latin and two 
of German, was Cicero's Orations. We'd only had 
three students in the class, myself and two other 
boys. At Glendale, I found myself suddenly surrounded 
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by girls. I was the only boy in the class with seven 
girls. It was a tough, tight situation, and the 
competition was terrific. I was a little bit afraid 
of girls, and these were all strangers to me. I 
discovered that they studied cooperatively, prepared 
their lessons together, while I had to prepare mine 
all by myself, which meant it took me twice as long 
as it did any of them; but I struggled through, and 
after a couple of months, the girls suddenly decided 
that they were going to organize a Latin Club. They 
got it all planned and they called a meeting, at which, 
of course, I was required to be present. They named 
the organization The Comites, which interpreted means 
the "comrades" or the "companions5" the presiding 
officer was to be the Consul, and the assistant 
presiding officer was to be the Pro-Consul. I was 
promptly and unanimously elected Consul, much to my 
combined embarrassment and glory. Then I discovered 
that all of the meetings were to be social affairs 
at the home of one or another of the girls, of course 
at night. They pretty nearly ran me to death, those 
girlsl They were tremendously friendly and tremendously 
funny, and they all had very high scholastic ideals 
and ideas, and I enjoyed it, but they nearly worked 
the life out of me when I had to take about five or 
six girls home afterwards—they were distributed over 
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the whole Glendale area, and of course It was all 
walking. We had no cars, no buggies. At least once 
a month I would walk about five miles, getting girls 
delivered to their respective homes between ten and 
eleven o'clock, whichwasas late as we were expected 
to stay out at night. 

Well, in addition to that, I was welcomed into 
the Presbyterian Church of Tropico. It was the church 
most convenient to where we lived, and I found there 
a very friendly group of boys and a kindly, elderly 
minister, who was extremely popular with the young 
people. Indeed, his Sunday evening services were for 
the young people, though the older people might come. 
He dared them to come, but he didn't especially invite 
them to come. He wanted the youngsters. I was almost 
at once elected secretary of the Sunday School class 
of some ten or tveLve boys, several of whom were 
going to high school with me. The others were not in 
high school, they were working. I was soon invited 
by the editor of the little Tropico weekly newspaper 
to write for the paper, which I did, and I was also 
made editor of the church bulletin. 

Socially, I found myself almost bewilderlngly 
popular. It hadn't been that way too much in San 
Dimas, where there was a pretty sharp division between 
the children of the well-to-do families and the 
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children of the less well-to-do families. I didn't 
find that at Tropico or in Glendale High School. 

My recreational reading, at about this time, 
commenced to influence me considerably. It was largely 
devoted to Mark (Twain. I had found Tom Sawyer and 
Huck linn in the San Dimas Elementary School library. 
I read them, just devoured those two books. I'd heard 
of Mark Twain, but I didn't know anything about what 
he'd written; I didn't know he'd written books for 
boys, and when I found Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn. I 
thought to myself, "I just didn't know books could 
be this goodl" I was astounded. I was wildly enthu-
siastic. At Bonita High School I discovered Innocents 
Abroad in the little high school library, which, by 
the way, was an excellent small collection. I think 
they had only about five hundred books, but they 
had been excellently selected and were well kept. 

I recall while we were still in San Dimas, in 
1910, reading one morning of Mark Twain's death in 
the Los Angeles Times. and it struck me almost as 
the death of a personal friend, I had become so 
enamored of his books. Mark Twain, himself, predicted 
that he would go out with Halley's comet. He had 
come in with Halley's comet, and that was the year 
of Halley's comet. I vividly recall what a 
spectacular sight that was for many weeks, that vast 
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comet stretched across the night sky, as we could 
see it, far away from city lights in San Dimas. By 
the time we reached Tropico, there was no more Halley's 
comet. 

Just "before we left San Dimas, I bought the 
then much advertised twenty-five volume author's 
national edition of Mark Twain's works: five dollar* 
down and two dollars a month for ten months. I was 
still paying for it long after we moved to Tropico, 
but I felt it was a good investment, because I was 
reading Mark Twain with almost fanatical enthusiasm 
by that time. He was a constant topic on my lips in 
conversation with my English teachers in both high 
schools. They regarded my taste with some scepticism, 
because Mark Twain was not yet considered quite the 
best—he wasn't "literature" in those days. It took 
them some considerable time to discover that he was 
literature, although I do recall that the English 
teacher we had in Glendale, of whom I want to speak 
in a moment, encouraged my reading Mark Twain. She 
felt that there was something really good there. She 
couldn't put her finger on it, but she thought it was 
well worth my time, and she never scolded me or looked 
down upon my common tastes in the least for being a 
Mark Twain enthusiast. 
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CHAPTER V 
SOCIALIST AND DEBATING ACTIVITIES 

I was also, at about this time, commencing to 
take politics seriously. I decided that I ought to 
determine very soon what political party I wanted to 
consider my own preference, and I set about deciding 
very systematically. I read all of the national 
party platforms, the Republicans, the Democrats, the 
Prohibitionists, and the Socialists, just those four, 
and I found that I was attracted to the Socialists 
far more than any of the other three. I think my 
second choice would have been the Democrats, third 
the Prohibitionists, and fourth the Republicans: 
they would have come at the end of the list, for 
some reason or other. 

In San Dimas I had heard two Socialist soap-box 
speakers. The better of the two, as I recall, was a 
Negro, whose name I have now forgotten. They were 
both brought to San Dimas to give soap-box speeches 
one night, and their sponsor was a Methodist deacon, 
a Mr. Rutherford, a tall, full-bearded old gentleman 
of great piety and dignity. I suspect that he was 
of English origin and had possibly become influenced 
by the Fabians, but he considered himself a Christian 
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Socialist. Of course, all Christian Socialists in 
those days were attached to the American Socialist 
Party, so when he had an opportunity, he'd "bring a 
Socialist speaker out, put him up on a soap box, 
light a gasoline torch for illumination, and the 
speaker would hold forth. 

Now, if there was a political speech going on 
anywhere, I was among those present. I remember 
hearing in 19H» or late in 1910, probably, Hiram 
Johnson speak in San Dimas. He came into town in an 
automobile, and the automobile was parked at the curb 
in front of the bank, next door to my father's 
drugstore, and Hiram Johnson stood up in the back of 
that car and gave a speech. Possibly twenty-five 
or thirty people were gathered around. I thought he 
was a good speaker, an impressive speaker, but I was 
not persuaded by him any where nearly as much as I 
was by the Negro Socialist speaker that night on 
Nr. Rutherford's soap box. 

Dixon: How did the Socialist platform differ from that of 
the Progressive Republicans at the time? 

Story: Well, the Socialist platform was frankly and sub-
stantially Marxian in its background. However, there 
were many respects in which it overlapped the 
Progressive Republicans, although the Socialists 
regard the Progressive Republicans as extremely 
conservative. 
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At Glendale High. School, I was put in charge of 
one division of the high school library. We had a 
much larger high school library there than we had 
at Bonlta. X believe we had a student body of around 
two hundred and fifty, about five times as big as the 
Bonita High School student body, and still we had no 
librarian. We had one girl who was employed part 
time to issue and check in books; but otherwise, the 
library was just supervised by our head English 
teacher, To assist her, she took juniors and seniors 
who seemed to her capable of such work out of her 
English classes, and assigned them to library duty. 
It was entirely volunteer work on their part. She 
asked me to participate in this work, which I did. 
I had one alcove to take care of, the section that 
contained history and economics. I suspect she did 
it with malice aforethought: she knew that my 
interests were in history, and she thought they 
ought to be in economics, so she put me in charge of 
that section. It was my duty to see that the books 
were all in order, to take an inventory of them from 
time to time, and to see that there weren't any 
missing. I believe I put the books away as they were 
received, too. 

Well, there, in the Glendale High School library 
(I hope you're shocked) I found the Communist Manifesto. 
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and read it. It was contained in a book of economic 
readings, edited by a professor of economics at 
Harvard University, as I remember. I watched his 
career later; he came ultimately to Los Angeles and 
I believe lived his last years here. I think for a 
little time he was attached to one of the universities 
as a lecturer, though he had retired. He was an 
extremely conservative economist. His economic 
theory was ultraoonservatlve, but he was just putting 
together a book of readings, and in those days, the 
Communist Manifesto belonged; so I read it. Now, I 
don't pretend that I understood it, though I read it 
three or four times. I felt this was the basic 
document of the Socialist movement, and I wanted to 
understand it. I got some glimmerings, but it was 
difficult. 

So when I came to Los Angeles, I went to see my 
uncle, L. M. Story, my father's younger brother, who 
was an ardent Socialist and who was employed, at 
that time, as the organizer (that was the title of 
the office) of the Socialist Party of Los Angeles City. 
I went to his office. I told him I wanted to know 
more about the Socialist movement, and he provided me 
with some pamphlets, notably one written by N. A. 
Richardson, of San Bernardino. He had been a school-
teacher—I knew him slightly in later years, and I 
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remember he was on the first hoard of directors of 
San Bernardino Junior College • He was a man very 
highly regarded in that area} he wrote brilliantly, 
and he was a man of culture and education and a 
great deal of competence. That was one of the pamphlets 
that my uncle put in my hands. I don't recall the 
title of it. I wish I had that pamphlet now. I 
would like to look it over and see what it contained, 
but I found it very impressive then. 

When I called on my uncle, I asked for a ticket 
to hear a lecture that was to be given by Alexander 
Irvine, an Irish orator, who was advertised by the 
Socialist Party to give a lecture in the Labor Temple 
auditorium. I had seen articles by Alexander Irvine 
in either the Atlantic Monthly or Scribners. (There 
were the big four in those days: the Atlantic Monthly. 
Scribners. Harpers, and The Century: there was also 
the North American Review, but that was a little aside 
and not considered particularly a literary magazine.) 
He was a man of eminent literary reputation, a 
Socialist and a clergyman. This was my first 
opportunity to hear a lecture, and that was what I 
had come to Los Angeles for) so I asked my uncle if 
he could get me a ticket. 

He said, "Yes, I'm going to give you a ticket. 
It won't cost you anything. I'm going to have you 
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seated on. the platform, There will he about a hundred 
people there with you, so you won't be conspicuous} 
but you can hear best there, and I can get you a 
free ticket there." 

So I sat on the stage and heard Alexander 
Irvine's eloquent and dramatic biographical lecture. 
It was the story of his own life. In 1930 I believe 
that story was published, I think by Harper's, in 
book form, somewhat rewritten and revised, and with 
considerable later editions, because as I read it 
then, he brought it only up to his life in New lork 
City in about 1910, and In the book of which I have 
a copy, it goes on to a much later time with much 
subsequent biographical material, from 1910 on down 
to the late twenties. Unfortunately, I have a feeling 
that he revised some of his early history, and I know 
he put some inaccuracies into it, because he wrote 
into it some things that I knew to be quite different 
from the way he put them in the book. I cannot 
account for the difference, but I'm positive that 
&e altered some facts. 

I also went, at my uncle's Invitation, to a big 
Socialist picnic held at Eagle Rock Park, where I 
met and heard Job Harriman, a candidate for Mayor of 
Los Angeles at that time. Gradually, attending 
various affairs of that kind, I became a convinced 
Socialist. 
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I entered the Glendale High School interclass 
oratorical contest in the spring of 1911, having in 
try-outs heen seLected as my class representative, I 
think somewhat to the dismay of my fellow classmates, 
because I was a newcomer into their circle and they 
weren't sure that I would fit. I gave a peace 
oration more or less expressing the Socialist attitude 
toward the establishment of international peace, because 
the Socialist movement was pre-eminently the inter-
nationalist movement of the time. I recall the first 
words of that oration, which was entitled, "Pax 
Vobiscum:" "Peace be with you. For centuries, this 
has been your dream. On earth peace, good will toward 
men. For centuries has the angels' cry echoed and 
re-echoed from your lips. You cry peace, peace, but 
there is no peace. Your olive branches bear thorns 
and eagles' blood runs in the veins of your doves." 

Well, that's as far as I remember, but possibly 
you can detect, if you know Cicero, that I was already 
somewhat under his influence. I fell in love with 
the periodic sentence. Later, when 1 got into 
Virgil, I fell in love with the hexameter rhythm, and 
already I was studying oratorical construction. I 
read translations of Aristotle and Quintilian and 
others on the subject, and I accepted as the real 
authority on how to build an oration the ancient 



142 

Greek and Roman. I didn't think anybody since Cicero 
was really worth much. 

My high school teachers were sympathetic toward 
my Socialistic interests, especially my English 
teacher, Margaret Knepper, and my Latin teacher, who 
later became vice-principal of the high school, 
Ethel Hume Flood. Miss Knepper was a graduate of an 
Eastern University, and had studied at Oxford. Her 
whole manner and approach was quite English. She had 
a very fine English accent that she had obviously 
developed at Oxford. Miss Flood, who was my twelfth 
grade Latin teacher, came from old California families, 
both the Humes and the Floods. She was a graduate 
of the University of California at Berkeley. (There 
wasn't any University of California in Los Angeles, 
in those days.) She was a really fine classical 
scholar, respected as such by high school and college 
teachers of classical languages throughout Southern 
California, as I later discovered. 

Miss Knepper was a demanding teacher, both in 
literature and in composition. She required us to 
use and know thoroughly Wooley's Handbook of English 
Composition, and I pity the English students of 
today in high school and college who don't know 
Wooley, as the law was laid down by that grand old 
professor of English from the University of Wisconsin. 
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We knew the book almost by heart, and it dictated to 
us our grammar, our sentence structure, our spelling, 
our choice of words; and we had to stick to it. Later, 
when I became an English professor myself, although 
Wooley had gone through a great many editions since 
I had used him in high school, I found that it was 
still available, and I handed it to all of my freshmen 
composition students and ground it into them. 

I've used many other handbooks of composition 
from time to time, but the reason I favored Wooley 
above every other one, right down to the present day 
(although today many of his rules now would be con-
sidered absolete or archaic), was because he gave the 
reason. He gave the reason for everything. Now, 
today, it passes off as the acceptable style in a 
series to use commas between the first two items and 
all others, until you get to the next to the last, 
which is coupled to the final one by "and," as in 
"apples, peaches and bananas," using a comma after 
apples, but not after peaches. I don't agree with it. 
It doesn't make sense, because if it is "apples, 
peaches (no comma) and bananas," the peaches and 
bananas are all mixed up, in my understanding, and 
that's the way Mr. Wooley put it to us, in those days. 

But while Miss Knepper was demanding and strict, 
she was a teacher who was admired as well as feared 
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"by her pupils. They loved her. They loved her at 
the same time that they dreaded to get their papers 
hack after she had marked them up. I recall that 
when she put the number of one of Wooley's paragraphs 
In the margin and underlined what was wrong, we had 
to first copy out that paragraph from Wooley, Intact, 
and then reconstruct whatever we had done in a faulty 
manner. Every misspelled word we had to spell correctly 
on a sheet of paper and hand in to her, as many times 
as we had done it. We were very cautious ahout 
misspelling words for Hiss Knepper; but she gave me 
such a good course in the history of English literature 
that when I went on to college as a history major and 
English minor, I felt no more need for a course in 
the history of English literature. I had a pretty 
good grasp of the whole thing, and seldom, to this 
day, do I have to worry who such and such a writer 
was, or what period he was in. It's been more than 
fifty years since I last saw Hiss Knepper. 

Well, now I found jjy opportunity to get into 
oratory and debating in a place where it amounted to 
something. X went into the oratorical contest, as 
X said, and gave the speech on peace. X took second 
place, losing first by a very narrow margin. The 
boy who took first place was a very good friend of 
mine, also a member of the Presbyterian Sunday School 
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class In Tropico—later he became a prominent attorney 
here in Los Angeles. He told me afterwards that 
there was only one-half of one percent separating as 
in the final calculations of the judges. Some teacher 
told him, X guess, by what a narrow squeak he had 
taken first place, and he was a good enough friend 
of mine that he told me one day, and urged me by all 
means to stay in and win, the next year. X had been 
well coached for that contest by the minister of the 
Quaker Church in Los Angeles who was engaged by my 
father for the purpose, and from him X had learned many 
of the essentials of good platform speaking. 

During the mayoralty campaign in Los Angeles, X 
heard many fine speakers. Alexander Irvine and Job 
Harriman X have mentioned. Job Harriman was not the 
eloquent man that Alexander Xrvine was: Xrvlne was a 
flowery orator of the old Xrlsh breed, and Job 
Harriman was a lawyer, a spare, thin man, with iron 
logic. X discovered very early that if one listened 
to Harriman and accepted his major premise, you were 
sunk. That was all. You went right on through to 
the conclusion. You had to doubt him from the very 
first if you were going to doubt him at all. X never 
knew a speaker who had such rigorous logic in his 
speaking. 

But we also had here as speakers the mayors of 
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Schenectady, New York; Milwaukee; Butte, Montana; 
and Berkeley, California; all came here to participate 
in that campaign, because in those days, they were 
all Socialists. We had labor union leaders from Los 
Angeles and other places, many of whom were excellent 
speakers. I remember a number of former ministers of 
various denominations who had turned Socialist. There 
was T. W. Williams, who was Secretary of the Los 
Angeles Socialist Party, later a very distinguished 
member of the Los Angeles City Council and at one 
time its president. There was R. A. Maynard, a former 
newspaperman, and at that time a teacher at Polytechnic 
High School. There were a number of women who were 
excellent speakers. 

I had the happiness of taking Alexander Irvine 
to Tropico to speak in the Presbyterian Church, 
incidentally. The church was having some financial 
troubles, and the young people decided they were 
going to pitch in and do what they could to raise 
money. The girls held bazaars and sold things and 
the boys held various kinds of programs,and then it 
occurred to somebody that we might get a lecturer. 
Lecturers were fairly popular, and we thought we might 
bring a lecturer out to speak in the church. 

Well, when that was suggested, I jumped on it. 
I said, "I know just the man, the most eloquent 
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lecturer that ever hit this part of the country, and 
a man of literary note," and I named Alexander Irvine. 

The hoys said, "Can you get him?" 
I said, "I think I can." I came Into Los Angeles, 

hunted up Alexander Irvine, gnd told him what we 
wanted, that this was a benefit affair for a Presby-
terian church. He*d been a minister in New York and 
he was an accomplished clergyman. He asked, "Will 
they accept the fact that I'm a Socialist?" 

I said, "You could put it across, I'm sure. I 
can get them to accept you at the church if you will 
put the speech aoross." 

We packed the church full, I think at twenty-five 
cents a head. We must have had a hundred and fifty 
to two hundred people there, as many as the church 
would hold. I remember that several of my high school 
teachers came down from Glendale to hear him. We 
had agreed to pay him twenty-five dollars for the 
lecture, which was a goodly sum in those days, and 
when the lecture was over and all the people were 
crowding around enthusiastically shaking his hand, he 
got me to one side, put his arm around my shoulders, 
and said, "Now tell the boys to keep all this money— 
the church needs it and I don't." Was Socialism 
popular the next Sunday, when I told the boys In the 
Sunday School classI They all turned Socialist almost 
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at once, at least for a few minutes. 
In February of 1912, just a year after we came 

to Tropico, my father had a chance to trade his store 
there for one in Whittier, an even trade. He was 
anxious to make the exchange because he wanted my 
brother and me and my little sister to have more 
contact with the Quaker community, and he wanted to 
make it easy for my brother and me to go to Whittier 
College. So in February, 1912, we moved to Whittier. 
However, I balked on changing high schools again. 
I had changed high schools in the middle of the 
eleventh grade, and I said I just couldn't imagine 
changing again in the middle of the twelfth grade. 

So my father said, "All right. I'll see to it 
that you can continue and finish high school at 
Glendale. You'll have to go back and forth on the 
Pacific Electric car from Whittier to Glendale every 
day. You can go into Los Angeles and change cars 
there." 

It was four hours each way, every day, but I 
studied on the car. That's where I got my Latin 
lesson, usually, on the Pacific Electric car, so if 
my recitations were somewhat electrified, it was with 
good reason. 

In the twelfth grade, I had a debate teacher. 
In September, Glendale added a debate teacher, a 
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Mr. Root, to the faculty, and when he opened a debat-
ing class I joined it. That year he saw to It that 
the school entered the Southern California Oratorical 
and Debating League, which, I believe, is still in 
existence, easily now, I would say, seventy-five 
years old. I made the debate team, and our first 
debate was with Santa Monica High School on the sub-
ject of whether or not the state should provide free 
textbooks to school children. Up to that time, we 
bought our own textbooks, of course, and they were 
fairly expensive. The idea of free textbooks was a 
wild Socialistic dream, but we won the debate. 

Also in that year I had my first real dramatic 
training. The year before I went to Glendale, they 
had produced a student-written play, in English, 
based on the Aeneid. and it had attracted attention 
throughout Southern California. Now Miss Flood got 
even more ambitious, and decided that our class should 
produce Terence's Phormio in the original Latin. Now, 
the Phormio of Terence has been somewhat revised, I 
suspect cut, and, I'm confident, expurgated for 
Latin students in the schools. It is about as 
difficult as the Aeneid« and of course we were read-
ing the Aeneid that year} but we took on as an 
additional task the Phormio of Terence. The play 
was cast. Of course, most of the girls had to play 
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men's parts, "but I had a man's part, fortunately. We 
got costumes, quite authentic Roman costumes, from 
Occidental College, which had put on a Roman play 
some time before. We had professional motion picture 
people come over from Edendale, which was then the 
motion picture center of the Los Angeles area, to 
assist us in the final rehearsals and in the costuming 
and the make-up. 

The play was produced one afternoon in the high 
school auditorium, which seated about two hundred 
and fifty or three hundred people, and most of the 
high school Latin students and nearly all of the 
college Latin students of Southern California were 
in attendance, certainly all those from Los Angeles 
County, and some from Orange County. We were 
deliver^ our Latin play to people who, to our dismay, 
in a very nerve-wracking manner, kept their noses 
stuck in tbheir textbooks all the way through to see 
if we slipped on a syllable I I never dreamed that 
I could memorize so muoh Latin, a hundred and thirty 
to a hundred and forty lines of Latin prose, and we 
got through with scarcely a slip. I think we did a 
really good job, as I remember it, 

I went into the oratorical contest again, the 
inter-class oratorical contest, that year. Again I 
won the tryouts to represent the senior class, and 
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this time I delivered a straight Socialist speech, 
Marxian from the ground up. I don't even recall the 
beginning paragraph, but I do remember that I put a 
peroration In it that really meant business, because 
I knew I was speaking on an unpopular subject, and to 
win this contest was going to take a very direct 
appeal to the judges. I do recall this much, that 
I opened by saying, "I do not know how greatly your 
opinions may differ from mine, nor do I know to what 
extent you have already satisfied yourselves upon 
the subject which I shall discuss. • . j" and then I 
continued from there to say, "I'm here not just to 
win a contest, but to talk to you about something 
that is very intensely important to me, and I want 
to put this across. So whatever your attitudes and 
feelings may be, I ask you to listen with the utmost 
fairness of which you're capable." I delivered the 
oration and I won the contest, as well as a twenty-
dollar gold piece which bought my graduation suit 
that year. 

Then I found that our coach had entered me in 
the suburban contest of the Oratorical and Debating 
League, which held two preliminary contests, one for 
the suburban schools and one for the Los Angeles City 
Schools. The suburban contest was held at the Santa 
Ana iiign School, and there I took second place, 
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getting the silver medal. A Huntington Park hoy-
beat me out, but no sooner had I gotten baok to school 
the following Monday than the coach said, "Now you're 
going into the Southern California Championship 
Contest." He said, "I have just found out about it. 
It will be held at Hollywood High School in two weeks, 
and the first and second place winners of both the 
suburban and the city contests are eligible for the 
finals, so you're going in this one to win." 

Veil, I turned up at Hollywood High School, 
breathlessly, on the night of the contest, breathless 
because I had been sent out by my coach to a special 
speech teacher that he knew of who was giving private 
lessons way out on Central Avenue in Los Angeles. 
The man had visited the school and heard me, and he 
had asked me to come out there, if my coach would 
consent, so that he could work me over just before 
I went on the platform. I was also getting coaching 
from the speech teacher at Whittier College, who had 
been employed by my father, so I had three instructors 
working on me, to prepare me for that final contest. 
I had to travel by streetcar from about Twentieth 
and Central Streets to Hollywood, and I got there 
late and breathless. I found that they had selected 
their positions on the program and that they had 
selected one for me in my absence, but I was delighted 



153 

to discover that I was the last speaker, which is 
always hy far the best in a brief contest. In a 
long contest, it's best to be the first speaker, but 
in a short contest, with no more than four or five 
speakers, the last speaker has by far the advantage. 
They had drawn lots, and somebody had drawn for me 
the last place. I also needed the time to relax my 
nerves and get my breath. 

In that contest, I won the Southern California 
Interscholastic Oratorical Championship with the gold 
medal, beating my Huntington Park opponent far worse 
than he had beat me in the Santa Ana contest. We 
both gave identically the same speeches that we'd 
given before, but because I had improved my delivery 
very considerably, I was awarded first place by all 
six judges—three judges of thought and composition, 
and three judges of delivery. All six gave me first 
place, and there wasn't a Socialist among the lot, 
which I think was doing pretty well for a kid who was 
speaking on an extremely controversial subject. 

One of the judges at Santa Ana, incidentally, 
was Superior Judge Curtis D. Wilhur of the Los Angeles 
County Superior Court. Curtis D. Wilbur later 
became Secretary of the Navy under President Coolidge. 
At that time he was renowned as a juvenile court 
judge in Los Angeles. After the Santa Ana speech, my 
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coach cornered him and asked him to give me some 
advice on one point. At the behest of my coaoh, I 
had dropped the appeal for fair hearing—I had omitted 
my exhortium, and started in immediately on my 
argument; but now my coach was a little uncertain as 
to whether he had been wise in asking me to omit it, 
and he asked me to recite it to Judge Wilbur so that 
he could decide whether I should include it. Judge 
Wilbur said, "Young man, by all means, keep that in. 
We didn't hear it tonight, but it is essential to 
the kind of speech you're giving," So I included 
it when I went to Hollywood. 

I had already joined the Socialist Party, I be-
came eighteen years old in December, 1911, the age 
for admittance to the party as a full-fledged member, 
so I had joined the Glendale local. I remember the 
secretary of the local was teaching high school some-
where in Los Angeles, and I found there a quite 
distinguished group of men and women. 

At Whittier, I found a very small Socialist 
organization, all men, middle-aged or past. I don't 
believe there were a dozen of them, all put together. 
They looked me over, and what did they do, to my 
astonishment, but almost Immediately elect me as 
their delegate to the County General Committee of the 
Socialist Party 1 So I became a Socialist Party 
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official at the age of eighteen. This committee 
was the governing body of the Socialist Party for the 
county, and it met every two weeks in the Lahor Temple. 
I was the youngest member of that body, by far. 
There were about sixty delegates, representing the 
various branohes throughout the county. All the 
county was organized as one local, a local being 
supposedly the basic unit of the National Socialist 
Party organization; but if a local were very large 
and covered a lot of territory, it could break itself 
up into branches, so there were some fifty or sixty 
branches scattered throughout the county, in those 
days. Virtually every town had a branch, and the 
city of Los Angeles must have had about fifteen or 
twenty branches, including foreign language branches--
there was a Mexican branch, a Jewish branch, a 
German branch, an Italian branch, a Hungarian branoh, 
Scandinavian branch, and so on, besides all the 
territorial branches that spoke English^ presumably. 

Socialist Party strength in Los Angeles County 
was, in those days, next to that of the Republican 
Party, well ahead of the Democrats. The Socialists 
in Los Angeles County, from 1911 on, cast regularly 
in excess of fifty thousand votes in every election. 
Between thirty or forty thousand of these were cast 
in Los Angeles City elections—indeed, there were 
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far more votes cast for the Socialist Party in Los 
Angeles County and even in Los Angeles City than 
were cast for the Socialists in the thirties and 
forties, nationally. 

In the 1911 mayoralty campaign, the Socialists 
combined with organized labor in one compact unit. 
Job Harriman, the candidate, was attorney for the 
State Federation of Labor. He had been an active 
Socialist since 1900, when the Socialist Party of 
America put its first ticket in the field, nationally, 
with Eugene 7. Debs running for president and Job 
Harriman for vice-president. In the primary election, 
in 1911, Harriman got a few more than twenty thousand 
votes, and led the race. His chief opponent was 
George Alexander. This was before woman suffrage 
came into effect in California, and so there was a 
considerable difference in the general election, 
because woman suffrage became effective between the 
primary and the general election in the municipal 
oampaign here in the city. 

There were great Socialist mass meetings held. 
I often saw the Philharmonic Auditorium, then called 
the Temple Auditorium, completely filled, every seat 
taken, even the standing room completely occupied 
around the walls, in a way that would give the Eire 
Department nightmares today. We had wonderful music, 
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fine organists who played stirring music, the 
"International," the "Marseillaise." 

A few nights before the primary election, there 
was a great parade of Socialists. They called it an 
old-fashioned torchlight parade. It went north on 
Main Street to First, then over on First to Spring, 
hack on Spring to Eighth or Ninth, over to Broadway 
and down perhaps as far as Third, and then hack up 
on the hill, where the parade dispersed. It was 
estimated that there were ten thousand people marching 
in that parade. It was led (you can scarcely helleve 
it today) by the Red flag and the American flag 
flying side by side, with the band playing the 
"Marseillaise," which we then considered to be the 
International SociaH.st song. Job Harriman and the 
other candidates for municipal offices walked at the 
head of the parade, carrying gold-headed canes. 
Then the crowd filed into the Philharmonic, or the 
Temple auditorium, and to several other theaters in 
the vicinity that had been leased for the night, 
as well as at least three large lofts in office 
buildings, and filled them full. It was the most 
tremendous political gathering that I've ever seen 
in my life. 

There were about five thousand red card-carrying 
Socialists in Los Angeles County, and all considered 
themselves to be Marxians, although there were many 



158 

Christian Socialists among us, too; but they saw no 
difficulty about being a Christian Socialist and a 
Marxian; they saw no difficulty about being a Catholic 
and a Marxian, or a Christian Scientist and a Marxian. 
They were perfectly amalgamated in the minds of the 
Socialists of that time. 

Between the primaries and the general election, 
as I said, the women got the vote, and that changed 
the complexion of things a little bit. Also, all 
of the non-Socialist forces in Los AngeleB combined 
and raised a huge campaign fund. Money was sent from 
all parts of the United States, particularly from 
New York, to beat this dangerous Socialist candidate. 
Harriman was beaten by a very close margin, but the 
loss is largely due to the fact that the [Los Angeles] 
Times dynamiting case was being tried during the 
campaign. Clarence Barrow, of course, was the chief 
defense attorney for the McNamara brothers, accused 
of dynamiting the Times building, but Job Harriman 
was associated in the defense beoause he was attorney 
for the State Federation of Labor; and doubtless 
those factors, the combining of all those forces— 
the votes for women and the sudden dissolution of 
the McNamara oase, just three or four days before 
the final election, beat Harriman by a close margin. 
He got something like fifty thousand votes, and I 
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think he was beaten by only three or four thousand, 
so George Alexander became mayor. 

However, Socialist party strength and Influence 
was scarcely diminished by that defeat. The Republican 
Party split of 1912 had set apart the progressives 
from the conservatives and weakened the Republicans, 
so now the Socialists from time to time came out ahead. 
Many of the Progressives leaned very sympathetically 
towards Socialism. Also, direct legislation, the 
initiative, the recall, and the referendum had 
become effective in 1911 under Progressive Party 
leadership, particularly that of Or. John H. Haynes, 
who was later for many years president of the Water 
and Power Commission, founder of the Severance Club, 
and a very distinguished physician in this city. He 
and his wife established the Haynes Foundation, which 
still carries on municipal government research work 
in Los Angeles. Likewise, municipal and county offioes 
and all SGhool offices had been shifted from partisan 
offices to non-partisan. The judiciary also had been 
made non-partisan throughout California, so it was a 
little difficult to tell who, politically, had won 
a campaign. Public ownership of the Los Aisles 
power system had also come into being and was 
extremely popular. A municipal newspaper was 
established at about that time, and a public market. 
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Harriman was again a candidate for mayor in 1913* 
I "believe it was at that time that there were three 
Socialists elected to the City Counoil, and if I'm 
not mistaken, the three were Estelle Lawton Lindsay, 
a newspaperwoman and the first woman ever to sit in 
the Los Angeles Oity Council; Fred Wheeler, who had 
been, I believe, president of the Carpenters' Union; 
and Ralph Criswell, who was print shop foreman on 
the Examiner and who had been president of the printing 
trades union. There may have been some members 
elected to the Board of Education a n d "to the State 
Legislature at that time, but I am not clear. 

It is notable, also, that there was a young 
People's Socialist League in Los Angeles at that 
time, with about six hundred members, limited pretty 
largely to young people between the ages of sixteen 
and twenty-five. We had a large Y.P.S.L. club house, 
or club rooms, at Third and Main Streets, the 
entrance on Third Street. The building is still 
there. I don't know what occupies it now, but the 
Y.P.S.L. occupied it for perhaps as much as ten 
years. They had an auditorium there, one or two 
smaller lecture rooms, a kitchen, and a dance hall, 
and something going on at the Y.P.S.L., nearly every 
hour from 8:00 A.M. till midnight, every day of the 
year. There was also the Intercollegiate Sooialist 
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Society, which, had a chapter in Los Angeles. Of 
course, it was nationally known and had some very 
prominent people in its membership. 

The caliber of the Socialist leaders here was 
high. I remember Rob Wagner, an artist, who was also 
an art teacher at Manual Arts High School, and Frank 
I. Wheat, a former Congregational minister, and his 
wife, Mrs. Wheat. Mrs. Wheat was a sister of the 
Pierce brothers, of the Pierce Brothers Mortuary, and 
they were people of culture, college people. There 
was Mary A. Garbutt, who was prominent in the 
Women's Christian Temperance Union, but she was a 
much more ardent Socialist; Esther Yarnell, a woman 
of considerable wealth, who with her sister contributed 
largely to the establishment of Hollywood Bowl; 
George Downing, who lived out in the Central Avenue 
district, was a prominent attorney in the city, and 
a member of the 1915 Los Angeles Charter Commission; 
Frank Wolfe, a former managing editor of the Los 
Angele.' Herald; Edward Evans Cantrell, a well-known 
national figure in the Socialist movement and a very-
effective writer; Mrs. Whitnall, whose first name I 
don't recall, and her son, Gordon Whitnall—Gordon 
I first met when he was secretary of the Young 
People's Socialist League, when he already was 
deeply interested in city planning, a science almost 
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unheard of In those days. Many years later, he became 
the first manager or director of the City Planning 
Department in Los Angeles. There was J. H. Ryckman, 
a very distinguished attorney, and Mrs. Samuel Packard, 
a prominent clubwoman in Pasadena, whose husband was 
a retired attorney with a nation-wide reputation in 
constitutional law. Many of the women were active 
in such organizations as the Ebell Club and the 
Friday Morning Club} they were a clubwoman type in 
the organization. I mentioned a little while ago 
R. A. Maynard—Mrs. Maynard, Mil a Tuppard Maynard, 
who was also a teacher at Manual Arts High School, 
was one of the leading lights in the Friday Morning 
Club. 

The Y.P.S.L. also included Carl I. Wheat, a 
Pomona College student contemporary of mine, who later 
became an attorney—he took his law degree at Harvard 
and was for a long time attorney for the State Rail-
road Commission, the State Public Utilities Commission 
in California} and John C. Packard, a USC law student 
and the son of Mrs. Samuel Packard—John was, in 1936 
or 1940, I don't remember just when, the Southern 
California campaign manager for the Roosevelt 
campaign. He had only rather recently left the 
Socialist Party; he had stayed on as chairman of the 
County Central Committee for the Socialist Party for 
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many years, after it had almost disappeared. He left 
the party only in 1934 to become campaign manager 
for Upton Sinclair in the Epic movement. Although 
John Packard was not particularly sympathetic with 
Upton Sinclair's political and economic philosophy, 
they were veiy close personal friends. John Packard 
died several years ago, rather suddenly and tragically. 
He had been for many years a tuberculosis victim and 
it was thought that he had completely recovered, but 
then he went down very suddenly. I was very fond 
of John, His son, who remarkably resembles him, is 
in high school work down in Orange County, a very 
successful and competent teacher, and, I believe, an 
administrator of some kind. He is regarded as an 
unfortunate character by the extremely reactionary 
Orange County elements, because John retains a great 
deal of his father's liberal point of view. 

There was Willis LaMotte, also of Occidental 
College, who a long time later was International YMCA 
secretary in Switzerland} there was Hyman Levin, a 
brilliant young Jewish law student at USC for whom 
the Levin Clinic at Mount Sinai Hospital Is named; he 
died as quite a young man, and it cast a shadow 
over all of us because we were all very fond of him. 
There was Oscar M. Glpson, who is a prominent practic-
ing attorney in Los Angeles, even now, and Arthur C. 
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Usher, who recently retired from a prosperous law 
practice in which he specialized in petroleum rights 
and oil well law, if such may he distinguished, I 
still keep in touch with Gipson and with Fisher. 

Prominent national and foreign Socialists came 
to Los Angeles frequently. Eugene 7. Debs I heard 
in the old Shrine Auditorium, not the present building. 
The old Shrine Auditorium was a huge fire-trap that 
seated about six thousand people, and every seat was 
filled to hear Eugene 7. Debs in 1912, When the 
curtain went up and there was this great, tall figure 
of Debs, stooping low and bowing to the audience, I 
think the applause went on for twenty minutes before 
they'd let him speak; and then I heard perhaps the 
most eloquent speech that I had ever heard up to 
that time. Debs was a wonderful orator, good enough 
that one summer the University of Wisconsin asked him 
to come up and give a series of lectures on oratory. 
Of course, he was a man of wide reknown and wonderful 
friendships entirely aside from the Socialist movement. 
Clarence Darrow, Eugene Field and James Whitcomb Riley, 
and many of the poets of the country felt very close 
to Eugene 7. Debs. 

We also had 7ictor tL.] Berger, the first 
Socialist congressman, speak here several times; the 
great Socialist theoretician of the United States at 
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the time, Morris Hillquit from New York, who usually 
was chairman at Socialist conventions, as well as 
being, I believe, the permanent chairman of the 
Socialist National Committeej and Bmil Seidel, who 
was Socialist Mayor of Milwaukee. 

Aside from the Socialist movement, there was 
the I.W.W. [Industrial Workers of the World], the 
anarchist movements, and also the Single Tax movement, 
that were all really having themselves a merry-go-round 
In Los Angeles In those days. They were extremely 
outspoken and quite numerous in their memberships. 
I knew people In all of those groups. Single Tax 
published a very fine magazine here. Other radical 
and liberal elements of all kinds were extremely active. 

Now, let us remember that nationally, the 
Socialists then stood for such terrible things as 
direct election of senators, woman suffrage, the 
graduated income tax and inheritance tax, federal 
employment service, abolishing child labor, minimum 
wage scales, old age pensions, unemployment insurance, 
industrial accident compensation, the initiative, 
the referendum, and the recall, suffrage for residents 
of the District of Columbia, flood control, con-
servation of natural resources. 

Dixon; They were really a radical bunch, weren't they? 
Story: Yes, they were really a radical bunch. You know, the 
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more I look back, the more firmly Marxian do I 
become today. I read of the urbanization of the 
entire United States. The first I ever heard of 
urbanization of a whole country was in the Communist 
Manifesto. It was among the more immediate demands 
of Marx and Engels back in 1848. Much that is in the 
Communist Manifesto, and almost all that was in the 
Socialist Party platforms when I came into the move-
ment in 1911 and 1912, is to be found duplicated in 
the Republican and Democratic platforms today, and 
they are accepted without blinking an eye by almost 
everyone except the Birchers, and even they are more 
Marxian and Socialistic than they realize. I contend 
today that the United States is a fax more socialistic 
country than Russia, and every once in a while, with 
somebody who has been to Russia and studied Russia 
considerably, I can get away with it. 

Locally, we believed in municipal ownership of 
water, electricity, and the transportation system; 
we believed in city planning, free textbooks for 
school children, nonpartisan elections for local 
offices, and publio defenders—such horrible things 
as those, all of which are now quite accepted. 

The Socialist Party organization here commenced 
to break up after 1914. The union support was some-
what weakened, and due to a very dogmatic position 
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that the party took, elected officers who would not 
perform a prescribed rite of filling their undated 
resignations with the controlling committee of the 
Party were ousted. It had been the practice that 
when a Socialist was elected to office, he would 
deposit immediately with the Socialist organization 
an undated resignation from that office, in order 
that they might date it and bring it into effect any 
time they felt that he was getting out of line. 
When we elected our three Socialist councilmen to the 
Los Angeles City Council, they refused to sign these 
resignations, so that although all three of them 
remained very sympathetic to the Socialist Party and 
retained their friendships, they were officially 
ousted. When that got into the newspapers and became 
publicly known but not publicly understood, it weakened 
the prestige of the Party. 

Los Angeles County local Troke up into community 
sections, each branch of the local becoming an 
independent local, and then a county federation was 
formed of the suburban locals. In 1915» when I was 
barely twenty-one years old, I was selected Secretary 
of the County Socialist Federation. I had no office. 
I told them that, like Abraham Lincoln, I kept my 
office in my hat, and it was almost true. It was a 
terrific responsibility and a considerable burden 
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for a college student, but It also gave me good train-
ing. X remember that when X reached my third year 
in college X thought I'd better sign up for political 

* 

science. They had one course in political science. 
I happened to mention it to my English professor, who 
was my favorite on the faculty, and he said, "Political 
science I What in the world do you want with that? 
You've already had more political science than the 
professor has. Don't bother with it." X took his 
advice and didn't. 



CHAPTER VI 
WHITTIER COLLEGE 

After graduating from Glendale High School in 
the summer of 1912, I went to work to get my college 
tuition fee and some money for hooks and clothes* My 
parents were then living in Whittier, so I didn't 
need to worry about board and room. I was living 
at home and helping my father in the drugstore, as 
I had before, but I needed a job for the summer, 
and I became a day laborer building a clay pipe 
factory in Los Nietos, which is about three or four 
miles south of Whittier, close to Santa Fe Springs. 
That factory is still standing} I believe it belongs 
to the Pacific Clay Froduots Company today. I was 
involved chiefly in the construction of the smokestacks 
which were connected with the kilns in which they 
burned the pipe. My job was strictly day labor, 
serving brick masons, and I got for my work something 
less than a dollar and sixty cents a day, for a 
ten-hour day, six days a week. There was no work-
men's compensation and no social security. 

The workmen's compensation feature would have 
been especially interesting to me, because I was 
involved in a minor accident that might have been 
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serious. One morning when I was working up on a 
scaffolding, inside the stack with two hrick masons, 
one of the men below was tossing bricks up to me, two 
at a time, and handing up buckets of mortar. X had 
to get in a good supply while the brick masons built 
the outside course of bricks, and then they did what 
they call "backing up." They put two courses of 
bricks behind, and th^t was done very rapidly. The 
outside wall was finished, but the inside stacking 
of bricks was done very fast, and it was necessary 
to have a heavy supply. I was always urged by the 
masons and by the foreman to be sure that they had 
lots of bricks there, so they wouldn't have to wait 
for anything. So I stacked it up as heavily as I 
could, and down went the entire scaffolding. We 
dropped about twelve feet, with bricks and mortar 
raining around us. The stack on the inside, up to 
that height, was out off into four sections, with a 
flue from each of the four surrounding kilns running 
into each section. I fell down one section and each 
of the other men fell down a separate section. 

The attendants close by yelled for help. The 
foreman came running up, climbed the ladder and 
looked down, and told the two brick masons to climb 
out and take an hour or two off to recuperate, because 
they were pretty badly banged up. Then he looked 
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down at me and said, "Story, you stay there and help 
clean up that mess!" 

So, hlack and blue from bruises, and hoping X 
had no broken bones, X stayed there and got the 
bricks and the mortar out and cleaned up the bottom 
of that stack. But as X say, there was no compensa-
tion and there wasn't even ten minutes off, as far aa 
X was concerned. 

Today, if such a thing happened, the employers 
would rush a man off to the hospital, just to be sure 
that he wasn't injured; but they saw that X was able 
to move, and so X was kept on the job, not even 
allowed to get out to get a breath of air and to 
quiet my somewhat shaken nerves. That did not endear 
the labor system of the day to my affections. 

X entered Whittier College in September, and 
promptly enrolled for nineteen units. X took English, 
German, Latin, and botany, a fairly heavy course. Xt 
was my first German. X hadn't intended to take any 
Latin, but Whittier was a very small institution in 
those days, and it wasn't unusual for professors 
to go out scouting around the halls during the 
registration days for customers. They would quite 
often look over the transcripts from the high 
schools, to see what students were prepared for. 
The Latin professor saw that X'd had four years of 
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Latin, so she descended upon jb almost Immediately 
and urged that I continue, saying that I was just 
getting to the place where I would enjoy my Latin now, 
and she talked me into it. I needed the science 
credit, so I went in for hotany. I needed to get 
some German, so I enrolled for beginning German. I 
planned that English would be my minor, so I wanted 
to get as much of that out of the way as possible, 
and while I intended history should be my major, I 
enrolled for no history at all in my first year. 

A word about Whittier College at that time. It 
had been founded as a college about 1900. It had 
existed several years before that strictly as 
preparatory sohool under the name of Whittier Academy, 
and it had continued to have preparatory classes up 
to that year. Pty freshman year in Whittier College 
was the last year of their preparatory classes; at 
the end of that year, they graduated their last 
preparatory class. 

We had, probably, about seventy-five students at 
the time, and I think the total alumni list was 
fifty-eight graduates. From 1904 to 1912, they'd 
graduated fifty-eight people. Among them was 
Richard Nixon's mother, and in this last preparatory 
class was his mother's younger sister, Olive Mlhous, 
and also Oscar Harshburn, the man whom she married. 
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The college had only four buildings—maybe I 
should say somewhat less than four, because one of 
them was simply a small building at one end of the 
athletic field, where they had dressing rooms and 
showers for the football teams* The principal build-
ing, in which all of the classes were held, was an 
old brick structure, then already nearly twenty years 
old. The building still stands, although the bricks 
have now been oovered by stucco so that it is not so 
picturesque, though somewhat more waterproof from 
heavy rains. The interior has been considerably 
altered and redecorated since 1912, but nothing was 
done to it while I was there, except that it got one 
coat of paint on the inside, as I remember. 

The second of the three really large buildings 
was the girls' dormitory, a frame structure which 
was across a little arroyo from the main building. 
I think it still is standing and is used for 
auxiliary purposes. The third large building was 
simply an old stable, a very large old barn that had 
been converted into a gymnasium. It had a pine 
floor, basketball baskets and backstops, and some 
seats along the sides. I remember that in a little 
balcony which was reached by a ladder there was an 
old-time square piano that was still kept in tune 
and used from time to time. I suspect that that square 
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piano, if it were polished up and available to any-
one today, would he worth a very oonsiderahle amount 
of money, hut then it was junk. Somebody had given 
it to the college. 

Despite the small size of the college, I felt 
(and feel today even more strongly than I did then) 
that it had an excellent faculty. The faculty 
included not a single Ph.D., no one whatsoever with 
a doctor's degree. Its president, Thomas Newlin, 
had a master's degree in philosophy from Yale, and 
a Master of Arts from Chicago. We had two Bryn Mawr 
women: one was the Latin and Greek professor, Hazel 
Howard, and the other was the German professor, Mabel 
Douglas. Both of them were excellently trained women, 
extremely competent and highly conscientious. 

The biology professor, Lyman Muchmore, had a 
Master of Arts degree from Williams College, and a 
Bachelor of Divinity degree from the Drew Seminary; 
he was an ordained Methodist minister, as well as a 
professor of biology. He was a man of some distinction 
up and down the state. Later, after he retired 
from teaching at Whittier, he was employed for a 
number of years as curator of entomology at the Los 
Angeles County Museum* 

When I went to the University of California at 
Berkeley some years later and was getting my Whittier 
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transcript evaluated for graduate standing, the head 
of the hiology department wanted to know who my 
teacher had heen at Whittier. I told him Lyman Muchmore. 

He said, "Tour undergraduate credits are good 
for graduate standing here if you worked with that 
man—he's a very fine scientist." 

I should also remark, though, that in addition 
to being a very fine and much beloved professor, he 
still was in demand, particularly by Methodist 
churches in Southern California, to fill pulpits when 
there were Sunday vacancies. Professor Muchmore was 
a very thoroughgoing Darwinian in teaching evolution, 
which was still a highly controversial position in 
1912. We used to say that he was such a good 
theologian that he could give the lecture straight 
from Darwin's Origin of Species, and then prove it 
from the first chapter of Genesis. He had a stock 
sermon that he delivered at Methodist churches, and 
the people liked it, though they didn't understand 
it altogether, I suspect. It was entitled, "Evolution, 
the Imminent God," and he delivered that sermon and 
got away with it. 

It would astonish people today to learn that 
at Whittier College the athletic coach was also 
professor of mathematics; that coaching athletics 
was just a part-time job. When I say coaching 
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athletics, I mean he coached everything. He was a 
very competent football coach. He was one of the hest 
basketball coaches in the west, and he coached track 
and baseball and tennis and anything else that came 
along. I found later that he was also an excellent 
mathematics teacher, although he attempted nothing 
higher than calculus. 

It was an interchangeable faculty, such as you 
never discover any more, even in the smaller colleges. 
Mrs. Douglas, Frau Douglas, we always called her as 
German professor, President Newlin, or Professor 
Muchmore, any one of the three, I'm sure could have 
taken Miss Howard's class in Latin or Greek at any 
time, if it had been necessary. They could have 
taught religion in place of the professor of religion 
with complete competence, and I think any one of the 
three, plus Kiss Howard, could have taken an English 
class, if it had been necessary. Others in later 
years were similarly of liberal education and broad 
ability, despite lack of the higher academic attain-
ments of degrees. 

I entered college life with enthusiasm. I was 
an ardent football fan, although I made no pretense 
of having any sports ability, as I was much too 
lightweight for anything of that kind* But I was 
welcomed as a student and as a Quaker, although 
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regarded with suspicion as a Socialist, and I 
probably earned that suspicion, because I continued 
at Whittier with soapbox speeches down on the corner 
on Saturday night, and I was very active as an 
organizer. 

I went into debating almost at once. Ify first 
colleague in a debate (which, as I remember, was 
with the new University of Redlands which had just 
started) was Bruce Douglas, the older son of the 
German professor. He was also the nephew of a very 
prominent, nationally known physician, whose name 
escapes me just now, but I remember that he used to 
do a newspaper column in the Hearst papers; he was 
Mrs. Douglas's brother. His headquarters, I think, 
were in Des Moines, Iowa, and he came out to the 
college and gave us a lecture, one time. Bruce 
followed in his uncle's footsteps and was, I think, 
perhaps the first Whittier College graduate to win a 
place in Who's Who. He was a specialist in tuberculosis, 
of which he died--he contracted it in treating 
tubercular patients and died as still a rather young 
man. 

Our debate was on public ownership of coal mines, 
which, of course, was right up my alley as a Socialist. 
We won the debate. 

Dixon: You did have the affirmative, then. 
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Yes, I had the affirmative, and we won the debate, 
as I remember, quite handily. 

During that first semester In Whittier College, 
In the Latin class, I acquired my first real taste 
for poetry, astonishingly through reading the odes 
and epodes of Horace. I was rather fascinated. I 
found Horace extremely difficult, but I enjoyed the 
odes and the epodes thoroughly, and was challenged 
by the professor to attempt some metrical translations 
which I did. Assuredly, they were extremely bad, but 
they were regarded then as something rather remarkable 
for a college student to turn out. In England, they 
wouldn't think anything of it, they're expected to 
do it. I believe they even do the reverse, make 
Latin metrical translations from English poetry. 
We didn't attempt that sort of thing in Whittier 
College or anywhere on the Pacific Coast,in those days 

In late November, I suffered a serious illness 
that took me out of school for several weeks. I 
had pneumonia and was in the hospital. It was some 
days before they could even get it diagnosed, and 
my physician and my parents had grave doubts about 
whether I would pull through. I ran a temperature 
of around a hundred and four for several days, and 
was completely out of my head. I do remember a 
rather odd experience, though, I was conscious one 
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day for just a little while. Pfy- mother came into 
the room, stayed with me only a few minutes, and then 
went outside to talk to the doctor. I was perfectly 
well aware of the fact that they didn't expect me to 
live, and I rememher lying there in bed, quite miser-
able, utterly unconcerned about whether I lived or 
not—it didn't seem to me to be a matter of any 
importance, whatsoever. But I was interested in my 
own attitude: a young fellow of my age, still only 
eighteen, just short of my nineteenth birthday—I 
thought I should be really worried about this, but I 
wasn't. Perhaps that utter indifference on my part 
may have had something to do with my recovery. I 
wasn't anxious about it. I was perfectly relaxed, 
so there wasn't anything to prevent me from getting 
well. 

We had a quarterly magazine published by the 
associated students at the time under the title of 
The Acropolis. Some of us didn't like the magazine. 
We thought it was poorly edited and poorly written, 
so three of us got together one Sunday afternoon in 
my father's drugstore and decided we would issue 
some competition. We typed up a publication of a 
supposedly humorous, sbirical character, and after 
pondering a name for a while, X finally had a bright 
idea which was seized by my collaborators with 
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enthusiasm: we named it Carpe Diem, the title of one 
of Horace's odes, "Seize the Day." We typed it up, 
and I illustrated it with pen sketches, cartoon-type 
things of a very crude sort, put a cover on it, and 
smuggled it onto the college library periodical table. 

It wasn't long before it was discovered, and it 
wasn't long before every student and every member of 
the faculty had read it. The word spread around that 
small school like wildfire that there was something 
new on the horizon. We got out Issues of Carpe Diem 
at irregular intervals, sometimes as often as once 
a week, and sometimes after two or three weeks, and 
smuggle them in in the same way. We took in a fourth 
conspirator for the express purpose of doing the 
smuggling—he was the last one in the world that any-
body in the student body would have suspected of 
being interested in this thing, so he was a natural 
person to do it. 

I think I still have some copies of Carpe Diem. 
I didn't rescue any of them at the time, but one of 
the other boys did, and upon his death several years 
ago, his widow told me she had found them among his 
papers and gave them to me, so I have three or four 
copies. Among the old-timers of Whittier College 
alumni, Carpe Diem is still rather vividly remembered, 
and every time I show up on the horizon, someone makes 
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some comment about it* We put poetry In It, and 
jokes, and little satirical take-offs on Acropolis 
stories—it was a college humor magazine of very 
much the same type that is in existence today. 

In addition to debating, I went into oratory, 
and in the spring, I qualified in try-outs to be the 
college representative in the Intercollegiate Oratorical 
contest. Again, I delivered a straight Socialist 
oration. It was a good soap-box speech, if I do say 
it myself. The contest was held I think in Hay at the 
University of Southern Oallfornla, in the old Bovard 
Auditorium. There were four speakers: USC, Occidental, 
Pomona, and Whittier were represented. Bedlands did 
not enter that year, it was rather too aew In the 
college conference. There were two Socialist speakers; 
the Occidental speaker was also a young Socialist. 

I took the Southern California Intercollegiate 
Oratorical championship, and that was rather something 
for Whittier College. They hadn't taken a champion-
ship for four or five years, so I was a bit of a 
hero. In some respects, it was one of the worst 
things that ever happened to me, taking the champion-
ship in my freshman year, because once having won 
the contest, they did not, under the rules of the 
time, allow a re-entry, so I was through. I think, 
though, that I was the only person who ever took both 
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the high school championship and the college champion-
ship, and in consecutive years. I may have had one 
rival. It seems to me that Carl Wheat of Pomona did 
the same thing, hut not in consecutive years—about 
three or four years apart. 

I was very active in Student Association politics. 
Three other hoys and I constituted ourselves a kind 
of a rehel committee, unofficially rewrote the 
Student Association Constitution that spring, and 
got it adopted. The political situation was that 
there were three different student organizations. 
There was the Associated Students, which did nothing 
aside from a few formalities; there was an Athletic 
Association that handled all athletic affairs; and 
there was a Women's Association that also did nothing 
except supervise, I helieve, the annual May Day event, 
which was a town festival. 

The Athletic Association, through had management 
and possibly some small graft, had gotten itself 
into debt. It was about four hundred dollars in the 
hole, and that was a large sum of money for us. The 
president of the college was putting pressure on us 
to clear that up, somehow. I don't know to whom the 
money was owed, but people had been lending the money— 
possibly the president himself had lent some. I 
looked into the situation, along with some of the 
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other rebels, and we decided that the reason they 
were in debt when they had had pretty good attendance 
at the football games was that some of the money had 
been going astray, and that the accounts were not 
properly kept. 

So we reorganized the Associated Students. We 
saw to it that the Athletic Association was abolished 
and that the Student Association took over all athletic 
affairs, as well as all of the forensic affairs. 
JJ 

Before the Athletic Association was disbanded, we v 
called a general meeting of all the men in the college 
and obtained subscriptions from the students, enough 
to pay off that four hundred dollar debt, at least 
all but about a hundred dollars of it. Under the 
management of the newly reorganized association, by 
the end of the next year we had not only paid off 
all debts and carried through the most extravagant 
and successful athletic year that the college had 
ever seen, but we had about four hundred dollars 
to the good. 

Putting the new constitution over was a con-
siderable political job, because we were bitterly 
opposed by some of the old-timers, and I especially 
was regarded as an up-start, being just a freshman 
and obviously steering the parliamentary tactics of 
the business. I recall one moment in one of the very 
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bitterly debated meetings when tbey decided to rail-
road something through the opposition. As soon as 
a motion was introduced, somebody jumped to his feet 
and moved the previous question, which was promptly 
seconded. I saw what was happening, that they were 
going to shut off debate and put this motion straight 
through. I was seated by one of my colleagues, and 
when it came to the main motion, when that was put, 
I grabbed him and held him in his seat. (It was 
our motion, by the way, that they were going to snow 
under. The main motion was our own motion.) The 
previous question was put through by the opposition 
because they thought they could beat it if there were 
no debate, if we didn't have a chance to argue in 
favor of our motion. So I held my colleague in his 
seat when the vote was taken. There was a little 
scattering of votes in favor of our motion, and then 
when the question was put against it, I said, "Vote 
no," which I did, too. 

As soon as it was declared that the motion was 
defeated, I jumped to my feet and moved for recon-
sideration, nudged my companion and said, "Second 
the motion, pleasewhich he did. 

The president of the Associated Students called 
me out of order. He said, "You cannot move for 
reconsideration unless you were on the winning side." 
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I said, "Mr. President, I was on the winning 
side, and so was the seoonder of my motion. We voted 
against our own motion in order that we might move 
to reconsider, and a motion to reconsider is dehatahle, 
wherefore I now claim the privilege of debating." 

Then I spoke in favor of our motion. The other 
hoys in my group got the idea, and one or two of the 
girls that we had managed to rope in also joined us, 
and in the long run, our main motion was carried. 
That's the sort of thing we had to do to put across 
the new constitution. 

When summer came, I needed a job again, and I 
got one working for a painter. Again it was just 
day labor—most of my work was sandpapering and wash-
ing down walls, getting them ready for painting, 
cleaning brushes, and other menial tasks. I was 
paid a little better. I think I got a dollar 
seventy-five a day, that summer; and again it was 
ten hours a day, six days a week. 

My sophomore year found me again on the college 
debating team. I was on the team each year for four 
years, and won the debate pin which they gave each 
year—a little bronze ,fWM for the first year, silver 
for the second year, and gold for the third year. I 
was the first one ever to aohieve the fourth year. 
They hadn't anticipated such a situation, and at the 
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end of my fourth year, the newly elected student 
body president asked if he might borrow my gold pin 
for a while. Some months later I got it back in the 
mail with a little diamond set in it. Also in my 
sophomore year I was elected exchange editor of the 
Aqropolis, and was appointed publicity manager for 
the Associated Students. I was the first publicity 
manager that the student body ever had. I took 
German, Latin, history, and religion that year, 
eighteen units. Carpe Diem was continued. 

In the spring of my freshman year, I had begun 
to develop a close acquaintanceship with a chap who 
was just a year ahead of me at that time, Joseph 
Nichols. Joe Nichols was a very remarkable lad, a 
very slender, rather tall blond, easygoing, with a 
slow soft-spoken drawl and a keen sense of homor of 
the satirical, ironical sort. He would slowly crack 
a joke in conversation, and the next day the person 
who had heard it would get the point. His jokes 
were almost always strictly original and extremely 
spontaneous. In my sophomore year, Joe Nichols 
decided to jump to his senior year. He wasn't going 
to be bothered with any junior year, and he graduated 
at the end of my sophomore year with an excess of 
credits. He had a very good knowledge of German, 
Spanish, and French, a considerable knowledge of 
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latin, and a smattering of Greek. He was a chemistry-
major, but he was a specialist in mathematics. I 
think the only mathematics he took in college, though, 
was calculus, because he'd gotten trigonometry and 
solid geometry in high school. Already, however, he 
was deeply interested in non-Euclidean geometry? he 
had read the works of the non-Euclidean geometers of 
Europe, and one day he gave me a lecture on the fourth 
dimension, at a time before either of us had ever 
heard of Einstein. He especially enjoyed Lewis 
Carroll, and understood his Alice stories, Wonderland 
and Through the Looking Glass, as mathei«fcical 
allegories. He was a chess player, and he read every 
kind of literature. He took only the minimum required 
amount of English in college, because the advanced 
courses in literature only treated things he'd already 
read long before. 

He was especially notorious among us for being 
the only one who'd ever read Kant's Critique of Pure 
Reason, which he had read while he was still in high 
school. He told me about it, once, that he had just 
been browsing around the Whittier library looking 
for something to take home to read—he usually went 
home about nine o'clock when the library closed, 
went to bed, and read until the small hours of the 
morning—when he saw this. He thought the title 
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sounded interesting. He'd never heard of Immanuel 
Kant, and he knew nothing ahout the contents of the 
hook, hut the title sounded interesting to him; so 
he took it home and read until two o'clock in the 
morning, by which time he'd finished the book without 
understanding a single word of it. That intrigued 
him, because he'd never come across a book before 
in all his life that he couldn't understand. So he 
kept it, which was unusual, because usually he took 
back the book he'd borrowed the next night, and got 
another one; but he kept this and read it through 
again the second night. Upon second reading, he said 
that a few sentences here and there seemed to make 
sense. So he kept it and read it a third time, on a 
third night, and then he said, "By the third reading, 
the whole thing was perfectly clear." He understood 
it all. Now, this was a high school boy. 

When he finished high school, he stayed out for 
a year before he started to college. He had no 
notion of going to college; his father was a butcher 
and his brothers worked in the butcher shop. The 
older ones tried to break him into the business, but 
he was no good there. He couldn't sell meat, he 
couldn't cut meat, and he had no interest in any of 
it; so his parents bought him a popcorn and peanuts 
stand and set him up in a little business of his own, 
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oat on the corner. He ate more popcorn and peanuts 
than he sold, and was utterly disinterested In that. 
However, he made enough money to pay his college 
tuition, and his parents finally acquiesced, although 
they saw no sense in anybody's getting an education 
beyond high school, which was farther than they had 
gonej but he wasn't of any use any place else, 30 
they put him in oollege. 

He went through college, and took his bachelor's 
degree with honors and excess credits in three years. 
Then he went out and worked for a year or two, partly 
spending his time as a surveyor and partly as a 
chemist in a sugar beet factory down at Los Alamitos, 
after which he went up to Berkeley and enrolled as a 
graduate student in chemistry. He spent about two 
years there, and then quit rather suddenly because 
they commenced to put pressure on him to decide on 
a plan for his master's degree or his doctorate, and 
he told them that he wasn't going to jump through 
that kind of hoop for anybody, that he'd come up there 
to learn chemistry, not to take a degree; and he 
walked out. When X followed to Berkeley, several 
years later, his reputation was still strong around 
campus as the most brilliant chemistry student they'd 
ever had, and the one who kept the messiest laboratory. 

One of my other closest friends was Leland Swindler. 
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He was a chemistry major, though he took a lot of 
work in Biology, too. After we got out of college, 
he became a sailor; he enlisted in the Navy, for lack 
of anything else to do, and became a pharmacist's 
apprentice. When World War I came, he switched from 
the Navy to the Marine Corps, and he is now a retired 
brigadier general of the Marine Corps, sitting in a 
little village and a delightful home in Berlin, 
Maryland. I visited Leland a year ago last fall 
when we went through there, and spent a couple of 
days with him and his wife. 

During my second year of college, I came under 
the influence of Dr. Herbert F. Allen. He was the 
first Ph.D. on the Whittier faculty. He came to us 
from the University of the Pacific, which was then 
located at San Jose, but had his doctorate from the 
University of Michigan. He was a rather eccentric, 
peculiar chap, very scholarly. After he left 
Whittier, he was a full professor of English at the 
University of California at Los Angeles for a number 
of years, until his retirement due to his advanced 
age. He was tremendously popular among the students, 
and his classes became the largest in school. I 
knew students who had started as science or 
mathematics majors who switched to English majors, 
just through the influence of Dr. Allen. 
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I went Into oratorical work again, and entered 
the Southern California Peace Oratorical Contest, hut 
the hest I could do was second place that year. 
Toward the end of my sophomore year, a little closed 
organization, something very much resembling a college 
fraternity, was created, under the name of the Acolytes. 
Dr. Allen, I think, was the moving genius of this 
thing, along with some of the boys who had switched 
to him for their majors, but X was invited to join, 
although I took only one English course under Dr. 
Allen, in my sophomore year. The membership was 
limited to twelve and was by election only. Appli-
cants were not invited. It was a liberal group, and 
politically, as well as Ideologically, we were rather 
set off against the YMCA boys and the Student 
Volunteers, the Student Volunteers being youngsters 
who entered this organization presumably with the 
intention of going into foreign mission work. Actually, 
I always suspected they became student volunteers 
because that was an easy way to get a loan, or a 
scholarship. I knew very few of them to ever really 
enter foreign missions after they graduated. I was 
urged to enter the Student Volunteers, but I told 
them I thought the heathens had enough trouble as it 
was. I couldn't see myself as a Student Volunteer. 

During the summer following my sophomore year 
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(that would have heen 1914), a state election was 
being conduoted in California, and on the ballot that 
year was a prohibition amendment, not sponsored, 
however, by the Prohibition Party, but by a group 
called the California Dry Committee and, principally, 
the Anti-Saloon League. Of course, the Prohibitionists 
had to come in with it; they couldn't very well oppose 
a prohibition amendment, but they weren't enthusiastic 
because it involved no candidacies at all* It was 
a constitutional amendment. 

I joined the campaign, because the California Dry 
Committee wanted some young college man to go out and 
do house-to-house work in various communities during 
the daytime, and then hold a kind of Chautauqua meeting 
in a big tent at night. Pour of us were selected for 
this work, Dave Ehrenfeld of Occidental College, 
Willis LaMotte of Occidental, and a Pomona man whose 
name I don't recall—his first name was Don, and he 
was the son of the minister of the First Congregational-
ist Church in Pasadena. Don was a very fine chap. 
He had just graduated from Pomona College. Ehrenfeld, 
I think, had just finished his junior year, as had 
Willis LaMotte, both of them at Occidental. Ehrenfeld 
was a chemistry major, and I don't remember what 
Willis LaMotte was specializing in at the time; but 
he was, among other things, private secretary to 
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Dr. John Willis Baer, the president of Occidental 
College. 

The curious thing about this team of the four 
of us is that Ehrenfeld, LaMotte, and I were all 
young Socialists and members of the Young People's 
Socialist League. That left Don on the outside, but 
he had lots of fun with us—he was a sharp fellow. 
We were all entertainers and speakers, after a 
fashion. Chrenfeld and Don were musicians; they 
played guitars and they oould sing. Ehrenfeld was 
an excellent reciter of Kipling, I remember, and 
readings from Kipling were always on our programs. 
I played the mandolin. So we would put on an evenings 
entertainment in the big tent which we had erected 
on a vacant lot. Our first stand, I believe, was 
down in Santa Monica close to the ocean front, on a 
vacant lot next to a Methodist Church. We aoved from 
there to Redondo Beach, and we put in a week in 
Pomona and a week in Whittier. We really had a grand 
time. We had our cots there and we slept in the 
tent at night. 

Dixon: What happened to your sohool work? 
Story: Oh, this was during the summer, between my sophomore 

and junior years. We were paid for it, not very 
generously, but I made more money than I had as a 
brick mason's attendant or as an apprentice painter 



194 

in the two previous summers. 
Late that summer, just as we were closing our 

California Dry Campaign, LaMotte and Ehrenfeld and I 
one evening dropped into the YPSL headquarters I have 
told you about, down at Third and Main Streets. We 
went up there for dinner one evening. We knew the 
boys and the girls running around there, and we were 
having a very pleasant bit of conversation, when 
two young fellows with whom we were acquainted dropped 
in. One was Oscar Martin Gipson, a Virginian, and 
the other was Arthur Pisher. They were both students 
in the Law School of the University of Southern 
California. They were very busy, as young Socialists, 
organizing the first Young Men's Republican Club in 
Southern California. These boys were of the Bobin 
Hood character, good-natured racketeers: they needed 
money to go through college, and the Socialists had 
no money, but the Republicans did. No one ever 
thought to check their records or their other affilia-
tions, and when they went around from one Republican 
boss to another in Southern California, one Republican 
stockholder to another, they found there was plenty 
of Republican money to be had. 

So they went to work, and during that summer, 
which, remember, was a state campaign, a state election 
summer, they organized the Young Men's Republican 
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Club. They established headquarters that occupied 
a whole floor In what was then the new Fay Building, 
at Third and Hill Street. They had a large staff of 
stenographers up there, busily doing something. No-
body ever found out what. They had a mailing list. 
They sent out lots and lots of mail, and they collected 
lots and lots of money. Of course, all the Republican 
candidates in the primary election were eager for 
the endorsement of the Young Hen's Republican Club 
of Southern California, and they could get the endorse-
ment, provided they paid for it handsomely. They 
were willing to pay. You never saw such a gullible 
lot as these old-time Republican politicians. 

But Art and Oscar had a problem on their hands. 
They had made a deal with an ambitious San Franciscan 
who wanted to be the Republican candidate for governor. 
They were about to sell him an endorsement of the 
Southern California Young Hen's Republican Club, and 
the deal was to be closed at a meeting of the Club 
to be held in the big, private dining room of the old 
Hollenbeck Hotel at Second and Spring Streets. The 
only difficulty was that the Young Hen's Republican 
Club didn't have any members, and this prospective 
candidate for the governorship of California wanted 
a banquet, so they had to rustle up some members in 
a hurry. They wanted to put across this endorsement 
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at the banquet. 
So they came down to the Young People's Socialist 

League to round up some "Republicans" to attend this 
banquet—it was very easy to recruit young Socialist 
boys to go up there and take in this banquet. (By the 
way, I don't recall, fortunately, the name of the 
candidate for governor. All I remember was that he 
was the scion of a prominent brewing family in San 
Francisco and had plenty of money. He was paying 
the bill for the banquet.) They got together perhaps 
forty or fifty Young Socialists to go, and we all 
had our parts to play. I remember that Dave Ehrenfeld 
was to make the motion to give the endorsement of 
the Club to this gentleman from San Francisco, and 
he made a speech. I made a speech to second the 
motion. All of these speeches were necessary because 
various prominent Republican gentlemen from Los Angeles 
were present at the banquet, as guests of honor. 
The sheriff was there, and some members of the City 
Council, and various prominent Republican businessmen; 
and they never suspected a thing. We put it across. 

Then we named a committee of young men to go and 
meet the candidate in his suite in the Angelus Hotel 
at Fourth and Spring Streets, to wait on him, and 
advise him that he had officially received the 
endorsement of the Club. Dave Ehrenfeld and Willis 



206 

LaMotte and I were all on the committee, and this is 

the first time, I believe, that the story has ever 

been told. This was in 1914, a long time ago, bat 

I remember it with great amusement; and every time I 

see Art Usher, who is now a retired attorney living 

over in Altadena, or Osoar Gipson, who is still 

practicing law downtown, I smile with them out loud 

about our escapade back in those days. 

I commenced my third year as editor of the newly 

established student paper at Whittier College, called 

The Quaker Campus. (In September, 1964, it will be 

fifty years old.) I was unanimously elected editor 

of it, I think largely because the suspicion had 

leaked out that Z had had something to do with Carpe 

Diem, which had been published entirely anoaymoualy 

and nobody knew, really, who was behind it. 

It was my first real experience In trying to get 

out a newspaper, although I had been writing for 

newspapers and hanging around print shops for years, 

and I knew a good deal of how to go about the thing. 

We gave the contraot for publishing the paper to the 

Vhittler News, and we had the paper run off on the 

regular newspaper press. I learned a tremendous lot 

in a big hurry about writing headlines, mak1ng up a 

paper, and all the technicalities of the editorial 

business. 
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OUT newly established Acolytes promptly went 

into politics; it was just a little group of twelve, 

but there were enough girls attached to our group 

that with a little close co-operation, we found that 

a minority, with adroit political scheming, oould 

swing almost any election. We elected every office 

of the Student Association for the next year, except 

for the student body president, and the reason we 

didn't elect him was because we couldn't deoide 

between two of our men which one should be our candi-

date. I think we could have elected either, but we 

didn't want to make a choice. 

My parents, I should remark, in the meantime 

had moved to Bellflower in February, 1913* My* father 

had sold his drugstore in Whittier. Business was 

not good there, and he'd moved to Bellflower, which 

was a tiny little village of only six hundred people 

at that time. He started a little drugstore there» 

in a little tobaoco shop, the only room that he could 

get in the town. X read the other day that the 

population of Bellflower is now fifty thousand, but 

X saw it when it was six hundred. Xt was a village, 

surrounded by sugar-beet and poultry ranches. 

My father wanted me to go down and look at it 

before he finally decided to establish himself there. 

Xt was the most woebegone-looking place X ever saw— 
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a few shacks, frame buildings, scattered houses over 

the landscape, and a muddy road. It had heen raining. 

There was no paved street or macadamized road within 

two miles, and there were pigs wallowing in the 

center of the business street and chickens running 

around loose. I thought it was a rather Impossible 

place, but my father thought it had prospects, and 

for him it did. He stayed with it until 1923, I think, 

before he sold his store there, and it was then occupy-

ing the first brick building ever constructed In 

Bellflower. 

It's very interesting to me to remember the 
beginnings of these suburban towns that are now quite 
large communities with big business districts and 
often factories, and to remember what tiny places 
they were. Bellflower was a station on the Paoifio 
Electric line to Santa Ana, seventeen miles out of 
Los Angeles, between what is now Paramount and was 
then called Clearwater, and Artesia, just about mid-
way between Clearwater and Artesia. Clearwater and 
Hynes were two little places that adjoined each 
other, and Bellflower was just at the boundary 
between two small farm tracts that had been opened 
up by a real estate promoter and hadn't done very well. 

r̂ r brother stayed In high school at Whittier. 
There was no high school at Bellflower, none close by 
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at all. He stayed in Whittier, and I was there in 
college, and we had a little room and cooked our own 
meals. He and I went down to Bellflower on weekends 
on our hicycles. It was about six miles, as I 
remember, downhill from Whittier, and uphill all the 
way back. We went down one weekend after there had 
been very heavy rains, in late February of 1914, when 
we had some of the heaviest floods we've ever had in 
Southern California. We found that most of the roads 
down there were under water and the bridges were out, 
so we had to go a long way around through Downey and 
then down to Clearwater. Then we found that all the 
roads between Clearwater and Bellflower were under 
Water. The only way we could get there was to push 
our bicycles along the ties of the Pacific Electric 
tracks. We didn't have to worry about cars coming, 
because bridges in both directions were out. The 
bridge across the San Gabriel River between Bellflower 
and Artesia was out, and the bridge over the Rio 
Hondo between Clearwater and what would now be Lynwood 
was out. So Bellflower was isolated. 

The house where my parents had set themselves 
up was just a hundred feet from the car tracks, and 
when we got there, we found the whole landscape was 
under water. Obviously nobody was living in the 
house—you couldn't even get to it without wading 
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through several feet of water. We were a little bit 
puzzled and disturbed, but we continued on down the 
tracks until we came to the little business eection. 
I went to my father's drugstore where carpenters were 
still engaged in putting in the store fixtures, and 
found that they had moved out in the middle of the 
night. Somebody had pounded on the door and awakened 
them, and told them that there had been a telephone 
message that the Rio Hondo and Los Angeles Rivers 
were coming over their banks, that the whole country-
side would be flooded, and that everybody should 
evacuate to higher ground. 

The man who had awakened them had a large hay 
wagon backed right up to their door, ready to move 
their furniture out. It was raining, but he'd brought 
tarpaulins which they covered the furniture with. 
Then the question was, "Where do we go?" 

The man said, "Well, there's one vacant house in 
town. I don't know who owns it, but I'll take you 
there." 

So they went to that vacant house, which was on 
land high enough to be away from the flood. They 
had to break into the house; but by the time my 
brother and I had arrived, they had settled down. 
The furniture had all been moved in. My mother had 
somewhat established order: beds were set up in the 



202 

bedroom, fires were going, and meals were cooking. 
It was months before my father was able to find 

out who owned that house, in order that he could pay 
some rent. It turned out to be a strange thing. The 
house belonged to a young woman who was living in the 
east at the time, but she had, as her agent in Los 
Angeles, a young Socialist attorney who was a friend 
of mine. He had just graduated from Occidental 
Oollege and had finished a law course, and he was 
handling her business. So it was very convenient 
for me to make the connection for them to pay the rent. 
They liked the place so much better than the place 
they had originally moved into that they stayed there 
for three or four years. 

That flood of 1914, though, was a pretty terrible 
thing. It washed out bridges all around the country. 
Many towns were isolated for weeks. The trains were 
unable to run, and telephone lines were down. But 
there was a humorous touch to it, too. A day or two 
before we went down to Bellflower, I was standing on 
a street corner in Whittier. There was a bit of 
sunshine that day, and a rancher, whom I knew slightly, 
was standing there at the curb with me. 

Another rancher came up and said, "Well, Bill. 
How's the rain out your way?" 

The first man said, "Well, it's pretty bad. I 
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had to drain water off "before I could irrigate this 
morningI" 

And that's a good sample of Western ranch humor 
of the day, 

I was debating again that year, my junior year. 
I remember we had a debate with University of Southern 
California Law School on the single tax; I was on the 
negative side that time, and we won the debate. I 
took English, Latin, history, economics, psychology, 
and mathematics; and again, I took second place in 
the Intercollegiate Peace Oratorical Contest. It 
seemed to be about the best I could do, but I was 
even more pleased by another second place I took 
without any coaching and without letting anybody know 
that I was entering. I entered the Lake Mohawk 
National Essay Contest on International arbitration. 
It was advertised on our school bulletin board, and 
I wrote an essay telling why I thought international 
arbitration, as planned by the Hague Peace Conferences, 
wouldn't work. I wrote against the theory of the 
Lake Mohawk Conferences, and I took second place in 
the national contest. As I remember, some young 
fellow from the University of Arkansas took first 
place, and I took second, without a professor ever 
looking at my essay or offering any suggestions. 
Nobody knew I had written it until I brought the 
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letter showing that I had won second place up to the 
president's office. I was also in the Junior play-
that year, and remained active in the Acolytes. 

That was the year of the beginning of the war in 
Europe. The wax started in August, 1914. I vividly 
remember one event that happened a week after war was 
declared. On a Sunday afternoon, the Los Angeles 
Chapter of the Intercollegiate Socialist Society held 
a meeting at the residence of one of its members over 
in what is now the Highland Park district, somewhere 
close to Sycamore Grove, as I recall. One of the 
women members (this was an alumni chapter) had a very 
nice home there, and we were all invited out for the 
afternoon. Of course, the talk was immediately upon 
the war, Dr, Allen from Whittier College came along 
with me, and in the discussion, Prank Wolf^ former 
editor of the Los Angeles H^ra^d and a prominent 
Socialist, gave us some predictions that had us 
unbelieving and aghast. He said, "Before this war 
is over, the United States will be in it." 

We were all unbelieving in 1914. That was 
impossible. The United States would never get in it. 
We said, "On which side?" 

That was our feeling in 1914. 
He said, "You will go in with Prance and Britain 

against Germany, and Germany will be defeated." 



205 

Now that was the prediction, three years ahead 
of time, hy a Socialist newspaper man. 

In another week or two, there was a gigantic 
anti-war mass meeting in Agriculture Park, now 
Exposition Park. It was held in the grandstand, a 
large, very fine grandstand that had been built along 
by the side of the race track there, which is now 
exactly the location of the Coliseum. 

There were twenty speakers on the program, and 
I was one of them, the youngest of the lot. I was 
invited there as a young college student and as a 
Quaker, but the meeting was organized, I think, by 
the Socialists* However, there were Socialists, 
Christian Socialists, I W s , all kinds of people on 
the program. 

I had one little triumph that afternoon, as a 
college-trained speaker. That was in the days before 
public address systems, and there were sixteen thousand 
people, it was estimated, in attendance, sitting 
there in that grand stand, which was not properly 
arranged for an open-air meeting without a public 
address system. Many of the speakers couldn't make 
themselves heard, but having had considerable soap-box 
experience, I made up my mind that when I was intro-
duced, I was going to make them hear me. The speaker 
who preceded me could scarcely be heard by more than 
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a third of the audience, and as he finished, a lot 
of them in the rear seats got up and started to leave. 

Then I was introduced, and in my first sentence, 
I was Interested to see the people stop, stare, turn 
around, and come back to take their seats, because 
at last, here was someone they could hear. I proposed 
to stop the war right then and there. I had a good 
program—I still think it was a good program. I 
felt that the United States Itself could stop the war, 
because both sides were depending upon us for supplies, 
and we were already shipping machinery, equipment, guns, 
ammunition, both to the Germans and to the Allies. 
Also, all through Los Angeles, the consulates of the 
various nations had their recruiting offices open, 
and not only were young Germans and young Britishers 
and young Frenchmen going to enlist, but many young 
Americans were going, too, some enlisting on one 
side and some on the other, just because there was a 
war going on and they wanted to get into it. I pro-
posed that the United States government should put an 
embargo on all shipments* The president had already 
declared our neutrality. I said, "Put an embargo 
on all shipments of any supplies whatsoever, Including 
food. Don't allow any young men to leave the country 
to join any army, whether they be Americans or 
nationals of some other country. If we do that, and 
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refuse to lend money, refuse any loans to be sent 
from private resources in this country, refuse to 
allow war bonds of these countries to be sold here, 
(because they were already starting to sell German 
war bonds, British war bonds, French war bonds) we 
can stop the war." 

X think we could have stopped it, too, but of 
course, there were Interests that were not in favor 
of stopping the war, Xt looked like it was going to 
be a very profitable deal for the United States. 

Well, they were beginning to tolerate me at 
Whittier College, even though I was a Socialist. I 
recall being in the president's office one day, 
talking to somebody in an outer room, which adjoined 
the president's desk, with the door open between, 
and President Newlin looked up. 

He said, "Well, Harold, what do you think of 
Woodrow Wilson?" 

X said, "Well, President, I wish he were back in 
Princeton where he belongs." 

President Newlin said, "X agree with you," and 
that was the end of that bit of conversation. 

But one day X was going down the hall and 
President Newlin met me. 

He said, "Harold, X wish you'd eirplain this 
word 'sabotage' to me. Xt's getting into the news-
papers and the magazines and X don't know what it 
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means, but you're a radical. You'd probably know." 
I said, "Yes, I've picked up the meaning of it 

from the IWW's, who practice sabotage. It comes from 
an experience in a recent strike in a French textile 
mill where, when they walked out, they took off their 
wooden shoes ["sabot" means "Wooden shoes"] and hurled 
them into the webs of the looms, which stopped the 
mill for a time." 

He thanked me and went his way. 
That was also the year, as I remember, of the 

Liberty Bell tour of the United States. It may have 
come just a little later, in 1915i but it was at 
about that time; and as that tour started, there were 
lots of newspaper and magazine articles about the 
Liberty Bell. One morning in chapel, the president 
quoted from the inscription on the Bell—"Proclaim 
liberty throughout the land, and to all the people 
thereof." 

Hemember, we had a small student body, fewer than 
a hundred students; and President Newlln said, "Can 
any of you young people tell me from what book of 
the Bible that inscription comes?" 

I spoke up almost without thinking. I said, 
"Yes, President. It's from Leviticus." 

That was to the astonishment of the whole student 
body, because I was supposed to know less about the 
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Bible than any other student there. 
I was also that year put on the Parent-Teacher's 

Association list of speakers for Southern California, 
and I was especially asked to speak before several 
Parent-Teachers' Associations in Los Angeles County 
on the subject of the Liberty Bell* I was also in a 
debate with a Methodist minister in Bellflower, which 
was arranged by the Socialists* To my delight, I 
found about half the people in Bellflower were 
Socialists, including most of the prominent ranchers, 
some of them quite well-to-do men, comparatively 
speaking. The debate was on the subject of military 
training in the public schools. He took the 
affirmative for military training, and X took the 
negative, but I discovered before the debate was over 
that he, too, was against military training in public 

schools, and for the sake of the debate took the 
side he didn't believe in. 

During the summer after my junior year, I worked 
in a new cannery that had just been built in Bellflower. 
This, too, was a fly-by-night sort of an affair* I 
didn't know how much X was to be paid. X just went 
over and saw the manager and asked if he could use 
me, and he said, "Yes, come ahead." 

So I went to work. X didn't discover until I'd 
been working there for two or three weeks that the 
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man was going bankrupt, that he didn't know how to 
operate a cannery. His machinery was breaking down. 
My job in particular was to operate the capping 
machine, which was a rather hazardous occupation 
because they didn't have the guards on them that 
they would have today. You could easily get a hand 
chewed off if you weren't careful. The fruit was 
not properly cooked. It would ferment in the cans 
and the cans would blow up. The whole place was 
very badly run. It employed perhaps ten women, and 
two other men beside myself, one of them being a cook 
who quit because he wasn't getting his wagesj so I 
ran the capping machine and did the cooking for about 
a week. The manager dropped in only two or three 
times during the week, and didn't see what was going on. 

When he told us finally that he was going to shut 
down for a time and paid us off, he paid me at the 
rate of about a dollar and a quarter a day. I took 
one look at the money and said, "Ho. I can't accept 
that." 

"Well, he said, "that's what I'm paying you." 
I said, "Well, I'm not touching it," and walked 

off and left it. 
By that time, we did have a State Labor Commission, 

and the next day I went Into Los Angeles and asked 
them what they could do about it. 
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"Oh," they said, "that's easy. Hake out your hill." 
They handed me a form, and I made out my hill, a fair-
and-square hill. I think I charged him two dollars 
a day for the time that I had worked, and left it 
with the State Labor Commission. 

Two or three days later, he came over to my 
father's drugstore where I was helping at the time, 
and said, "What does this mean?" 

He showed me the bill, forwarded by the State 
Labor Commission, ordering him either to pay or come 
in and tell them why he wasn't going to pay. 

I said, "Well, that's Just my bill." 
He said, "Well, here's your check, damn you," 

and he wrote out a check for the amount that I had 
billed him for. Then he said, "Now, will you call off 
the State Labor Commission?" 

I said, "Yes. I will write them a letter and 
say that I have been paid." 

That was my first experience of state interven-
tion in behalf of a worker. 

I entered my senior year in the fall of 1915, 
enrolling for English, the history honors course, 
fourth-year Latin, and philosophy. I entered 
debating again and went into the Prohibition Oratorical 
Contest, but I wasn't well and didn't even place. I 
started that year as editor of the Quaker Campus. 
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through failure of the student "body to find anybody 
else, but I resigned in December; by that time they 
had been able to find somebody else to take it over, 
and I was getting pretty tired. 

By election, I was presiding officer of the 
Acolytes. I almost got into trouble that fall, though, 
because we had a program every two weeks, an outside 
speaker if we could arrange one, and I arranged for 
one given by a former IWW organizer named Bill Cook 
with whom I was well acquainted. It almost cost Dr. 
Allen his job, I found out later. The whole admini-
stration, the Board of Trustees, and the faculty 
were all tremendously disturbed because I had brought 
an IWW to the college to lecture. He was a painter 
by trade, and had been painting the college building 
during the summer. That was all right—they had paid 
him for that work, but they didn't want any of his 
philosophy. 

I was also on the executive committee of the 
Associated Students, but at the end of the first 
semester, right at examination time, I had a complete 
breakdown from exhaustion. I'd been overworking. 
I was tired out, and right in the midst of the 
examinations I picked up my things and went home. 
It was fortunate for me it was a small college—at 
that time we had a hundred students. I came back and 



213 

arranged to take my examinations when I felt better, 
and passed them successfully. 

I also took part in the senior play that year; 
and on the whole, it was a busy and a pleasant year. 
We graduated in June, 1916. X was glad that we wore 
caps and gowns, because X wasn't able to afford a 
new suit of clothes. 

My brother, however, had entered college by 
that time. He was in his freshman year while X was 
in my senior year. He got a job in the print shop 
where the Q.uaker Campus was printed, and he was 
doing pretty well. X was continuing to give music 
lessons, mandolin lessons, and picked up a little 
money on the side that way. 



CHAPTER VII 
NEWSPAPER WORK IN TUCSON 

Once out of college, I found that, having taken 
a liberal arta course, I had no training for any kind 
of a job. ffy brother having gone ahead of me to the 
beet sugar factory in Los Alamltos, I followed him 
and got a job down there, too. He had a better job 
than I had. He was a pretty husky lad, and they 
gave him a job at hard labor, twelve houra a day, 
seven days a week. I think he got about two dollars 
or two-seventy-five a day. I got a very heavy labor 
job, twelve hours a day, for the first two days, 
and they found I couldn't stand up to it} it was 
picking up hundred-pound sacks of sugar, putting them 
on a sewing machine with a moving platform, and sewing 
the tops of the sacks. Now, you had to pick up those 
hundred-pound sacks with your fingers, because there 
wasn't any other way to get hold of them without spil-
ling the sugar out} so you picked them up by the ears 
of the sacks with your fingers and boosted them on 
this platform, I did it for two days, and then I 
couldn't take it anymore. 

They suddenly found a job that required 
intelligence, and they shifted me to a ten-hour job, 
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six days a week, with Sunday off. It was a job in 
what they called the "tear room," where we received 
the samples of the beets as they came in and tested 
them for sugar content, the farmer being paid for the 
amount of Bugar in the beets. Before the beets were 
sent into the laboratory to be tested for sugar con-
tent, we took samples, just a small, thirty or forty-
pound sample of beets, from eaoh load. The sample 
was processed by a series of men who clipped off all 
tops and roots, brushed off the dirt, weighed them 
in, and sent them through a string of Mexicans to be 
cleaned up. Then there was a second weighing which 
deducted the weight of tops and dirt, after which they 
were ground up, and a sample was taken in to the 
laboratory to be tested for sugar content. 

Now, I operated the second scales, and that took 
intelligence, because they couldn't have anybody 
there who didn't weigh accurately. I was also a kind 
of a double check on the man on the first scales: if 
he had put down the wrong weight on the tag, I was 
rather likely to catch it when I weighed in on the 
second scales after the cleaning of the beets. The 
farmers themselves also had an observer there to 
check us, and then the two of us, with the observer, 
would agree upon what the probable correct weight 
on the first scales had been. It took a college man 
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to do a thing like that* 
My "brother and I roomed at a very cheap boarding-

house in Los Alamitos, and took our meals there. We 
both slept in the same bed, he in the daytime because 
he was on the night shift, and I at night, because I 
was on the day shift. My mother discovered after I 
came home one Sunday that our quarters were infested 
with undesirable little creatures, and I had brought 
some of them home. In her horror, she murdered all 
of the little pets, and advised me to be careful; but 
that was the kind of establishment it was. 

The men who worked in these sugar mills called 
themselves "sugar tramps," because they followed the 
beet-sugar industry around the state, as the beets 
came ripe at various times in different areas. They 
were men without families, and a pretty crude sort 
of a life It was. I was happy to have only a month 
of participation in that sort of a career. By that 
time, I thought I could afford to quit for a while 
and look for another job. I had been getting two 
dollars a day there. 

I went back home and started searching the news-
paper want ads, and almost at once I saw an advertise-
ment for a newspaper reporter in a city in a neighbor-
ing state. I answered the ad, which was simply to a 
box number. Two days later, I got a telegram from 
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Tucson, Arizona, from the Tucson Citizen* saying, 
"Come immediately, First train." 

I left that afternoon, somewhat apprehensive about 
what I was going to run into. It was my first real 
trip away from home. All I knew about the newspaper 
business was what I had picked up on the Quaker 
Campus. I went in to Los Angeles to take the Southern 
Pacific train to Tucson, and stopped off in a book-
store where I bought a college textbook on journalism, 
which I digested thoroughly that evening (it was a 
Saturday) and all day Sunday. I arrived in Tucson 
early Sunday morning, got a room at the YMCA, and 
took a college course in journalism, all in twenty-
four hoursI Fortunately for me, I found later I 
had one of the best textbooks on the subject; in 
fact, I later used it when I was teaching journalism 
in college, myself. 

I went to work on the Tucson Citizen on Monday 
morning, under city editor J. Hooper Caffee, formerly 
of the New York Sun* in the days when Sun was the 
shining light of journalism for all America. Like 
most newspaper men, he had traveled all over the 
country. He was a Southerner from Birmingham, 
Alabama. That was his first newspaper town. He'd 
worked on the New Orleans Picayune and the Denver 
Post; he had been in Seattle and in Spokane, and he'd 
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worked on the Los Angeles Examiner: hut he was 
tubercular and pretty far gone, and Tucson was the 
only place in the United States where he could stay 
alive. I found shortly later that everybody on the 
newspaper except the Associated Press telegraph man 
and myself were tuberculars. All the mechanics in 
the shop, all the business Sbaff, were tuberculars—in 
fact, more than half the population of Tucson in 
those days was tubercular. Tucson was a city then 
of twenty-five thousand population, fifteen thousand 
of which were Mexicans, and I don't think any of them 
were tubercular; but all the whites were tuberculars, 
with rare exceptions. 

The publisher and editor was Allan B. Jaynes. 
Jaynes was a national committeeman for the Republican 
Party, and it was a Republican paper. The opposition 
paper, the Arizona Star, was Democratic. They took 
this very seriously and wrote violent editorials 
against each other every day. It was rumored around 
town, though, that both the papers were owned by the 
same corporation, the Phelps Dodge copper Interests, 
though you wouldn't have suspected it to read the 
papers—we were always in fiery fury against each other. 

The only friendship I had developed was between 
myself and the Star1s street reporter. (They had one 
reporter on the street, and I was the Citizen's 
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reporter on the street.) We did everything. He was 
very helpful to me, because he was an experienced 
newspaper reporter and I was a complete novice, and 
Tucson was a pretty rough town, still with a lot of 
frontier atmosphere. Arizona had heen a state for 
only four years. This, by the way, was 1916 and an 
election year, both nationally and in the state of 
Arizona. 

Tucson had almost no agriculture in the area. 
There were many silver and copper mines in the 
surrounding country, and a large Indian reservation, 
that of the Papagos, immediately to the south. There 
was some cattle raising. It was a typical western 
town. It had a red-light district, although there 
was no gambling, no casinos, nothing of that sort 
openly allowed. 

It was an ideal town in which to serve a news-
paper apprenticeship. It was the county seat of Pima 
County. The Federal Court for the southern district 
of Arizona sat there, although it had the same judge 
as the northern district. A National Immigration 
office was there, and a National Porest Service office. 
It was a division center for the Southern Pacific 
Railroad; it was the northern terminus in those days 
for the Southern Pacific of Mexico, and it was the 
western terminus of the El Paso and Southwestern. 
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It was the seat of the University of Arizona. It 
was the headquarters of the Roman Catholic Bishop of 
Arizona, and it was a pretty lively business town. 

As I said, it was a political year, and Governor 
[George] Hunt, the first governor of Arizona, was 
running for re-election in the Republican Party. The 
national election campaign brought national speakers 
there. The blind senator (I've forgotten his name) 
from Kentucky, I think, came and gave a brilliant 
speech. He was a Democrat. I met him and enjoyed 
interviewing him. The governor of Oklahoma came 
and gave a speech. Of course, I met and introduced 
both the candidates for the governorship, Governor 
Hunt and Tom Campbell. 

It was a year of vigorous campaign for woman 
suffrage, too. There was a woman's party in the field 
with no candidate. Its ambition was to beat Wilson, 
because Woodrow Wilson was against woman suffrage 
although it was put across while he was still 
president. They were out to beat him, and they came 
very close to succeeding, as you may remember. They 
brought to Tucson while I was there a young woman 
who was a Socialist, though nobody knew she was a 
Socialist, except for me. The chairman of the 
Woman's Party in Arizona, a Republican and a dignified 
club woman, came as her manager and advance agent. 
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I don't recall the woman's name now, hut I knew she 
was a Socialist. She was a young poet from New York. 
I'd read her poetry in The Masses, the fiery old 
radical magazine edited by Max Eastman—it was a 
very popular magazine in those days. Some years 
after the First World War, the Communists captured 
the magazine, named it The New Masses, and ultimately 
wrecked it. I think it has disappeared long since, 
but at that time it had a very distinguished staff 
of contributors, both artists and writers, and this 
young woman was one of their regular contributors as 
a poet. As soon as I heard her name, I thought, "Well, 
this is going to be fun, because they will send me 
to interview her, and I will have all the joy of 
building up the publicity for her meeting," which 
we managed, and which was attended largely by the 
Republicans. She came and gave a brilliant speech. 
They had the band there and she had a big meeting in 
the armory auditorium, introduced by one of the dis-
tinguished Republicans. 

The publisher himself asked me to go over and 
interview her, the morning before the meeting. She 
was at the Santa Rita Hotel, so I went over there, 
and just before I went through the door, I took my 
Socialist pin from my pocket and put it on my lapel. 
She stared at it in astonishment when she came down 
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from her room to the lobby to be interviewed, and 
she said, "What in the world are you doing with that?" 

I explained as I took it off. I said, "Well, 
I'm on a Republican newspaper, but I'm a Socialist." 

We settled down to a very cozy chat, and that 
was one of the nicest interviews I ever had. 

A week after she had given her big speech in the 
armory, she returned for a street meeting from the 
back of an automobile, again heralded by the Republican 
club woman as her advanced agent. As I anticipated, 
this was really a hot meeting. Being a street meeting, 
the few Socialists in the town turned out to see if 
they couldn't razz the speaker a bit. In the midst 
of her speech, one of the Socialists (I had him 
spotted) jerked up and said, "Is Hughes the only one 
who's in favor of woman suffrage?" [Charles Evans 
Hughes was the Republican candidate for the presidency 
that year.] 

Then she turned loose, and said, "Oh, no, I 
wouldn't say that you have to vote for Hughes just 
because you vote against Wilson. Mr. Debs has always 
been for woman suffrage, and I know he's a very fine 
man, and recommend him heartily to any of you who care 
to vote for woman Suffrage." Then she added, "And 
Mr. [Eugene W.] Chafin,* the Prohibition candidate, 

* 
Mr. Story is in error. Eugene W. Chafin was Prohibition 
candidate in 1912; J. Erank Hanly was Prohibition 
candidate in 1916. 
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is also in favor of woman suffrage, and if you're 
inclined in that direction, if you believe in prohibi-
tion, you might vote for him." 

The next morning as I was writing the story of 
the street meeting, the publisher burst into the 
office and shouted to me and the city editor, "Did 
you know that damned woman was a Socialist?" 

I turned around and smiled very innocently and 
said, "Why, of course, didn't you know it?" 

"Hell, nol I didn't guess she was a Socialist." 
"Why," I said, "she's a very prominent New York 

Socialist. I've known that for several years." 
"Well," he said, "why didn't somebody tell me this?" 
I said, "Well, I just work here. I didn't suppose 

it was any of my business, and since a prominent 
Republican woman brought her here from Phoenix, I 
supposed you knew she was." 

Among others that I interviewed and had a lot of 
fun with was the Socialist candidate for vice-president 
that year, George R. Kirkpatrick. The Socialists 
put on a meeting for him down on the skating rink, which 
was quite a roomy place, and, of course, I took great 
joy in seeing that that meeting got good public 
announcement and a good follow-up. Dty city editor 
put good headlines on my stories and gave them good 
positions. He was a Democrat} in fact, everybody on 
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the paper except the publisher and myself were Democrats, 
even out in the press room—they were all Democrats. 
The publisher was a Republican national committeeman, 
and I was a Socialist, but nobody knew I was a 
Socialist. I knew all the rest of them were Democrats, 
including the city editor, and he took delight in 
giving the Prohibitionists and the Socialists all the 
news space they could use, in order to keep the 
Republicans cut down; but the publisher never caught 
on to this little game that was being played, at all. 

It was also a good year for a newspaper 
apprentice becaus< there was lots of trouble on the 
Mexican border. Revolution succeeded revolution in 
Mexico. It was the time when Pancho Villa was on 
the rampage, and there were National guard troops 
all along the border, from San Diego to San Antonio. 
Every mile of the border was guarded. There were 
several regiments quartered at Nogales, and other 
regiments at Fort Douglas, down near Bisbee. I got 
a little harmless taste of war correspondence. We 
had little flurries once in a while, and the news 
would come up to Tuscon. I would write the story, 
and I remember writing one that the editor thought 
was good enough to put on the Associated Press wire 
and send over the country. 

That editor, by the way, was a nervous and 
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feverish chap. He knew the newspaper business 
thoroughly. I made the mistake, on my first day, of 
writing a story in which I used the word "journalist." 
He had a vocabulary like a sailor, and he turned it 
all loose and said, "Never use that word in my 
presence again. We're not journalists around here. 
We're newspapermen." He was of the old school. I 
have told people that I learned more about how to 
put words back where Noah Webster got them in two 
weeks under that editor than I'd ever learned in four 
years in college English classes. L',o was a stickler 
for correct spelling, correct pronunciation, correct 
punctuation, correct paragraph structure. Grammar 
had to be meticulous. I never heard of a college or 
university professor of English who was as strict as 
that man, who probably had had nothing more than a 
high school education; but he'd been through the mill, 
as it was organized by Charles A. Dana of the New York 
Sun, and he put me through the mill. 

I sweat blood under that man for the first two 
weeks, and then, all of a sudden, I was promoted. 
They got another cub reporter, and I became the star 
reporter. All of his venom and vituperation was turned 
on the cub, and I was the model. He would say to the 
cub, "Why don't you do it the way Story does? He 
knows how to write. If you'd watch him a while, you'd 
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learn." I was the old man by that time. I was the 
pet of the city editor. 

But after about three or four months, the publisher 
fired me, all of a sudden, one Monday morning. He had 
come in to the office on a Sunday morning—we got out 
no Sunday edition, and Sunday was my day off, but I 
was there early because I wanted to use the typewriter 
to write a letter home. He came in and told me that 
he was happy to see me there, as the Superior Oourt 
judge had died the night before and he wanted me to 
write an obituary. He told me where to get the 
information, pointed to a book on the shelf, and said, 
"You'll get everything you need there. If you need 
anything more, you can inquire of people around town." 

Well, I was planning to go over to the Methodist 
Ohurch that morning to hear the new professor of 
English at the University of Arizona speak. Besides, 
it was my day off and I needed a rest, and I thought, 
"Well, I'll get in here early tomorrow morning and 
write that obituary. That's a simple job," 

I c&jie in early on Monday and was writing the 
obituary, when the publisher arrived about an hour 
earlier than he usually did and he said, "WhereS that 
obituary?" 

I said, "Well, sir, I'm writing it here, now," 
You're fired. I told you to write it yesterday." 

He said, "I'm giving you notice. You're through at 
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the end of this week." 
Well, at the end of the week he didn't have any 

replacement, so he hired me for another week. At 
the end of the second week he still didn't have a 
replacement, so he hired me for a third week. At the 
end of the third week, I told him I was leaving. He 
had brought in several replacements in the meantime, 
but the city editor had fired them usually within 
twenty-four hours after they came. 

When I gave notice that I was leaving, the city 
editor took me to one side. He said, "Stick around 
town, Story—you can have your job back next week. 
Whoever they'll get, I'll fire him." (He didn't do 
the hiring, but he did do the firing.) He said, 
"Stick around. You'll make a good newspaperman, and 
I'd like to keep you here." 

I said, "No, I think I've had enough of Tucson. 
I want to go back home," 

So I went back to Bellflower. 
One or two things, perhaps, I should add to 

that experience in Tucson. I spent a good deal of 
my leisure time roaming the desert, and twice I went 
out to see the old San Xavier Mission. It was built 
in the 1690's, long before any of the California 
missions, and in my opinion, it is the most beautiful 
of the missions in the Southwest or on the west coast. 
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Just before I left Tucson, in December, I borrowed 
a bicycle from one of the newspaper delivery boys and 
rode out to the mission, because it had seemed to me 
that it must be an extraordinarily beautiful sight 
to see at sunrise from the small hill beside it. I 
climbed that hill and watched the sun rise over the 
desert, with the first light of dawn catching the 
mission. It was, indeed, a beautiful sight; but it 
was bitterly cold that morning, with that dry desert 
cold which cuts right through all the clothes you 
put on. 

As I stood on the hill, I saw the children from 
the little Papago village which surrounds the mission 
coming in for early Mass. It suddenly occurred to me 
that it might be interesting to stay for Mass, and I 
came down from the hill, walking around as vigorously 
as 'I could to keep from freezing. The young 
Franciscan who was in charge of the mission saw me 
outside, and called to me and asked if I wouldn't 
like to get warm; so I want into one of the little 
schoolrooms that adjoined the mission, where they 
had a stove well fired up with greasewood, and where 
I warmed myself while he and two of the nuns checked 
over the Indian youngsters to see that they were 
correctly dressed to go into the church. I was a 
bit amused as the young monk in his brown robes and 
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his sandals checked over the youngsters, very carefully; 
and at one point he turned to one of the nuns and 
said, "Sister, do you have a safety pin?" He thought 
that the youngster's shirt wasn't properly put together, 
and he made emergency repairs at the last moment. 

I didn't go in with the children. I waited until 
about eleven o'clock. By that time, the adults were 
coming down from the village, brilliantly dressed in 
all the colors of the rainbow. The church was fairly 
well filled. It is an interesting church to this day. 
Since I was there in 1917 > it has been considerably 
repaired, which it badly needed. It was almost 
abandoned at one time, if not entirely so, and it had 
not yet been extensively rehabilitated when I was there. 
There was no paved road out to it, and it was nine 
miles from Tucson, so only the very curious or very 
interested ever went out there. A small school was 
maintained by the Sisters for the Indian children, 
with this one young Franciscan in charge. There are 
a number of Franciscans there now, the school is 
considerably larger, and they have made some extensive 
additions to the courtyard around it, all quite in 
keeping with the original structure. 

I remember that one of the great puzzles to me 
was how they constructed the dome of the church, way 
back in the late seventeenth century, with no expert 
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builders. The work was all done by Indians under the 
supervision of one or two of the Franciscan fathers, 
and yet it is said to be one of the finest domes in 
the western hemisphere. It is not large, but its 
perfection is astounding. When I was there last, in 
1946 I think, I asked the Franciscan who took us 
about as a guide if they had ever determined how the 
dome had been constructed without adequate timber 
and other supports. 

He said, "Yes, they know now how it was done. 
After the walls were built and the roof was partly 
constructed, they completely filled the church with 
sand, forming a mound which supported the dome as it 
was built and as the mortar cured. Then they went 
down to the doors and windows and dug the sand out." 
The interior frescoes and murals were painted by, I 
believe, an unknown Mexican artist, and for the time, 
are quite well done. 

The only white persons present in the church 
that day besides the priest, two nuns, and myself, 
was a party of Spanish-Mexican people who had come 
down from Tucson that morning to have their baby 
baptized in the old mission. Otherwise, the church 
was entirely filled with Indians, and the choir was 
all Indian. The acolytes were Indian youngsters. 
It made a very unusual ceremony to witness. 
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A lapago story that always interested me was 
one I stumbled across when I went into the Superior 
Court one morning and found a Papago Indian there 
being arraigned on a bigamy charge. He pleaded not 
guilty and was released by the judge on his own 
recognizance to return on a certain day in approxi-
mately two weeks. I was a little astonished at their 
releasing him on his own recognizance, and made some 
inquiries as to why they didn't require him to put 
up bail or post a bond. I was told that a Papago 
never broke his word, that it was unthinkable down 
there to ask a Papago to put up bond or deposit bail, 
and that when a Papago was told to arrive at a 
certain time and he said he would, the courts could 
depend on his appearance. 

Now, I was careful to be in court on the morning 
that he was due to arrive, but no Papago was there. 
The judge, the sheriff, and the prosecuting attorney 
were all quite mystified and dismayed. A bench warrant 
was issued. 

Several days later, I was in the sheriff's 
office when a party of four or five Papago Indians 
came in, with this problem: they spoke no English, 
they only spoke Papago, which I believe is a Pima 
dialect, and a little Spanish. The sheriff spoke no 
Spanish, no Papago, and not too much English, so we 
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had a hit of difficulty in trying to figure out what 
these Indians wanted. There wasn't a Spanish inter-
preter immediately available. However, they kept 
pointing to one of their group, a large chap who 
weighed about three hundred pounds, almost as big 
around as he was tall. The sheriff finally got the 
iction that this was the man who had been supposed to 
appear and for whom he had a bench warrant, so he 
motioned for the Indian to follow him, which the 
Indian did, quite trustfully. 

In a minute or two the sheriff returned without 
the Indian, and I realized immediately that he'd taken 
the Indian and locked him up in jail. He said to the 
other Indians, "Well, thank you boys, now good-bye," 
but they didn't good-bye—they stayed, and they 
commenced to hold a very heated powwow in their own 
language. It was obvious something had gone wrong. 

Well, in desperation the sheriff sent a deputy 
out to round up an interpreter, and a man was brought 
in who spoke Spanish. With some difficulty, he 
determined that the chap who had been locked up was 
the chief of the tribe, and that the other Papagos 
had come in to confer with the sheriff about the 
disgrace that had come upon their community because 
a man had disappeared and had not come in for trial, 
as he was supposed to do. 



233 

The sheriff hastily unlocked the jail, released 
the chief, and apologized all over the place. I went 
back to the newspaper office and wrote a hilarious 
story about the international incident—and it was, 
in a sense, an international incident, as its sequel 
tells. 

Just a week after the Papago was supposed to 
appear for trial, again I happened to be in the 
courtroom. A hearing of some kind was in progress 
on an entirely different matter, when a Papago Indian 
came stalking down the aisle, went through the gate, 
and took a chair. The judge looked up and said, 
"Well, what's this man here for, and what's he doing 
up at the bar?" 

The prosecuting attorney said, "Well, that's the 
man we were expecting a week ago." 

The judge very sternly inquired through an 
interpreter why he hadn't appeared, and he said, "Well, 
I have appeared. I'm here." 

The judge said, "Yes, but you were supposed to 
be here a week ago." 

"No, no," said the Indian. "I was supposed to 
be here today, and here I am." 

Now, where he had been in the meantime, neither 
his tribesmen nor the sheriff had the slightest idea, 
and I don't know whether he ever bothered to explain. 
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The judge dismissed the matter as unimportant, since 
he had shown up of M s own free will. 

Then he commenced an inquiry. Almost Immediately, 
an attorney who had been appointed to defend him 
suggested that he would like to confer with him for 
a moment, and after the conference he said to the 
judge, "Well, Your Honor, I believe the court has no 
jurisdiction over this case." 

Of course, the judge wanted to know why. The 
explanation was that Papago marriages were governed 
by treaty between the Papagos and the United States 
government, and under the treaty, the Papago people 
were allowed to continue their ancient marriage customs J 
if a Papago could support two wives and kept two, 
that was his business and not the business of the 
courts. The laws of the state of Arizona did not apply. 

The judge immediately acknowledged that that 
was the case, and dismissed the matter. I believe that 
this still obtains between the United States government 
and a number of Indian tribes, with some of the North-
western tribes or the Northern Plains tribes, possibly 
the Sioux and the Blaokfoot Indians, who are permitted 
to practice bigamy legally, if they so desire. 

I should also mention that during the political 
campaign of that fall I had the exceptional opportunity 
of interviewing Gifford Pinchot, who was a very 
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famous figure of the day, having had, as I remember, 
some differences of opinion with Theodore Roosevelt 
about proper conservation of natural resources. 
Pinchot was something of a hero in the West, all the 
way from Alaska to New Mexico. He was a man who knew 
the West thoroughly, the mountains, the desert country, 
and the forests, and he was regarded as a top champion 
of conservation of natural resources. He came there 
as a Republican speaker on behalf of Hughes's can-
didacy for the Presidency. 

I was sent over to the old Pueblo Club to inter-
view him, where he had a room. The old Pueblo Club 
was just across the street from the newspaper office— 
and by the way, the old Pueblo Club building is still 
standing. I saw it two or three years ago. It is, 
I think, a four-story building, the largest adobe 
building in the United States, a palatial building, 
with thick adobe walls, although it is a comparatively 
modern structure. They built it deliberately of 
adobe, because they wanted to retain the old atmosphere. 
It had a large opening in the center, which I 
suppose you'd call it a lobby or a lounge, and it 
opened clear through to the skylight above, about 
four stories. 

When I told the clerk that I had come to interview 
Mr. Pinchot, he called him on the telephone, and 
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Pinchot just came out of his room, up on the fourth 
floor. He didn't have his shirt on—he was in his 
undershirt, with his suspenders hanging down and 
with lather all over his face. He just called down 
to me on the ground floor and said, "Well, come on up, 
young man," and I went up, somewhat worried about how 
I, as a cub reporter, could manage to interview a 
famous man like this. 

I went into his room and he had me sit down while 
he went ahead with his shaving, and I asked two or 
three unimportant preliminary questions. 

Then there was a knock on the door, and in came 
the chairman of the Pima County Republican Party 
organization. They apparently were acquainted with 
each other, and immediately they forgot all about me 
and started a wonderful conversation. All I had to 
do was sit over in the corner, quietly, avoiding 
interruptions and making notes. They were talking 
about the old days on the desert in southern Arizona 
and New Mexico and about the Apache troubles. I 
remember the Republican County Chairman said to 
Pinchot, "Do you have any idea what happened to old 
Apache Joe?" 

Pinchot said, "No. What happened to Apache Joe?" 
It appeared that Apache Joe had been the object 

of the ambitions of the federal troops down there for 
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quite some time. He'd been a leader of some of tbe 
Apache raids, and they had finally rounded him up. 
I don't remember now what did become of Apache Joe, 
but I was really in the presence of two pioneers who 
were exchanging reminiscences of events that had 
happened possibly forty years earlier. It was a 
considerable experience. 



CHAPTER VIII 
TEACHING IN HAWAII 

I oame back to Los Angeles, to my parents* 
home in Bellflower, just two or three days before 
Christmas. A day or two later my father asked me 
to stay in the drugstore for the afternoon in order 
that he might go into Los Angeles on business. I 
was there alone and things were very quietj only a 
few customers dropped in all afternoon. I remember 
it was a warm December day. I was reading a magazine 
and almost ready to drop off into a doze, when the 
telephone rang. It was a call from Los Angeles, from 
the Boynton-Esterly Teachers' Agency. They asked 
for me, and I was quite excited, because in the 
spring, at about the time I graduated from college, 
I had gone to the agency office in Los Angeles and 
asked If there were any chances to go to Hawaii as a 
teacher. I knew that teaching credentials were not 
required in the Hawaiian Islands. They had had one 
position vacant, in the Pannahol Academy, and they 
had taken my name and put my application in along 
with two or three others; but I didn't get it. I 
believe a young man from Occidental who probably had 
better qualifications or better recommendations or 
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more pull than I had, was appointed, which left me 
somewhat disappointed, because X was eager to see 
Hawaii. 

The telephone call was to the effect that another 
vacancy had appeared in Honolulu. It was an emergency. 
They needed two men immediately to replace two teachers 
who had just resigned from a school there. They had 
been asked to appoint somebody who would be adequate 
and send him immediately, so if I were available, I 
could then and there be appointed. 

Well, of course I was available. I didn't have 
any other job in sight. I went in the next day and 
completed the agreement with Mr. Boynton, and I left 
for San Francisco the day after Christmas. There 
were no sailings from Los Angeles at that time, and 
I was supposed to sail on the twenty-seventh for 
Honolulu, picking up my steamer ticket at the Hatson 
Steamship office in San Francisco. I went there the 
next morning, but there was no ticket and they'd 
never heard of me. I went over to the Boynton-Esterly 
Agency office and told them that I had been sent up 
there to leave that evening, but that there was no 
ticket. Mr. Esterly, who was in charge of that office, 
knew nothing of the matter; he telephoned to Mr. 
Boynton in Los Angeles, but he couldn't explain why 
tickets weren't there. He couldn't do anything about 
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it except cable to Honolulu and ask them. A cablegram 
was sent but no reply came by late afternoon. 

In the meanwhile, I met, in San Francisco, the 
other chap who had been appointed from Los Angeles. 
He was a boy that I knew slightly. He had just 
finished Occidental College, and his name was Charles 
Tidball. He came from Santa Ana. We conferred, 
and Tidball said that he was going to go ahead and g o -
he was going to board the steamer that evening, if 
he could get a ticket at the Matson office, and he 
was going to pay his own way. I said that that was 
too far for me to get away from home, paying my own 
way, unless I had money enough to come back, in case 
I should find when I got down there that there wasn't 
any job. 

Anyway, Tidball and I had lunch, and I went to 
the dock with him, helping him carry his luggage. 
Just before he bid me good-bye and went up the gang-
plank, I put a ten-dollar bill from my small hoard 
into his hand, he having already told me that when 
he reached Honolulu he'd be dead broke, that he'd 
paid out the last money ho had for the ticket. I 
think that left me with, perhaps, seventy dollars in 
my pocket. The passage was seventy dollars. I may 
have had it; I could have gone; but I wasn't going 
to take the chance that he was willing to take, so I 
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stayed behind. 
The agency said that they would keep trying to 

find out what was the matter, if I would remain in 
San Francisco for a few days, so I stayed behind. 
It was a rainy, cold, nasty week. I didn't know a 
soul in all the city, but I was eager to see San 
Francisco, rain or shine. I lived cheaply in a small 
hotel on Third Street, about a half block off Market 
Street, and I saw San Francisco. I walked all over 
the city. I walked from Market Street out to Golden 
Gate Park and back in one day. The present fifty-mile 
hikes advocated by President Kennedy wouldn't have 
fazed me a bit. I ate very slight meals because I 
wanted to save every penny I had, in case I should 
get my passage. I still wanted to land in Honolulu 
with some money. I didn't even go over to Berkeley, 
although I was extremely anxious to see it; I'd 
never seen either San Francisco or Berkeley. I'd 
never been across the Bay. 

During the week, however, my ticket came—it 
was sent by cablegram, and I picked up my passage 
at the Matson office. I sailed from San Francisco 
on the evening of January second, on the old Lurline. 
The present lurline, I believe, is the third ship of 
that name in the Matson Line. The old Lurline had 
been a combination passenger and freighter, and this 
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was supposed to be its last passenger trip; after 
this voyage it was to go into the freight service 
entirely. There were only fifteen passengers aboard, 
as I remember. 

We reached Honolulu on the ninth of January. As 
I had anticipated, I wasn't properly clothed for the 
tropics. The voyage had been rather chilly a large 
part of the time, and I had on a heavy turtle-neck 
sweater that I had bought in Tucson. I had to wear 
it, as I walked up Fort Street loaded with luggage, 
because X had so much stuff in both hands that I 
couldn't carry it. 

Nobody was there to meet me, but I found a drug-
store and telephone booth, and I called out to the 
school. They said yes, that they were expecting me, 
but that unfortunately they hadn't been able to send 
a car down to the dock; if I would take the streetcar 
clear to the end of the line, they would have a boy 
meet me there and take me on to the school. They 
said, "Take the Kalmuki car." 

Now, X had read a good deal about the Islands, 
but the Hawaiian language was a little beyond my depth. 
I was afraid to try to pronounce the words. It was 
so foreign to me that I couldn't even compare the 
spelling with the correct pronunciation. "Kaimuku"— 
I had them pronounce it over two or three times, and 
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then I thought, well, there'll he some "k's" in it, 
and an "a," and some vowels, and that I'd probably 
he able to figure it out when I saw the sign on the 
streetcar. 

I went, with all that luggage, and stood on a 
corner. A car came by with an unpronounceable name 
on the front of it, which later I found was Waialai 
Road. (It didn't take me long to find the rules of 
Hawaiian pronunciation—they're really very simple, 
rather interesting and musical.) Well, I thought, 
there's nothing like "Kaimuku" on that car, so it 
doesn't go where I want to go. I waited for perhaps 
ten minutes and another car came along with Waialai 
Road on it. I was puzzled. I waited for a third 
car, another for Waialai Road. There was no Kaimuku 
car coming, apparently. 

I thought, well, I've gotten this all wrong. I 
looked down the street and saw a sign indicating a 
YMCA headquarters, so I went in and asked at the 
desk if they knew where this school was. They said, 
"Oh, yes, it's out in such-and-such a direction, take 
the Kaimuku car." 

I asked, "And where does the Kaimuku car run?" 
"Right out here, on the street in front of the 

building." 
So I went out and waited, and another Waialai 
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Road car came by. I was getting very unhappy. 
Perhaps Ird been waiting for thirty or forty minutes 
by this time. 

Then I saw a police officer in the middle of 
the street, and I went out and asked him how to get 
out to the school* 

"Oh, yes," he said, "take the Kaimuku car." 
I said, "Where do I get the Kaimuku oar?" 
"It comes right by here." 
Then I said, "Does any other car excepting the 

Kaimuku car go by here?" 
"No," he said, "they all go to Kaimuku." 
I decided that I'd take the next oar that came 

along no matter what it said. 
Later I found out what the answer was. Kaimuku 

is a district in Honolulu, just as Boyle Heights is 
a district here, and I was being directed to take 
the Kaimuku car, that is, the car that went to Kaimuku, 
even though it went there by way of Waialai Road, 
the only road that went out there* It would be as if 
an Angeleno were accosted by a stranger who asked 
how to get to Evergreen Cemetery, and the Angeleno 
answered, "Take a Boyle Heights car. That'll get you 
there." The stranger would look all over the city 
for a Boyle Heights car, and there isn't any; but 
there's an East First Street car that takes him right 
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out there. 
Well, I wasn't trying to get to a cemetery, just 

to the Honolulu Military Academy. 
I relaxed once I got aboard the car. The street-

cars in Honolulu in those days were all open, with 
the seats running clear across the width of the car 
and no windows on either side, just a running board 
along the length of the car and no aisle down the 
center. The conductor collecting fares would go 
along the running board on one side, across the back, 
and along the running board on the other side. They 
had curtains that could be run down in case of rain— 
"in case of rain" was almost every day, sometime or 
another; but this was a brilliant, bright, sunny 
tropical morning, and I was vastly entertained by the 
scenery and the people. The Japanese and Ohlnese 
women, all in native costumes, made an extremely 
fascinating sight. 

At the end of the line 1 was met by a young chap 
with a Ford automobile. He apologized for not having 
been able to meet me at the dock. He said some extra 
work had come up that morning and they trusted X 
would find my way out to the school somehow, or would 
get in touch with them. 

X said, "Well, you needn't apologize, because 
I've had the most entertaining five-cent ride that 
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I've ever had in my life." 
It was ahout a mile to the school. It was located 

in an area which, at that time, was pretty well out 
on the edge of the city. It was known as the Honolulu 
Military Academy, having recently changed Its name 
from the Honolulu School for Boys. It was a very 
English institution: I was glad I had read Oliver Twist. 
It had something of that atmosphere. 

Neither Captain Black, who was the headmaster 
or the principal, nor the matron had ever been in 
the United States, although both were American citizens 
by naturalization. Captain Black had come around the 
world from England via Eiji and Samoa and on up to 
Honolulu, and he'd never been on the American main-
land. The matron had come out to fill the position 
that she held. Captain Black had sent to somebody 
in England to find a matron for the school. She was 
a widow. She had come across Canada rather than the 
United States, and had sailed to Honolulu from Vancouver. 

I was shown about the campus and installed in my 
quarters, and was very busy unpacking my luggage and 
hanging up my clothing when a knock came at the door. 
It was one of the young students, who clicked his 
heels, promptly saluted, and said, "Sir, Captain 
Black desires that, if you wish, you should come to 
the lanai for tea at four o'clock." It was all very 
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properly done, not only in the military manner, hut 
in the British military manner. I thanked him and 
said that they might expect me at four o'clock. When 
I reported to the lanai, we had tea and sandwiches and 
little cakes, and I was told that this was a regular 
ceremony--teachers were not required to be present, 
but if they desired to come they would always be 
welcome. Tea was served by a Japanese woman in kimono, 
and it was a very pleasant event as we sat there on 
the lanai and looked down over the school grounds. 

The school property with its buildings and 
appurtenances must have comprised about four acres, 
with a parade ground, as they called it, running down 
the center, and a flag pole at the far end of the 
parade ground from the main building. In the main 
building itself, on the second floor, there was the 
junior dormitory, where the smaller boys slept. On 
the main floor, there were the offices and the 
recreation room, with a small library; below, 
there was an armory, as they called it, on one side, 
and a gymnasium on the other side. 

Off to the right of the main building was a 
swimming pool, which I found was a very popular place 
for the boys. Of the seventy-some boys we had in the 
school at the time, I think there was only one who 
couldn't swim. Most boys in the Hawaiian Islands 
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swam like porpoisesj they took to it naturally. 
Beyond the swimming pool was the mess hall, on 

the main floor of the building, above which were the 
bedrooms of the cadet officers. Then came the vice-
principal's cottage, and at the foot of the campus 
on that side was the senior dormitory, with my quarters 
and two squad rooms upstairs. Next to my quarters was 
the room of my assistant, who was in charge of the 
dormitory and one of the older cadet officers. He was 
It. Garvey, a very handsome lad, I imagine about 
seventeen years old, tall, dark-complexioned, extremely 
courteous, and very helpful. I found out within a 
short time that his mother was a full-blooded Hawaiian 
princess, a descendant of the last king of the Island 
of Hawaii, so he was of royal blood. I've often 
wondered what has happened to Garvey. He was pre-
paring to take a West Point examination as I left there, 
but I've never heard anything about him since. 

Across the parade ground, on the other side, was 
a building with four classrooms. I am under the 
impression it was a two-story building, with four 
classrooms downstairs. The upstairs may have been 
reserved for future classroom use, because it was the 
plan that this school should enlarge as it went along. 
It had then about seventy boys, from the first to the 
tenth grades. They were adding a year of high school 
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instruction with each succeeding year. Mind you, I 
taught English from the fifth through the tenth grade; 
for the fifth through the eighth, of course, it was 
grammar, reading, and spelling, and for the ninth and 
tenth grades, it was much the same kind of English 
training as we had here in the California schools. 

I should add that "below the campus, hut still 
within the school property, there was a large grove, 
almost a jungle, of algarroha trees, as they called 
them down there. I watched those trees with con-
siderable interest. I went down and examined them, 
and one day I asked the principal what they were. 
He said, "Why, they're algarroha." 

I said, "Well, they look to me an awful lot like 
what we call in Arizona the mesquite." 

"Oh, yes," he said, "it's the same as the mesquite, 
only it grows in a much more flourishing manner here 
because it has more water." 

Down in the midst of that dense grove somewhere 
was a Chinese house, in which perhaps eight or ten 
Chinese servants lived. They were attached to the 
school, and they did all of the school laundry down 
there, entirely out of sight of any of the school 
buildings. 

I had a small lanai just outside of my room, 
overlooking Molokai Channel. It was a place from 
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which I could hear the surf beating on the reef in the 
bay below. 

The school staff, besides the principal and the 
matron, consisted of a vice-principal, a Mr. Barnes, 
an Ivy League college man. He was a handsome chap, 
slightly greying, very dignified, who walked very 
erectly. He was unmarried. He had toured the world. 
He'd been everywhere. He knew Polynesia. He knew 
New Zealand and Australia. He had crossed Russia and 
Siberia on the Trans-Siberian Railroad, which in those 
days was an almost unheard-of adventure. Remember, 
this was in 1917* He spoke French and German. He 
had come to the school at the same time I did, as 
his predecessor had also resigned in the middle of the 
year. Mr. Tidball and I formed a rather fast friend-
ship with him, and learned that he had many friends 
among the well-to-do aristocracy of the Islands, 
through one of whom he had been called to this position. 

Of course, Tidball, Barnes, and I wondered a bit 
why three vacancies had occurred in the middle of the 
year. We learned from one of the teachers who hadn't 
resigned that things were not going well at the school, 
and that the three had resigned in disgust, having 
had a considerable row with the principal on the 
subject of what was proper education. 

Besides Mr. Barnes, another man who had come in 
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the previous fall and who was staying on over, but 
intending to resign at the end of the year, was 
Maxwell Allen, the mathematics teacher. He was a 
University of California graduate whose home, as I 
remember, was in Alhambra. Charles Tidball, whom I 
have mentioned, taught history. There was a French 
teacher, whose name I do not remember, a roundish, 
chubby, jolly chap, but very strict with the boys; we 
learned that he was a former officer in the French 
Army. There was one woman, a very much worn-out old 
maid, possibly sixty years old, a very kindly person 
but extremely timid, and not only timid, but intimi-
dated by the principal and by the matron. She taught 
grades one to four everything that they were taught. 
I was expected to supervise her teaching as well as 
to do my own, but the supervision was very slight 
because she was a competent woman with the youngsters. 

There was a man who taught physical education, 
an army captain who came over from Schofield Barracks, 
once a week to supervise the military training, 
although daily drills were conducted by the cadet off! 
cers. There were two older boys who had graduated 
from the school (or had finished the tenth grade, 
which was as far as the school went) who were kept 
on as general assistants. There was a Japanese maid 
who served us tea, a Chinese cook, and a Korean 
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houseman who cared for 1117 room, as well as several 
other Chinese servants about the place. 

The school was, as I said, located in Kaimukl, 
which Is still a well-known district in Honolulu, 
immediately behind Diamond Head. The crater inside 
Diamond Head was then, and I suspect is still, heavily 
loaded with mortars and cannon. The entire region 
about there was an undeveloped area. It was partially 
subdivided, but most of the lots in the immediate 
vicinity of the school were still vacant, and there 
were some crops growing in the immediate area. The 
property adjoining the school on the east was occupied 
by a banana orchard, and another one close by was in 
papayas. The closest mountain valley to us was the 
southernmost valley of the central range of Oahu, 
the Palolo Valley. 

It was a mile's walk from the school to the end 
of the Waialai car line, which took us into the city. 
Honolulu then had a population of about seventy 
thousand. The total population of the islands, as 
I remember, was around two hundred thousand, possibly 
as many as two hundred and twenty-five thousand, and 
I believe about forty percent was Japanese. There 
were approximately twenty thousand Chinese, twenty 
thousand part Hawaiians, and, I think, only about 
five or six thousand pure-blooded Hawaiians; there 
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were also many Koreans, Portuguese, Filipinos, and 
Puerto Ricans. Among the white population, there 
were Americans, French, English, and almost every 
other nationality you could think of. There was a 
streetcar bridge that went across one of the numerous 
waterways into the Oriental quarter of the town, and 
on that bridge they had a sign saying, "Keep off this 
bridge," in five or six languages—English, Hawaiian, 
Japanese, Chinese, Portuguese, and perhaps French or 
German. When they issued an order, it had to be done 
in a variety of languages, or there was no obedience. 
However, the Hawaiian language was still extensively 
used when I was there. It's almost unknown in the 
islands now, I believe, except on the island of 
Niihau which is privately owned and from which visitors 
are excluded except by special permit. But the 
Hawaiian language could be heard any time, any day, 
on the streets of Honolulu and in the market places, 
in those years. When I mention that to people from 
the islands today, they are astounded. Gome of them 
tell me they have never heard the Hawaiian language 
spoken, although they have been born and brought up 
in the islands} they have heard it only in songs. 
I can assure them that when they hear it used by 
modern singers, it is mispronounced and wrongly 
accented. I love the old Hawaiian music. The modern 
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Hawaiian music isn't Hawaiian at all, and I abhor it. 
All of the Asiatic women, Chinese, Japanese, 

Filipinos, Koreans, appeared on the streets in their 
native costumes. The men were almost invariably in 
Western dress, although it was not unusual to see a 
Japanese gentleman in his native Japanese costume. 
Of course, nearly all the men wore distinctly tropical 
costumes, tropical suits in white. The businessmen 
wore a fresh white suit every day, and their shoes 
were whitened* It was quite a sight when a shower 
came up to see these dignified American and English 
gentlemen in their white suits hoist a Japanese paper 
umbrella, in brilliant colors. Nobody bothered to 
buy any other kind of umbrella; the Japanese umbrellas 
were available in every kind of store, and when they 
didn't shed the water any more, it was a snail matter 
to go buy another one for a dime. If you saw a man 
with a black umbrella, you knew he had just arrived 
from the mainland. No raincoats, of course. You 
couldn't stand to wear a raincoat even in the midst 
of the rain, because it was too warm. Altogether, 
the costumes and the umbrellas and the flowers and 
the trees made the scene both in the city and in the 
outskirts colorful and dramatic, to me. I was never 
for a moment disappointed in what I saw. I was 
disappointed only in my colleagues on the faculty. 
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Both Tidball and Allen considered that the islands 
were very much of a disappointment to them. I never 
found out what in the world they expected, because I 
was seeing far more than I had expected, and I had 
expected a great deal. 

There were, at the time, fully as many men of the 
armed forces in Honolulu as there were civilian 
whites. The harbor was surrounded by forts. As I 
remember, there were five or six fortified locations 
around Honolulu; two or three miles distant was Pearl 
Harbor, and to the north, in the central valley of 
the island, was Schofield Barracks, a very large army 
post. Uniforms were visible on the street at all 
times; there was always a soldier or a sailor in sight. 

There were German uniforms on the street, too. 
War was on very seriously, in Europe. There were 
several German merchant vessels, one very large 
freighter, the gunboat Ge.yer. and a naval carrier, 
interned in Honolulu harbor. They had escaped from 
the combined British and Japanese Navies and had 
scooted in there for safety. Of course, the crews 
were interned too, but they were given the freedom 
of the city. There wouldn't have been any way for 
them to get out if they'd tried—the walking from 
Honolulu is very poor, and you can't thumb a ride. 
We'd had stowaways aboard, both going down from 
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San Francisco and returning from Honolulu, but they 
were soon discovered and returned to the ports of 
entry, so the business of stowing away wasn't good, 
either. 

The only interisland and the only mainland contacts, 
of course, in 1917, were by ship. I doubt if there 
was an airplane of any kind in the islands when I 
was there. The calendars supplied by commercial 
establishments had printed on them, along with the 
dates, the arrival and departure dates of the ships, 
so that you would know when to get your mail in to 
the post office, or when to expect your mail. The 
transportation about the city was by quite efficient 
streetcar lines, a number of them running in different 
directions. There was a line going out to Waikiki, 
which was a little apart from the city in those days, 
as well as several other lines. Otherwise, the 
various parts of the island were reached only by 
moderately good but unpaved roads, except for the 
southeastern area, in the vicinity of Koko Head and 
Makapuu Point, which was without even trails. 

I went around the southeastern end of the island 
and up some distance on the east side, on what must 
have been perhaps a twenty-mile hike one day with 
Maxwell Allen during our spring vacation. We got 
beyond the end of the trail, around behind Koko Head 
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and across to Makapuu Point, where we had to jump or 
climb from one lava block to another. There we saw 
a very primitive Hawaiian sight. A Hawaiian was 
fishing in one of the pools where the water ran in 
from the sea. He'd scoop up fish in a net, pick up 
a very small fish by the tail, and drop it alive 
down his throat. I had heard that they eat raw fish, 
and I had heard that in the early days it wasn't 
unusual for a Hawaiian fisherman, If he were hungry, 
just to swallow a fish alive. I never expected to 
see it, but I did, and he was not posing to have his 
picture taken—he wasn't even aware that we were in 
the vicinity. 

There was a railroad line, too, a narrow-gauge 
railroad ran around from Honolulu across the Pearl 
Harbor area to the west coast of the island, north 
to the northwestern corner, and then across the north 
coast a little distance to the village of Haleiwa. 
I took that trip one day. It was very entertaining, 
those tiny little coaches, with their mid-Victorian 
adornments. I think I was the only white person on 
the train that day. The crew and all the passengers 
were Hawaiians or Japanese. At Haleiwa, my ticket 
allowed me to leave the train and climb aboard a 
sugar train that had an open passenger coach, that is, 
just a small flatcar with benches on it. It went on 
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some distance further to the east side where there 
was a small village of Filipinos and Japanese, with 
a tiny Chinese store. There I waited for an hour, 
walked around the countryside, and then returned the 
same way I had come. 

The leeward part of Oahu, which is now pretty 
well settled, was then entirely covered "by sugar cane 
plantations and pineapples. Within the city, on the 
principal side of the island, there were large rice 
paddies and taro ponds right in Honolulu, particularly 
between Honolulu and Waikiki. The streetcar ran out 
to Waikiki on a dike, with rice paddies and taro 
patches on both sides, among lots of ducks that the 
Chinese, who cultivated these places, always had. 

I found teaching interesting and not too onerous. 
The boys were, I supposed, with two exceptions, all 
white hoys, Caucasians. I found I was somewhat mis-
taken a little later. One of the exceptions that I 
immediately noticed was Lieutenant Garvey, whom I 
found to be the son of an Hawaiian princess. VJe had 
one boy who was half Chinese and half Hawaiian, and 
who could play the steel guitar like an angel. Other-
wise, he was an exceedingly difficult student, well 
enough behaved, but far from brilliant or competent. 
The other exception was an older Japanese chap who 
came out and took only English with us. 
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Without too much pressure of my teaching duties, 
I went about the city a great deal. I visited the 
old royal palace, which was then, and still is, the 
capitol building. The Territorial Assembly sat in 
the throne room, and the dais where the throne used 
to be is still there. The throne itself has been 
removed to the Bishop Museum. The Assembly Room had 
the old Hawaiian royal decorations. The American 
flag was flown over the entrance on either side of the 
Palace, which, by the way, was never called the Capitol 
Building—it was always called The Palace. On the 
four corners, the Hawaiian flag was flown. 

One other place where the Hawaiian flag was 
always flown was at Washington Place, which I fre-
quently passed. It is now the residence of the governor 
but it was then the residence of Queen Liliuokalani, 
who was still living. I never saw the old Queen, and 
I just missed the one opportunity I might have had, 
I often passed her residence, a beautiful large white 
building, with fine grounds, and the Hawaiian flag 
flying on the flagpole. Her birthday was celebrated 
while I was there, and they said that for the first 
time, on that day, she allowed the American flag to 
go up on the flagpole with the Hawaiian flag (of 
course with the American flag flying at the top, and 
the Hawaiian flag immediately below it.) The Queen's 
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birthday was always a big public event In Honolulu. 
The territorial governor, the members of the Assembly 
and the Senate, the Supreme Court, the mayor of 
Honolulu, and other public officials, always came 
and paid their respects to the old Queen at Washington 
Place on her birthday. After they had come, the 
place was open to the public to come and pay their 
respects. It was the one day in which she still held 
court. 

I hiked up in the Manoa, the Makiki, and the 
Nuuanu valleys. Just before I left, I went clear up 
into the Palolo Valley, far beyond the end of the 
trail. I climbed to the Punchbowl, which is the 
famous small volcanic crater behind Honolulu. One 
day I went on up to Tantalus, a peak above Punchbowl, 
and on up to the top of Konahuanui, which Is something 
more than three thousand feet above the Pali, a very 
sharp pinnacle and a rather hazardous climb. Two or 
three times I wended up the Nuuanu Valley to the Pali. 

Aside from hiking extensively and going about 
the city, I commenced some systematic study. I went 
often to the public: library, which was quite good, 
quite an adequate library. I read Darwin. I had 
already read The Origin of Species* but now I read Tfre 
Descent of Man. I read some of Thomas Henry Huxley's 
books, and next Heinrich Haeckel's Origin of Man. 
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I also made some progress in Greek grammar while I 
was there. In connection with my reading in biiogy, 
I often went out to the Bishop Museum, at the far 
side of the city from Kaimuku. The Bishop Museum 
was a joint project of the island government and of 
Yale University. I believe Yale University really 
established the Museum; at any rate, there was a 
close connection between it and Yale. It has a 
marvelous collection, undoubtedly the best collection 
in the world of Polynesian and Melanesian materials. 
Some of them are a bit ghastly--they showed me large 
wooden bowls that had been used in preparing cannibal 
feasts, the fresh meat being put into the bowl with 
water and cooked by dumping in hot stones. They also 
displayed the skulls of cannibal victims from one of 
the Melanesian Islands: the Melanesians were quite 
thoughtful of the dead, because after they'd eaten a 
chap, they put a mark on the skull so they could 
remember who It was they had eaten, a kind of unusual 
tombstone. They tattooed the skull, and quite 
interesting ornaments they made on them, too. I 
didn't personally verify this, but one of the museum 
guides told me that these wooden cannibal feast bowls 
were quite greasy on the inside, a shuddering sort of 
thought. 

I was happy to be in Honolulu at the time of the 
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midwinter festival, which was then held in the week 
of February twenty-second. Of course, the high day 
was Washington's birthday. There were parades, many 
of them. I believe the opening day they held the great 
floral parade, which was largely an Hawaiian affair; 
I remember one of the finest of the floats was a 
floral representation of an old Hawaiian war oanoe, 
an outrigger, manned by a group of handsome young 
Hawaiians. Standing in the prow was the world-
famous champion swimmer, Duke Kahanamoku, garbed in 
a floral cape, representing the old Hawaiian royal 
feather capes, with a helmet on his head which was 
floral too, but in the same colors as the gold 
feather helmets. I saw at the Bishop Museum, one of 
those capes, kept behind heavy curtains because they 
didn't want any light to get to it. It was insured 
at a million dollars, and it belonged to the mother 
of Lieutenant Garvey. She didn't give it to the 
Museum, but she let them keep it permanently: that 
was the one 3afe place for it. Of course, these 
capes and helmets can no longer be produced, because 
the birds from which they obtained the feathers are 
now extinct. The first king of the islands, Kamehameha 
the First, attempted to protect them by putting a 
taboo on killing them, but they were already so far 
gone that very soon they became extinct. The capes 
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are magnificent, just unbelievably beautiful. 
In front of the Judiciary Building, where the 

Supreme Court sits in Honolulu, directly across the 
street from the Palace, stands the magnificent bronze 
statue of Kamehameha the lirst. It is not, strangely, 
the original statue. The bronze was cast in Italy, 
and it was lost in a shipwreck in the Mediterranean 
as they were starting it on its way to the islands. 
The original model was still in Italy, so a new one 
was cast and was brought, finally, to the islands, 
where it was set up on its pedestal in front of the 
Judiciary Building. The cape and the helmet are 
kept gold-leafed, in representation of the old capes 
and helmets, and the bronze figure has taken on a 
patina, which makes it a wonderful representation of 
the genuine Hawaiian complexion. It is very impressive, 
not a huge figure, possibly something between life 
size and heroic size. Across the street, in front 
of the Palace, which was surrounded by an iron rail 
fence, day and night, winter and summer, sunshine or 
rain, a demented man who was called "the statue 
worshipper" could always be seen. If I recall 
correctly, he was Portuguese, and he stood there all 
day long, with his hands folded, just gazing at the 
statue. So far as I know, he never communicated with 
anybody. I never saw him speak to anyone, nor did I 
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ever see anyone speak to him. He was just one of the 
curiosities of the city, and he was left undisturbed, 
as he apparently was utterly harmless. 

In the midwinter festival, one of the most 
interesting experiences was to go downtown to the city 
in the evening to see the Japanese lantern parade 
move through the streets. That took place on the 
night of the twenty-secdnd, in honor of George 
Washington. In the Japanese district, the shops 
invariably had pictures of George Washington, all 
lithographed in Japan, a George Washington with proper 
costume and wig but with definitely Japanese features. 
One of the floats in the lantern parade was a repre-
sentation of Washington crossing the Delaware, taken 
from the famous painting, but it was a Japanese George 
Washington in colonial army uniform, with Japanese 

sailors pulling at the oars—it was both an amusing 
/ 

and a pathetic sight all at once. 
After having seen that, and having seen the 

tributes that they paid to Washington that day, I 
never had the slightest doubt of the loyalty of the 
Hawaiian Japanese to the government of the United States, 
in the case of war. When the Pearl Harbor incident 
came, I said to myself immediately, "No one need worry 
about the Japanese in Hawaii—they'11 be on the right 
side," as indeed they were. There were fewer Japanese 
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spies turned up in the Hawaiian Islands during the 
war than there were right here in Los Angeles; only 
a little handful of them were turned up here, and 
there was no difficulty ahout them. I knew, being in 
the city government at the time, that the Army and 
Navy secret service knew exactly who they were and 
where they were, and picked them up immediately. In 
Honolulu, I believe there were no spies ever discovered. 

I remember that the Japanese district in Honolulu 
was not visited extensively by white Caucasians, 
Americans. It was a Japanese district* The Oriental 
district down there was almost entirely occupied. 
The streets were swarming with Orientals. You could 
go for blocks and never see a white person, so when 
they put up a picture of George Washington, they 
were putting it up for their own purposes, to demon-
strate their patriotism to each other, and not to 
the whites who might happen to stray through. 

In the evening, I believe, of the same day, 
there was also a procession of Japanese lantern-
lighted sampans, the fishing sampans that went around 
the harbor, and that was a beautiful sight, too, 
extremely unusual, extremely Oriental. 

I also made a trip down to the island of Hawaii, 
to Hilo, and up to the volcano to see the eruption 
of Kilauea, which must have been arranged for my 
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special benefit, because it came just before the 
middle of June when I had an opportunity to take a 
weekend away from the school. I arranged with the 
principal, Captain Black, that I could come back late 
on the morning of June 12, a Tuesday; it happened 
that June 11 was a public holiday in the Islands, 
Kamehameha Bay, and there was no school in session. 
I had read in the paper for a week of the tremendously 
spectacular eruption that was going on at Kilauea, 
and decided suddenly that I was going to see It. I 
thought if they were going to put on a display for 
my benefit, I had best be courteous enough to go take 
it in. 

I went to Captain Black and said, "Now, if I can 
get away, there's an interisland steamer sailing 
Saturday evening." (They only went twice a week.) 
"If I can get the steamer Saturday evening, I will 
be in Hilo Sunday morning. I can get up to the volcano, 
see it Sunday night and Honday, leave Hllo at four 
o'clock Monday evening, and be back here in Honolulu 
by Tuesday morning, but I will have to miss my first 
class." 

Captain Black said, "By all means go I And tell 
the other boys that if they would like to see it, 
they may go too." 

I went down immediately and talked to Tidball 
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and Allen, and they said, "Well, what does it cost?" 
I said, "There's a special excursion rate of 

seventy dollars round trip, including the automobile 
transportation up to the volcano house, meals and 
overnight at the volcano house, and transportation 
from the volcano house down to the lava pit." 

They "both shook their heads, and said no volcano 
could get seventy dollars out of their pockets. 

"Well," I said, "it can get seventy dollars out 
of my pocket—I'm just as poor as you are, but I'm 
going." And so I went. 

It was, to me, a wonderful experience, despite 
the fact that those channels are awfully choppy and 
I was deadly seasick all night long going down to 
Hilo; but as soon as they got the firm ground under 
my feet I felt all right again, I arrived at the 
volcano house, some miles up on the southern slopes 
of Hauna Loa where the crater of Kilauea is (it's not 
at the summit, it's on the southern slope) in time 
for lunch, and at two o'clock, they took us down by 
automobile to the lava pit. The eruption was spec-
tacular. The lava was receding; it had been within 
fifteen feet of the rim, and then started to recede. 
I was told by people who were familiar with the behavior 
of the volcano that it is more spectacular when it is 
receding and releasing the gasses than when the lava 
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is rising and still retaining much of the gas, I 
think Mark Twain's description in the second volume 
of Roughing It is as fine a description of the volcano 
as I have ever read. 

On that voyage, down and hack, I made the only 
real social contacts that I made in the islands, which 
was a hit disappointing. (I had already decided to 
resign and return to California as soon as school 
was up, within a few weeks.) I'm a little reticent 
about making social contacts—I always wait for some-
body else to start and then I will join with enthusiasm, 
but I recall few times in my life that I've ever taken 
the initiative in social contacts, though I have taken 
the initiative far too many times in other things. 
I don't know why it is, it's just one of my idiosyn-
crasies. But at Kilauea, I met three elderly Hawaiians 
who spoke little or no English. That would be almost 
impossible to find in the islands, today. 

On Monday morning, though there was no trans-
portation down there, I crossed Kilauea crater on a 
trail across the rough lava to the lava pit. I 
wanted to see it again, so I hiked down, a matter of 
perhaps a mile and a half each way. On my return, 
I climbed up to the rim of the main crater on a 
pathway cut in the lava, and on the rim above, between 
there and the volcano house, there was quite a grove 
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of trees. Coming through, that grove, in the shad®, 
I met these three old Hawaiians. They were typical 
of the old days. They stopped. They greeted me. 
There were two women and a man, and the man spoke to 
me in Hawaiian. I knew by that time a few Hawaiian 
words, and he had a very few English words, but he 
indicated that he wanted to know where I had been 
and where I was going, not In a manner of probing, 
but as a matter of friendly interest. It was polite-
ness. It was hospitality. We talked as best we 
might, with sign language and my little Hawaiian and 
his less English, and then I started on up the trail 
and they went their way. I turned back to look at 
them and found that they had turned back to me, and 
as they turned, the three of them waved their hands 
and called, "Aloha," the old Hawaiian greeting. It 
was the only time I ever heard it genuinely given 
by Hawaiians who spoke only their own language. It 
must have been one of the last times in the islands 
that one could have had that experience. 

I remember wonderful evening when we returned 
to Honolulu. We left Hilo about four o'clock and coasted 
along the long shore of Hawaii, perhaps a mile out-
side the reef. It was a beautiful sight, with the 
green plantations going on up to the clouds above 
that surrounded the peaks of Ilauna Loa and Mauna Kea 
which was the highest of the mountains and always 
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sncw-covered. It was an unbelievable sight, to be 
down there on the hot ocean in the brilliant sunlight, 
and to look up and see Mauna Kea lifted high above 
the coconut palms and the cane fields and the coffee 
plantations, a high peak covered with snow. Down the 
cliffs, all along the island, came silvery little 
waterfalls—every few miles there would be a waterfall, 
and I sat there fascinated by that scenery as we 
coasted along the island until dark. 

After dinner, I came up on the deck again, and 
I saw a little group of passengers going forward. 
I went up to see what was happening, and there were 
the Hawaiian crewmen gathering, coming out of their 
quarters, and seating themselves on coils of rope. 
They had their musical instruments—a steel guitar 
and a violin, possibly one of the old Hawaiian flutes, 
and two or three mandolins. I went up among them, 
picked up one of the mandolins, sat down on a coil 
of rope and struck a few chords rather absent-mindedly; 
and then without thinking of what I was playing, hit 
the air of my old college alma mater, Whittier, 
"When the Dews of Eve Are Falling." To my astonish-
ment, immediately all these Hawaiian crewmen joined 
in, not only joined In the tune, but actually singing. 
Of course, I at once remembered what hadn't occurred 
to me when I started playing, that the Whittier alma 
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mater is the same music as an old Hawaiian song 
entitled "Leiki Noa Lelki," written "by an Hawaiian 
princess* So I was playing Hawaiian music. Well, 
I knew several other Hawaiian things, and I played 
them; and I was thrilled to death that night, under 
the starlight, coasting along the island of Hawaii, 
to he part of that little musical group. They seemed 
to enjoy it, too. Of course, we were rained with 
coins from the other passengers, hut I didn't take 
any of the coins. I didn't want to lose my amateur 
status. 

X sailed for San Francisco about June 20, 1917• 
The reason I resigned and decided to come home was 
that war had been declared in April, and I didn't 
want to be caught down there in the draft, not knowing 
what was going to happen to anyone. I was made a 
very attractive offer by the principal, who wanted 
to double my pay and make me principal of the high 
school division, which the next year would have three 
years, and extend some other privileges to me if I 
would stay. He a? r.o said that he was sure that as a 
captain in the National Guard he could get me out 
of the draft, as a person necessary to the education 
of Hawaii. But I thought I'd best come home. Among 
other things, I didn't like the school, I didn't 
like their educational methods, just like the teachers 
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who had resigned and made a vacancy for me. Mr. 
Barnes and Charles Tidball and X found that it was 
an unendurable institution, with very low standards, 
very unacceptable educational methods. 

So I boarded the Manoa, another Matson liner, 
and came home. The Manoa was a considerably larger 
ship, and it also was used as a freighter extensively; 
it had a very heavy load of crude sugar, and only 
fifty or sixty passengers. We had a very pleasant 
trip home. 

I immediately returned to Los Angeles and to 
Bellflower, reaching there just a few days before the 
Fourth of July. Ity father needed me, because Bell-
flower, in those days, on the Fourth of July, always 
staged a big barbecue, with fireworks and a parade 
and athletic games. Sometimes we would draw as many 
as ten to fifteen thousand people from surrounding 
cities—hundreds would come out on the Santa Ana 
car line from Los Angeles for the event, and of course 
our business was always almost beyond management. I 
knew my father would need me at once, so I came on home. 



CHAPTER IX 
A CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR IN WORLD WAR I 

What I'm going to tell now are my personal 
recollections of events that took place some forty-six 
years ago, during World War I, when I was a con-
scientious objector. This was an extraordinary posi-
tion then and still is subject to questions and 
ctiticism, but, I think, also entitled to a hearing. 
I have found that people are interested in knowing 
what happened. It is pertinent to any interest one 
may have in personal relations with the law and with 
military power in a critical time, and hence it is 
pertinent to any interest in civil liberties. 1 will 
endeavor to curb my inclination to wander off into 
tempting bypaths, and keep the story to the main 
theme with all possible brevity. 

As I have already said, I am of Quaker parentage 
of two hundred and fifty years or more of ancestry, 
although I'm equally proud of my New England fore-
fathers who fought in the Revolutionary War. None 
of my Quaker ancestors bore arms in the Revolutionary 
War, or in the Civil War, or in any other war, so far 
as I know, although some of them were close friends 
of Thomas Jefferson and some were cousins of Colonel 
George Rogers Clark. I was brought up in an atmosphere 
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of antiwar sentiment from childhood, and I had been 
active in peace oratorical contests and essay contests 
and debates throughout high school and college. I 
won many of those contests because I meant what I said. 

In addition, I became a Socialist by choice, at 
the age of eighteen. In those days, the Socialist 
Party was strenuously, almost violently antiwar, 
internationally. My Socialist convictions reinforced 
my Quaker training in antiwar sentiments and military 
attitudes. While I am no longer a Socialist and see 
little point in the Socialist Party being in existence 
any more, and while I am somewhat irregular in my 
Quakerism, I still believe that militarism and the 
military way of settling problems is viciously 
predatory, rationally indefensible, socially unnecessary, 
and a way to destruction and death for all civiliza-
tion and possibly all the human race. 

World War I began in April, 1917* when I was 
teaching school in Honolulu. It should be remembered, 
but is today forgotten by many, that the declaration 
of war was bitterly opposed by thousands of people 
throughout the United States. Twelve senators, who 
were then called "The Dirty Dozen," voted against 
the declaration of war. They included some very 
distinguished men, lllee Robert M. LaFollette, Sr., 
William Borah, George [William] Horris, and John D. 
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Works of California. Also, as I remember, about 
fifty members of the House of Representatives voted 
against the declaration. 

From the first, it was understood that in case 
of war the United States would resort to the draft. 
I was on the roll when war was declared, but already 
determined to resist and refuse all participation. 
I'd already gotten into correspondence with the New 
York office of the American Union Against Militarism 
and its Civil Liberties Bureau, which later became 
the American Civil Liberties Union after the parent 
organization had long since disappeared. I was com-
municating with them to get information as to my 
probable fate, to find out what my legal position 
might be. 

Here I should insert one brief recollection of 
an event that took place in Honolulu while I was there. 
I saw one of the first acts of the war. I believe I 
read on a Sunday morning, in the Honolulu newspaper, 
that the German ships interned in the harbor might 
be sunk by their crews. As soon as I could get away 
from school that afternoon, Sunday afternoon, I went 
down to the waterfront, to the harbor. I saw the 
giant freighter, the Pummern, far over on its side-
water had been let in into the bulkheads on one side 
and the ship was about to tip over. The German 
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gunboat, the Geyer, tied up at the same pier on the 
other side, had its engines burned out, and the 
Honolulu Fire Department was there, pumping water 
into it. I didn't see the other ships. They were 
some distance away, at other docking facilities, but 
they had been in part damaged. However, the terri-
torial governor had declared martial law on the water-
front, and troops were down from Schofield Barracks. 
They had taken the crews of all these German ships 
into captivity and had put them aboard the little 
freight train that ran up to Schofield Barracks, 
where they were interned. That is, all the common 
sailors of all of these ships were interned there. 
The officers were sent to a fort in the interior of 
the United States, I think near Salt Lake City, for 
better safeguarding. So I did see that little event. 

The gunboat Geyer, by the way, was towed back 
to Mare Island, in San Francisco Bay. It was there 
repaired and commissioned in the United States Navy 
under the name the Carl Schurz, which, I thought, 
was a very delicate little touch on the part of the 
Navy, to honor a German-born United States senator 
of Civil War days by renaming this German gunboat 
with a good German name. A year or two later, it was 
sunk in a storm off the Georgia or South Carolina coast. 
I am acquainted with a man who was an officer on the 
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Pari Schurz, and I told him the story of seeing it 
taken into the possession of the Navy in Honolulu. 
He had never heard the story. He knew that it was a 
former German gunhoat, hut he didn't know how the 
Navy had gotten it, or where or when, and he was 
extremely Interested. In "being taken off the sinking 
ship, he suffered a lifelong injury, not too serious; 
he's still living and I am still occasionally in 
touch with him. 

As a potential conscientious objector, I was 
among those who were commencing to seek definition 
of their philosophy as well as of their legal status. 
Conscientious objectors had already figured in the 
British war effort, most prominently In the person 
of Bertrand Russell, who was then serving a term in 
prison where he refused even to sweep out his own 
cell on the ground that such service would free one 
more man to go to the front, either to kill or to be 
killed. 

Now, there were various points at which a person 
could take the position of a conscientious objector. 
He could refuse to register for the draft, as required 
by law; (I think Roger Baldwin took that position— 
I believe he refused to register, and was sentenced 
to a year in jail.) Or having registered, he could 
refuse to appear for physical examination, when that 
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was requiredj or if he appeared for physical examina-
tion and was passed and accepted for military service, 
he could refuse to respond to the order to report 
when he got that notice. Or having reported, he 
could refuse to report to the camp where the troops 
were being concentrated, mobilized. Having reported 
to camp, he could refuse to wear the uniform when it 
was issued; or, with or without the uniform, he could 
refuse to drill or perform any camp duties. Some 
went so far as to wear the uniform and to drill, but 
refused to bear arms when the guns were passed out. 
At the last moment, a person could refuse to take the 
military oath and be formally mustered into the Army; 
or, having been mustered in, he could refuse to 
accept overseas duty. Bach of these positions was 
taken by different men in the process of being inducted 
or refusing to be inducted into military service. I 
knew, personally, people in each of those classifica-
tions; so you see, the philosophies, the attitudes, 
differed greatly. 

Now, registration in California took place, I 
belitve, early in June, 1917* Registration was not 
scheduled in the Hawaiian Islands until July, so I 
returned before the registration there, and after the 
registration here. As soon as I got home, I came into 
the city, hunted up the proper authorities, and 
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registered for the draft, feeling myself that it was 
a technicality of merely acknowledging my existence, 
giving my age and my address, and recognizing the fact 
that by law I was subject to the draft, that I came 
within the scope of the draft. It implied to my mind 
no willingness to perform any military duty. Besides 
that, I knew that most certainly I hadn't left Honolulu 
at the age of twenty-four or twenty-five without its 
being known to the authorities, and that if I didn't 
turn up, they would come and get me, so I might just 
as well turn up. 

When I was called for physical examination, I 
reported. I believe it was held in a high school 
building in Huntington Park, in July of 1917, for 
my district. The reason I reported for physical 
examination without any compunction was that I felt 
that declaration of conscientious objection would be 
meaningless until I was first found physically fit 
and therefore desired by the Army, If they didn't 
want me, anyway, then what was the point in my 
objection? I had some doubts about my physical fit-
ness because I was seriously underweight. I think 
I only weighed about a hundred and twenty pounds, and 
I was a little surprised when without any hesitation 
the doctor passed me, although upon listening to my 
chest with his stethoscope, he turned to another 
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doctor and said, "Do you know anything about this man?" 
Well, the other doctor had greeted me when I 

came Into the room. He was the man who had taken car© 
of me when I was in the hospital with pneumonia in 
my freshman year in college. He was a man I knew very 
well, and he and I disliked each other heartily. He 
said, "Oh yes, yes, I know him. He had low-grade 
pneumonia about four years ago, but he's all right now," 
so that was it. 

Early in August, I learned of the formation of 
the People's Council for Peace and Democracy. It was 
a huge spontaneous national movement opposed to the 
prosecution of the war, and it was made up of a 
heterogeneous miscellany of Socialists, Quakers, 
isolationists, members of various antimilitary and 
peace groups, independent elements, Christian pacifists, 
and, I suspect, a sprinkling of pro-Germans, who soon 
found themselves uncomfortable as they discovered 
that they were among people who were as much against 
the Kaiser as they were against the war. It was 
difficult for many one-hundred-and-fifty-percent 
patriots to recognize that you could be against the 
Kaiser and not for the war, but that was true with 
thousands of people. 

The People's Council branch which formed in 
Southern California had as its chairman Senator John D. 
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Works, a United States senator, whose home was In 
this city. Its executive secretary was Paul Jordan-
Smith. They held a series of rousing mass meetings 
in Los Angeles, Pasadena, Long Beach, San Diego, 
and other cities. I attended many of them, and I 
went into the office established in the Douglas 
Building as a volunteer worker. When they found that 
I did some public speaking, they sent me out to 
address several meetings—I remember one where we 
almost had a riot in the Green Hotel in Pasadena, 
during my address. 

The People's Council leaders were later subjected 
to close federal and local police surveillance, and 
ultimately to mob threats. The Council almost 
vanished by the end of October. It was a very short-
lived affair, although it was a tremendous event at 
the time. I think it would still make a good topio 
for a doctoral dissertation, if somebody could go 
back and find the record, which, to some extent, 
still exists. It was one of the most remarkable 
spontaneous movements that I ever heard of in the 
United States, rising so quickly and being suppressed 
so promptly. 

I very soon was taken into the program of the 
Christian Pacifist Conference, which was planned for 
early in September under the sponsorship of the 



282 

Fellowship of Reconciliation, which had recently been 
organized in the United States. The leaders here 
were to be Floyd Hardin, a Methodist Episcopal mini-
ster from a little town up in the Valley, who entitled 
himself "the organizing secretary," Robert Whitakdr, 
pastor of the Baptist Church in Los Gatos, Dr. George 
Greenfield of the Congregationalist Church in Santa 
Barbara, Reverend Sidney Strong of the Queen Anne 
Congregational Church in Seattle, Episcopal Bishop 
John Paul Jones of Salt Lake City, the Reverend John 
Milton Scott of the Los Angeles Unitarian, Septimus 
Martin, an English Quaker, and a number of other 
reverend and irreverend gentlemen. 

I was put on the program for the opening session 
and asked to talk on the subject of the Fellowship 
of Reconciliation, to show what the organization was 
and describe it and its purposes. I came into the 
city. The meeting was scheduled to be held in a hall 
which had been rented out on Grand Avenue. I came in 
an hour or two early and went up to the People's 
Council office, where I was tipped off that the 
meeting would be raided and perhaps mobbed. I was also 
told that the rental of the meeting hall had been 
cancelled by the owner, and therefore they had rented 
a vacant office room in the Douglas Building, on the 
fourth floor, above the offices of the People's Council. 
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They had moved a lot; of chairs in there and a table, 
and we were to get the word around as fast as possible 
by telephone and otherwise, hold our meeting there and 
try to get going before the police and the mob found 
it out. 

About a hundred people crowded into the room at 
two o'clock in the afternoon. Robert Whitaker was 
acting as chairman, although I believe Doctor Strong 
of Seattle had been scheduled as chairman and hadn't 
arrived. Floyd Hardin was sitting up at the table, 
as a secretary. I was called upon as the first 
speaker, although I think I wasn't scheduled, 
originally, as the first speaker, but no other speaker 
was immediately available and they wanted to get this 
meeting started as quickly as possible. 

I started to give my speech. I spoke from 
manuscript—I had typed my speech out and left a 
diarbon copy at home, because I anticipated there might 
be trouble, and I didn't want to be misquoted by any-
one. The police arrived in the middle of my talk, 
and without listening for more than two minutes, a 
captain and a lieutenant came up and arrested me, 
along with Whitaker and Hardin. We were taken to 
the Central Police Station, not locked up, but allowed 
to sit on the bench until something happened. Judge 
J, H, Hyckman (we called him "Judge," but he wasn't— 
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he was a veteran attorney, a Socialist, and a single-
taxer, and I knew him already as president of the 
Intercollegiate Socialist Society and as a very 
competent lawyer, thoroughly experienced in criminal 
law) appeared, after we had been there about thirty 
minutes. We were arraigned, and bond was set at 
twenty-five hundred dollars. Other people whom we 
knew had gathered by this time, and the bonds were 
promptly furnished* Mine was furnished by people 
whom I then knew very slightly, if at all, Mr. and 
Mrs. OF.W. Richard Bruns. I knew them well in after 
years; for years they served as secretary and treasurer 
of the Severance Club. 

When we got the formal complaint filed against 
us, we found we were charged with unlawful assembly, 
rout, and disturbing the peace, three misdemeanors 
under the penal code. I believe rout has now been 
eliminated—rout was an old common-law crime that was 
carried into the California penal coda in the early 
days, but it has long since been dropped. Unlawful 
assembly and disturbing the peace are still there. 

Nevertheless, the Conference proceeded after that 
first session, despite arrests, and the three of us 
participated in every session while out on bail. The 
police always were in attendance, although we moved 
from place to place. We never held any two sessions 



285 

in the same place. We jumped around, passed the word 
about quietly, and then let the police hunt us up. 
Sometimes they would arrive half an hour or an hour 
late, until we stopped enjoying that little Sport, 
and then usually we told them where we'd hold the 
next meeting. 

The final day's sessions were held at the home 
of Mrs. Bent in South Pasadena, on Huntington Drive. 
Paul Jordan-Smith, I remember, was one of the speakers 
in the morning. In the late afternoon, an ominous-
looking crowd commenced to gather on the sidewalks. 
I recognized among them, apparently as the organizer, 
a young newspaper reporter on the Evening Herald. I 
wasn't acquainted with him, but I knew who he was. 

Just as we opened our evening session, perhaps 
at seven-thirty that night, the men of the crowd 
broke into the house, without any invitation and 
without knocking at the door. They simply jerked the 
door open and walked In, perhaps a half a dozen of them 
out of the mob, grabbed all the men who were present 
at the conference, and hurried them outside. As I 
was rushed out through the large crowd of onlookers 
that by that time had gathered, I could hefear cries of, 
"Who's got a rope?" 

I was put in an automobile with the driver and 
three other men, and taken to a vacant lot about half 
a mile down Huntington Drive from where we started, 
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toward Los Angeles. I was forced to the rear of the 
lot. We'd heen followed by other cars, and there may 
have heen a dozen men in charge of me by that time. 
I was knocked onto the ground, and as I got up, one 
of them whipped out a pistol and aimed it at me with 
an obscene oath. Instantly, two other men grabbed 
him and protested that they wanted no shooting, but 
all of them joined in knocking me to the ground once 
more and kicking me. 

Then they yanked me to my feet. I had the amuse-
ment, at the moment, however, of extending my hand 
and saying, "Gentlemen, I thank you for your courtesy," 
and one of them, before he thought shook hands with me I 

Then they hustled me on to a Los Angeles-bound 
Pacific Electric car and warned me never to return to 
South Pasadena again. I stayed on the car until we 
reached Los Angeles when I heard an automobile horn— 
I was sitting on the outside portion of the car, and 
I looked out and recognized, driving right alongside, 
an automobile with a friend of mine in it. 

I got off at the next stop, got in his car, 
and he said, "Well, where do you want to go?" and I 
said, "Back to South Pasadena. I left my hat." 

So we went back. He took his car to an alley in 
the rear of the Bent home. Really, I did want to get 
my hat, but I also wanted to find out what had happened 
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to the others. I was hidden behind the front seat, 
and my friend and his wife and another woman and two 
little children with him. We saw several men coming 
into the alley from the house, so they threw a laprobe 
over me, and sat the two children on top of me. The 
men came out and examined the car, saw the children 
and the women, and left without further examination. 
If they'd found me there, I suspect I might have been 
lynched that night. 

The other men were mistreated in one way or 
another. One man was taken five miles away, his shoes 
were removed, and he was required to walk barefooted 
some considerable distance before he could get 
transportation. 

The mob was organized, as I believe I've already 
remarked, by a young reporter of the Los Angeles 
Evening Herald, and one of its leaders was the South 
Pasadena school superintendent, whose name I've never 
bothered to look up. 

Whitaker, Hardin, and I went on trial before a 
jury in police court at the beginning of November. 
Newspaper headlines daily reported the events of the 
trial. The trial received nation-wide attention, 
with artioles in New York papers, in the New Republic 
and the Nation magazines, and probably other magazines, 
though I don't remember. I recall that several 



288 

newspapers in the East gave it special attention, 
throughout the trial, almost every day, the Socialist 
papers in New York City, the Milwaukee Leader, the 
New York Gall, and a paper in Akron, Ohio. 

The courtroom was packed, daily, by both our 
friends and the enemies of our cause. The judge was 
Thomas P. White, who recently retired from the Supreme 
Court of the State of California. I might say that 
I always regarded Judge White, with the exception of 
that trial, as an extraordinarily good judge, liberal 
in his attitudes, and very strict in his interpre-
tation of the constitutions of the United States and 
the State of California. I met Judge White a number 
of times in the late forties and through the fifties, 
at social occasions. He was always very cordial. 
If he remembered that he had presided at my trial, 
he never gave a hint. 

The trial lasted exactly four weeks, and as we 
fully expected, there was a verdict of guilty on all 
three counts. Two days later, we were sentenced to 
six months in jail and a five hundred dollar fine on 
each count. 

Judge Hyckman, our attorney, appealed immediately 
to the Superior Court. Bonds were raised to five 
thousand dollars each, and they were promptly posted 
by the same people who had posted our previous bonds. 
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I was put to work by the defense committee on the case 
to assist Judge Ryckman in his office, and we were 
soon joined by Samuel Packard of Pasadena. Packard 
was a very eminent retired attorney, and Ryckman was 
delighted when he joined the defense, although Mr. 
Packard was a conservative Republican. He was, however, 
the husband of the Mrs. Packard I mentioned before, 
who was a prominent Socialist; their son, John C. 
Packard, became in later years for a long period of 
time the chairman of the County Central Committee of 
the Socialist Party, up until the time that he left 
the Party in order to assist in the gubernatorial 
campaign of our old acquaintance, the author of 
The Jungle. Upton Sinclair. Thereafter, John Packard, 
as I've mentioned before, was one of the leading 
Democrats of the state, and in one campaign was 
Roosevelt's campaign manager for Southern California. 

Now, Mr. Packard was nationally known for his 
expert ability in constitutional law, and he worked 
with us very competently. We couldn't have possibly 
paid for such talent. Nevertheless, and still not 
particularly to my astonishment, the verdict and the 
sentence were affirmed by the Superior Court on 
May 7» 1918. Immediately, that same day, we started 
to serve time, because that was the end of our appeal, 
at that time. 



290 

Ryckman and Packard went on unsuccessfully to 
the District Court of Appeals for a Writ of Certiorari 
and then for a Writ of Habeas Corpus, both of which 
were denied by the appellate court. Honey for the 
defense poured in from all over the United States, 
and the costs were guaranteed to us by the New York 
office of the Civil Liberties Bureau. 

Our jail experience in the Bastside Jail, now 
known as the Lincoln Heights Jail, is another story. 
I won't go into that, although it, to me, is intensely 
interesting to remember. 

Just one thing I think might be worth mentioning. 
During the preparation for the appeal, I took a room 
near Twelfth and Figueroa Streets. Of course, I 
didn't know for certain what would happen on the 
morning that we were to receive the opinion from the 
Superior court on our appeal, so I had to leave my 
things in the room and send my brother after them when 
I went to jail. The afternoon after we went into 
the Eastside Jail, the jailer called for Mr. Whitaker, 
Mr. Hardin, and myself to come to his office. He had 
us sit down, and he said, "Now, gentlemen, I have a 
duty to perform here. You are prisoners, and I will 
have to keep you as such, but you are a rather unusual 
type of prisoner. We don't usually have educated 
professional men in here, and since I want to make 
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life as easy for you as possible, I want to explain 
a little bit about some of the details of prison life." 

After he had discussed that with us for a while, 
he turned to me and said, "I believe you had a room 
out in the apartment house of Mr. and Mrs. Hoffman, 
on Twelfth Street." 

I said, "Yes, I have been there for about two 
or three months." 

"Well," he said, "Mrs. Hoffman is a long-time 
friend of mine, and when she read in the paper this 
afternoon that you were in jail, she called me on 
the telephone and said she would get me fired from 
my Job if I didn't take good care of youl" 

After seven weeks in jail, during which time I 
received the draft order to report to the Army, I was 
paroled on a Saturday morning, presumably in order 
that I might have the weekend at home. However, 
instead of being released, the police department took 
charge of me and removed me from the Eastside Jail 
to the filthy, stinking old Central Jail, which was 
even then a decrepit old building, alive with rats, 
lice, bedbugs, and cockroaches by the millions. I 
took one look at the bunks and decided I didn't want 
to inhabit them even for two or three nights, so I 
slept without a blanket, on a hard table, in the 
fiddle of the cell. I ate nothing but the bread that 
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was supplied, since everything else they had was 
contaminated by vermin. 

On the third day, I was taken to the troop train 
by two policemen, and turned over to the Army 
authorities. Even if I had been so disposed, I 
couldn't have done anything but go to camp. Headed 
for Camp Kearny, near San Diego, I wrote out a state-
ment of my position, in order that I might have it in 
written form to present to the Army authorities when 
I arrived. 

I should remark that I have achieved a certain 
revenge for my jail experience. The steel bars from 
a window in the old Central Jail are now set up as 
an ornament in my garden, here in my home in Brentwood. 
When they were taking the building down four or five 
years ago, I went over and asked a contractor who 
was demolishing the building if I might buy from him 
the bars from one of the windows. He thought that 
was a rather peculiar request, but I told him that 
I wanted them just as a memento of the old building, 
identifying myself as a secretary of the Board of 
Eire Commissioners. He just 3aid to one of the work-
men, "Take that frame of bars over and put it in Ilr. 
Story's car, and there'll be no charge." So I got 
them for nothing. 

I was already aware of the presidential and War 
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Department orders exempting conscientious objectors 
from military service and from wearing uniform, and 
making them subject to alternative non-military 
service. While in Byckman's office, I had studied 
some elements of military law and court-martial procedure. 
I thought I might have use for that information, and, 
as I said, while on the train I wrote out a statement 
of my position, which I filed with the captain of 
the company to which I was assigned before I had been 
in Gamp Kearny an hour. 

Camp Kearny was a center for mobilizing state 
militia regiments from California, Arizona, Nevada, 
Utah, and possibly some other western states. The 
officers there, expecting to command only militiamen, 
were utterly unacquainted with the orders of the War 
Department and of President Wilson concerning con-
scientious objectors. They had no copies of those 
orders, they'd never heard of them. The recruit camp 
was being filled up with six thousand drafted men, I 
being one of that group, which were added to the 
militiamen to make up the Fortieth Division, the 
militiamen from the three or four states not being 
sufficient in number to make up a full division. 

I was pale from my jail experience, unshaven, 
and in need of a haircut (I hadn't trusted jail 
barbers—I didn't want any jail barber fooling around 
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me with a razor), and my position and my appearance 
were resented hy the other men in the recruit company; 
of course, I was instantly known "because they had read 
about me and seen my picture in the papers. I was a 
conspicuous character in the Army, right from the 
start. On the third night, I was mobhed and beaten 
by a gang of my fellow rookies, and handsful of my 
hair were cropped off in a very amateurish fashion. 
The next morning, the captain of the recruit company 
called the entire company into line and assured them 
that while they had his sympathy in their attitude 
toward me, nevertheless, further violence could not 
be condoned, and that the Army was fully able to 
handle my case in an appropriate manner. 

On the fourth day at Gamp Kearny, fifty-two 
conscientious objectors were weeded out of the six 
thousand drafted recruits and lined up. Then we 
commenced to recognize each other, and get acquainted. 
I met Solomon Moskowitz, a little Rumanian Jewish 
fellow. I sized him up, and nearly scared him to 
death when, recognizing that he couldn't possibly 
be a Quaker or a Mennonite or a Dunkard, I stepped 
up and introduced myself and said, "What are you, a 
red?" meaning of course, a Socialist or an IWW. I 
had to do considerable reassuring before Solomon 
decided I was all right. I had him spotted too 
promptly for his comfort 1 
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We were marched, the fifty-two of us, to the 
camp headquarters to he examined individually by the 
judge advocate, a Major Howells. He made no decision 
as to our disposition, and we were returned to our 
respective company quarters. Physical and psychiatric 
examinations were given. We went through the Army 
Alpha tests, and were called up for preliminary 
drills for a week or more. During that week, a 
chaplain set up a class for us conscientious objectors 
in an attempt to persuade us that our religious and 
patriotic duty was to drop our objections and proceed 
with the Army in regular fashion. He attempted an 
indoctrination, hut I can assure you, it was without 
success. Twice a week we went to the YMCA tent to 
listen to a lecture by him. I was put in charge of 
lining up the conscientious objectors and marching 
them over there, because they discovered almost at 
once that I was entirely familiar with the simpler 
orders for marching a group of men from one place to 
another, so I acquired the peculiar title, Captain 
of the Conscientious Objectors. I remember that the 
chaplain's classes continued for some six weeks, 
during which we had many warm philosophical and 
theological arguments; then the chaplain gave up, and 
it was reported that we almost had him converted. 

I should say that the conscientious objectors, 
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after the first Army Alpha test, were lined up for 
another test, I believe the Army Beta test, that was 
ordinarily not given. Then I was individually called 
up for a special psychiatric examination, and I 
argued for one interesting hour with the captain of 
the medical corps, who was a psychiatrist. I remember 
his asking, "Are you convinced you are right and all 
the rest of the nation is wrong?" and I replied, "No, 
I may turn out to be wrong in the long run, but feel-
ing as I do, I'll have to take that chance." He 
couldn't decide which one of us was crazy, and told 
me so. 

It was rumored around the camp that by the 
intelligence tests, I was found to have the highest 
IQ among the six thousand recruits. I'm sure it 
wasn't true—that would be a little higher than any of 
my aspirations, intellectually» but the gossip got 
me a lot of respect, particularly .from the noncommis-
sioned officers, who commenced to handle me with gloves. 
One morning, I was placed under arrest, and with a 
guard marching with a gun over his shoulder, twenty 
paces behind me, I was escorted the long vacant mile 
back to the Judge Advocate's office. The guard, 
after we got some distance from the recruit camp and 
there wasn't anybody around, called up to me and said, 
"Wait a minute. I feel foolish taking a fellow like 



297 

you up here under arms. Wait, and I'll walk along 
with you." So he walked along and we had a very 
pleasant chat until we got within sight of headquarters, 
and then he said, "Now, you'd better go on ahead a 
little way, because they'll want to know what goes 
on, if they see me walking with you." 

Again I met Major Howells. He said he was putting 
me with two Dunkard boys in quarters by ourselves, 
where we would be isolated from the main camp and 
able to avoid trouble, pending a determination of our 
status. 

I said, "Well, what about uniforms?" 
"Well," he said, "the Dunkard boys have not been 

given uniforms, and you may send the one that's been 
issued to you back to the quartermaster's corps." So, 
finding that I would have no use for the uniform, and 
having been issued, strangely, completely new clothing, 
which was unusual in those days, I traded with the 
other boys in my tent to get them better fits. I 
even had a new pair of shoes, which one of the fellows 
found that he could wear. I stuffed their old clothing 
into my bag and returned it to the quartermaster. 

I was transferred according to Major Howell's 
promise later that day over to the isolated place, 
where we had a very fine, kindly old captain. There 
I met Lloyd Miller and Ethie Schuler, two Dunkard 
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boys. Lloyd Miller I had met before on the train. 
He was from Whittier, and I discovered that I knew 
relatives of his out in San Dimas and Lordsburg. Bthie 
Schuler, however, was new to me. He was from up in 
the neighborhood of Modesto, and he was what you would 
expect of a conservative Dunkard: although he was 
only about twenty-five years of age, perhaps twenty-
seven, he had a long beard, wore his hair long, and 
wore the required clothing of the conservative Dunkard, 
as did Lloyd Miller, for that matter, though Lloyd 
didn't have a beard. I asked him one day, after we'd 
gotten sufficiently on familiar terms, why he didn't 
grow a beard, and Lloyd blushed and said, "Well, the 
fact is, I can't raise a beard. I've tried." 

Tears later, I met Lloyd again, not face to face. 
I don't think I'd have recognized him If I'd seen 
him that way, but I saw him coming into the Los Angeles 
City Hall. I was following behind, and recognized 
him by his walk and his size, I went up and confi-
dently clapped my hand on his back, and said, "Hello, 
Lloyd 1" He didn't recognize me for a minute, except 
that when I called him by name, he knew I was some-
body he should recognize. I understand he is living 
up in the Modesto Dunkard Colony now, or was a very 
short time ago, when I heard he was in very poor health. 

This isolated camp in which we were given a tent, 
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just the three of as to ourselves, was for straggling 
volunteers, not militiamen, "but men who had heen 
picked up from volunteer recruit quarters In various 
parts of Southern California, For the three of us 
there was no drill required, hut we were put on extra 
KP duty in the kitchen, to which we didn't object. 
They didn't give us too much extra duty, and we all 
three of us felt that we were under some obligation 
to do enough work to care for ourselves, so we washed 
dishes and we set tables and we helped with the peeling 
of potatoes quite willingly. Killer and Schuler, as 
Dunkards, felt that it was their duty to work, anyway. 
I never have felt that it was my duty to work, any 
more than I could help; but when I do a job, I take 
a certain pride in it. One day I overheard while I 
was in the kitchen the mess sergeant out in the mess 
hall, in conversation with a new cook, who was com-
plaining about having to work with "those damned 
conscientious objectors," to which the mess sergeant 
responded, "Well, if they'd all work as well as those 
three CO's, I wish the whole damned army was made 
up of conscientious objectors." 

In the meantime, we had lost contact with the 
other conscientious objectors who had accepted uniforms 
and joined in the daily drills over in the main part 
of the camp. There were many conscientious objectors 
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who would go that far. They would put on a uniform, 
their attitude being that a uniform's only clothing, 
and I have to wear clothing, and if the United States 
Government wants to supply me with clothing, I'm 
perfectly willing. They joined in the daily drills 
because the drills, they felt, didn't require them to 
shoot anyone. I found later that they all had agreed 
among themselves, after discussing their various 
attitudes, that they would stop short when it came 
to the issuance of guns. They wouldn't go that far. 

I recall one very amusing story: most of them had 
been moved into Field Artillery, and some of them 
liked that very much. They were farm boys, they liked 
horses and mules, and they were found to be experienced 
in caring for stock. They hadn't said a word, most 
of them, about being conscientious objectors. This 
story I picked up a little later on from the boy 
concerned. He was a fellow from Kern County, a big 
raw-boned, red-headed chap, a husky, masculine type. 
He told me that one day he was asked to come up to 
the Military Police headquarters. Well, he went up 
there fully suspecting that they had detected he was 
a conscientious objector and that they were going to 
shoot him, in all likelihood. Instead of that, he 
was brought in to the commander of the Military Police 
and notified that his physical appearance made him 
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likely material for the Military Police, to which he 
replied, "OK, but do I have to carry a gun?" 

The commander said, "Certainly, you will wear 
side arms." 

"Then," said my friend, "Sir, I'm sorry, but I 
can't be an MP." 

The commander said, "Don't you understand? We're 
not inviting you to be an MP. We're ordering you to 
be an MP." 

My friend replied, "Still, Sir, I can't be an MP." 
"Well," said the commander, "you know what we 

can do to you." 
"I know, but you can't do any more than shoot me, 

and I'm willing to go that far." 
It was clear by this time that the boy was a 

conscientious objector, and they simply sent him back 
to the Field Artillery to await some other disposition. 

Miller, Shuler, and I were joined over in our 
isolated quarters, after a week or two, by Gerhardt 
Dyck, a Mennonite from the wheat fields of eastern 
Washington. He had been sent to Camp Kearny by some 
military error as much as a year before, had refused 
to wear the uniform, knew nothing about his rights, 
and cared less. He fully expected to be sent to 
prison and possibly shot, but that was all right with 
him, he was sticking by his faith as a Mennonite. He 
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was a boy who had possibly not even as much as an 
eighth-grade education. He came from a very small 
community over in eastern Washington. Some years ago, 
I visited the place and tried to find Dyck, but 
learned that he had moved down into Oregon. I've 
never heard from him since we were discharged from the 
Army. Having refused to wear the uniform, he had been 
"lost" in the base hospital, where he'd been employed 
for about a year scrubbing floors and doing odd jobs, 
utterly unconcerned for his future. He did tell me, 
though, that they treated him well at the base hospital, 
that he was well regarded by the officers and the 
doctors there, because as he said, "I worked harder 
than anybody else, and they liked me." Miller, 
Schuler, Dyok, and I became good friends and enjoyed 
our rather exclusive little company. 

With respect to Dyck, there's one incident that 
is amusing. In fact, it amuses me to this day to 
recall how much humor conscientious objectors found 
in their situation, and what a really good time they 
had, while the sword was hanging over their heads 
by a thread, so to speak. One morning, at inspection 
time, when the officers were going through our quarters 
and seeing that our possessions were in proper order, 
our beds properly made and our hands clean and our 
shoes polished, a young lieutenant spied Dyck's 
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German Bible. He became wrathful immediately and 
wanted to know what in hell that was doing there in 
the German language. That was extremely suspicious. 

Gerhardt explained that that was his Bible. 
"Well, that's nothing to have," said the officer. 

"Why don't you read an English Bible?" 
I felt that itt was my duty to Interrupt and 

interpret, and I said, "Lieutenant, pardon me, but 
this man is of German descent. He is not a German. 
He was born in the state of Washington. His ancestors 
have been Americans for many generations, but in their 
communities they speak German. German is the language 
of their church services. Dy.ck could read the English 
Bible with difficulty, but the German Bible is familiar 
to him, and surely it is not against military law or 
any other law for a man to read the Bible in any 
language that he is able." 

Djrck was dismissed with a scowl, and it was 
suggested that I attend to my own affairs thereafter— 
which I did, making the affairs of all conscientious 
objectors my affair. I still enjoyed the title 
"Captain of the Conscientious Objectors." 

The Fortieth Division was moved out for overseas 
service shortly after, and it left behind all men not 
available for combat duty. The four of us were 
reunited with the some fifty other conscientious 
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objectors, who had been willing to accept combat duty, 
but who had refused to bear arms. We were a miscel-
laneous group, varying from Jewish Socialist Sol 
Moskowitz through the adherents of various traditional 
peace denominations to Holy Roller fanatics. Two of 
our number who had refused to wear the uniform, and 
through sickness had not been issued uniforms at the 
time the rest of us were, were finally put in the 
stockade. One, I learned, was a Quaker, and the other 
was a Dunkard boy, and they were in the military 
stockade awaiting trial. 

One morning, a sergeant who had been quite 
friendly to the four of us, at least somewhat more 
than tolerant, came into our tent, sat down, and said 
to Dyck, Schuler, and Miller that they were in danger, 
that if they continued without uniforms he Was quite 
certain that a mob of soldiers would visit the tent 
and do them some injury. He didn't want to see that 
done. He said, "You're going to have to wear uniforms, 
because your clothing will be taken away from you by 
the mob, and they'll put uniforms on you and injure 
you in the process." 

Schuler said promptly that he wouldn't put on 
any uniform regardless of what any mob did. 

The other boys hesitated, and the sergeant said, 
"Would you let me put a uniform on you? Then you 
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will always be able to say that you didn't put a 
uniform on yourself voluntarily, but if you'll just 
let me dress you, you won't be beaten up." 

The two boys, Dyck and Miller, consented, and 
I watched him take off their civilian clothes down 
to their underwear and put uniforms on them, even to 
lacing their shoes, while those boys sat with tears 
running down their cheeks, making no physical resis-
tance. It was a sad sight. 

Then the sergeant turned to me and said he 
wouldn't even suggest that I follow their example. 
I suspected the reputation of my stubborness had pretty 
well gotten around camp by that time. Schuler was 
taken off and put in the guardhouse. Aside from the 
two boys over in the stockade whom I hadn't met yet, 
the Quaker and the Dunkard boy, I became the only 
man In twenty thousand at Camp Kearny who was not 
wearing a uniform and was still running loose. I 
must admit I felt very uncomfortably conspicuous. 

A new second lieutenant assigned to our company 
one night called me up to headquarters and asked, 
"How does it happen you're not wearing a Uniform?" 

I replied, "I was excused by Major Howells," to 
which he angrily roared, "Major Howells orders you 
to wear a uniformI" 

I answered, "You must be mistaken, Sir, Major 
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Howells went out with the Fortieth Division and hasn't 
been in camp for a month." 

The lieutenant was a little rocked back on his 
heels. He was only a kid about my own age. I had 
guessed correctly that he didn't have the slightest 
knowledge of Major Howells. Then he asked, "What 
do you do around here?" 

I said, "I paint signs for the officers of the 
battalion"—that's what I was doing. Somebody had 
discovered that I knew a little bit about lettering 
signs, and so officers commenced to approach me and 
ask if I wouldn't paint the little name signs that 
they had to put up in front of their respective quarters. 
Each one had to have a sign, Lieutenant John Jones, 
Company so-and-so, such-and-such regiment, United 
States Infantry. Well, I didn't think it was a 
conspicuous or serious contribution to the war effort 
to paint their signs, and I was glad to paint them if 
they supplied me with the necessary lumber and paint 
and brushes. I was given an order on the quartermaster's 
headquarters, and I would go over to the warehouse 
whenever I needed anything to get the supplies. It 
kept me out of a number of things that I wanted to 
avoid from time to time, and when I thought something 
was coming up that might be uncomfoxtable or unpleasant, 
I was always busy painting signs. I'm not ashamed to 
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say that when. I delivered the 3igns occasionally I 
was given a dollar to two, which I could well use. 
But my lieutenant, when he found out what I was doing, 
got out of his jam hy saying, "Well, then I won't give 
you a uniform. You'd onlyroin it with paint. Excused." 

A day or two later, I was tipped off hy the 
kindly sergeant that the moh would he looking for me 
that night to put a uniform on me hy force, that I 
might be killed or seriously injured in the process, 
and that they would drag me off to a little gully 
nearby, away from the hearing of any officers. Whether 
I would get back alive would be doubtful. He left 
me to my own devices. 

That night I wasn't in my tent. I watched the 
mob arrive, in full moonlight, while I was lying on 
a cot in a vacant tent some fifty yards away, lifting 
the fly of the tent just enough to see what was going 
on. They searched unsuccessfully for me then and on 
three successive nights, while X watched them prowling 
about the company street. They never suspected where 
I was. 

A day or two later I was called to the quarters 
of the young major, whoip I had previously met. He was 
a young fellow about my own age, but he was a West 
Point man. How he'd become a major would he impossible 
to understand in these days, but the answer is that 
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officer material was so scarce at that time that 
Immediately upon graduating from West Point, the 
graduates were made majors, whereas today they'd go 
into the Army as second lieutenants. I had heen 
brought to the battalion headquarters by a guard, and 
there I was confronted by the major, whose name I 
don't remember, and a captain from the Judge 
Advocate's office. They had with them a young man 
who took stenographic notes. I was kept standing at 
attention for an hour, while they cross-examined me 
very sharply. 

At the conclusion of the hour, the young major 
said, "I'm ordering you to put on a uniform. You 
understand, don't you, that you have to obey my orders?" 

I replied, "No, Sir. Not your unlawful orders." 
He said, "The court-martial will determine that. 

Consider yourself under arrest in quarters, until I 
send for you." 

I went back to my quarters, and waited about two 
weeks. No one sent for me. Finally I was called up 
to the major's office, and I clicked my heels and 
saluted properly. (I always did that with great joy.) 
I was invited then to sit down and talk the situation 
over. 

The young major said that I was an embarrassment 
to him. 
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I thought that that was an understatement, hut 
I replied it was mutual. 

He said, "I don't understand your position entirely." 
Of course, he remembered what I had said about not 
being required to obey his unlawful orders. He asked 
me to write him a letter, stating my position in full, 
and citing the Presidential and War Department orders 
that I had mentioned to him in our previous conversa-
tion. I asked him what form he wanted me to write 
the letters in, and he said to write it in ink, and 
just address it "Dear Major," not to put it in military 
form. 

I spent perhaps three hours writing that letter 
with great care, citing the Presidential and War 
Department orders, and then I made a copy of the 
letter in order that I might have it in my pocket in 
case of further necessity. I gave the letter to the 
maj or. 

Two days later, fifteen of us, including the two 
from the guardhouse and the two from the stockade, 
were called together by the major. He told us that 
he had orders by wire from Washington to transfer us 
to Camp Lewis, where our cases would be better under-
stood and where we would be properly taken care of. 
We were given train tickets, rations, and coffee money, 
and put on the train. We had an hour layover in Los 
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Angeles "between trains, and a day layover in San 
Francisco, where we established a voluntary watch on 
two of our men whom the rest of us doubted. We had 
been joined by two men from the Fortieth Division, 
just before the Fortieth Division was shipped out. 
These men had gone through all of the military training 
and had even been sworn into the Army, but when it 
came time to take the train for the East, for ship-
ment to France, they had refused to go and had been 
put with our group among the conscientious objectors. 
We had some doubts of those boys. We didn't doubt 
their objections to going to war, but we did doubt 
their unwillingness to desert. We feared that with 
all of us going without even a noncommissioned officer 
in charge of us, being sent alone on this long journey 
up to Camp Lewis, that they might just disappear, and 
that the rest of us would be held responsible for them; 
so we detailed each other as voluntary guards, just 
to keep track of them in San Francisco and later in 
Portland. 

We reached Camp Lewis, near Taooma, two days 
later. It was a long journey up there, at that time. 
It was a Sunday evening, and we found the division 
headquarters closed. (It was the Eightieth Division, 
as I remember.) Obviously no one was expecting us. 
We did, however, find an orderly, who did some telephoning 



311 

and got Instructions to direct us to a "battalion 
where we would he given quarters and food for the 
night, until someone could find out where we belonged, 
so we started through the camp. It was about a 
two-mile hike up to the place they were sending us. 

We hadn't gone more than a hundred yards when 
we met Regimental Sergeant Major Luther Ballou, who 
a year before had been a cub reporter with me on the 
Tucson Citizen, and was a good friend of mine. Ballou 
and I recognized each other instantly and shook hands. 
I asked him what he was doing, and he said he was now 
private secretary to Hajor General Green, the Camp 
Lewis commander. 

I said, "Well, I thought you might have gone 
higher than that." 

He said, "I don't want to go any higher than that. 
To be a regimental sergeant major and private secretary 
to the camp commander is far better than being a 
lieutenant or a captain." He said, "I get better 
pay, I live with my wife at home in Tacoma, drive 
back and forth in an automobile assigned to me, and 
I'm having a splendid time." 

Then he wanted to know, of course, what I was 
doing there. I explained, and Ballou, knowing me 
fairly well, wasn't in the least surprised. He just 
smiled and remained perfectly friendly. He said that 
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he would determine promptly, the next morning, where 
I and my fourteen colleagues belonged, and see to it 
that we were properly transferred immediately. 

The next morning we were escorted across the 
parade ground in a thick Puget Sound fog by a corporal. 
He lost his way, which wasn't surprising, because you 
couldn't see your hand in front of your face If you 
held it out at arm's length; but after a time the 
fog cleared slightly and we halted by a canteen. I 
saw a telephone booth, and I said, "Excuse me, 
Corporal, I'll find out how to get where we belong." 

I went into the telephone, called Luther Ballou, 
and got accurate directions. I came back and told 
the corporal. He said, "How did you find out?" 

I said, "Oh, I just called the major general's 
office," and he said, "My God, manl Don't you know 
we don't do that in the Army?" 

I said, "I do, Corporal, whenever I feel like it," 
and I left him mystified. 

Well, we found our place, two large buildings, 
occupied by about a hundred and fifty conscientious 
objectors, ready to welcome us. They were of all 
varieties. I found three kinds of Quakers, two kinds 
of Mennonites, three kinds of Dunkards, Jehovah's 
Witnesses (who were then known as International Bible 
Students or Ussellites), Seventh Day Adventists, one 
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First Day Adventist of a type I'd never heard of 
before, Socialists, Russians, Russian Molokans, a 
Koreshan Scientist, several kinds of Baptists, many 
independent Christians of no denominational attach-
ments, two or three philosophical anarchists 
(Tolstoyans), and a Sikh, Bhagat Singh, who wore a 
uniform but refused to take off his black turban or 
shave his long black beard, so they couldn't use him 
in the Army. He was an interesting chap, with a good 
sense of humor. In trying to acquire citizenship, he 
carried his case to the United States Supreme Court 
when he was refused in the local court in Portland. 
The Supreme Court held that Hindus were not of the 
white race, and therefore ineligible for citizenship. 
Only recently was that case overturned. I advised 
Bhagat Singh at the time not to press the matter 
and not to appeal it, just to drop it, and come on 
down to San Francisco and file for citizenship there, 
where I knew the court would grant it, because I had 
stood sponsor in the Federal Court there for a 
University of California student when he acquired 
United States citizenship. Now, Bhagat Singh was 
very unhappy because he couldn't be admitted to the 
Army of the United States, being a Hindu of military 
caste. He was a tall, fine-looking chap, aad perfectly 
willing to carry a gun; but since he wouldn't shave 
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his beard or take off his turban for religious reasons, 
he was therefore a conscientious objector in the eyes 
of the Army. Because of his unusual appearance, he 
was given a permanent job as orderly at division 
headquarters. 

Our group of conscientious objectors was a fairly 
sedate crowd, quite unmilitary in that you rarely 
heard among them a profane or obscene word, until Jim 
Costello arrived. I was awakened one night, about 
midnight, by blistering profanity, eloquently delivered. 
A man was brought into the squad room, where I was 
quartered. A sergeant with a flashlight was trying 
to find a vacant bed for him, and they were stumbling 
around in the dark. When I heard this new arrival's 
language, I said to myselft we have an IWW among us. 
I verified that the next morning when I met Jim. He 
was a marine fireman and a fine fellow. I liked him 
very, very much. 

A week later, a detail of fifteen or twenty 
men returned to us from fighting a forest fire in 
the Cascade Range, where they had won national honors 
for their service. Among them was Hoyt Hudson, a 
Master of Arts from the University of Denver, a 
handsome, athletic, congenial, friendly fellow, 
unassuming, and very popular in our crowd. In later 
years, he became a professor of English literature 
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at Princeton University. I met him only a few years 
ago in Los Angeles, when he was an exchange professor 
during the summer at UCLA. He died the following year 
of a sudden heart attack while in a similar position 
at Stanford. He was a complete conscientious objector, 
although not a member of any peace denomination or 
group. Others in the fire-fighting group, however, 
were mostly northwestern lumberjacks, also committed 
conscientious objectors, all of them big, husky he-men. 

A week later, the forest service called again for 
forest fire fighters, specifying they wanted con-
scientious objectors, and X was among the eighty 
selected and rushed through the night to the little 
town of Morton, Washington, eighty-five miles away, 
at the foot of Mount Rainier. The town was completely 
surrounded by fire which we had to find a way through. 
We arrived there at about two o'clock in the morning, 
and just spread our blankets out on the ground, any 
place we could find. I slept on a pile of railroad 
ties, beside the little narrow-gauge railroad tracks 
that ran into the town. 

We went out the next morning to the firing line, 
so conscientious objectors did see a firing line of 
sorts. It was sufficiently severe that ten of our 
company collapsed from heat and exertion the very 
first day and were taken back to Camp Lewis. The 
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fire was controlled for the most part a few days 
later, and all but twenty of the conscientious objec-
tors were taken back to camp. I was among those left 
on guard against a possible flare-up. The forest 
service furnished our meals, in the little town hotel. 
We slept wherever we could unroll our blankets, three 
or four others and I in an old abandoned laundry 
shack. In the daytime we patrolled the fire line 
and the tall timber on the mountain side. Then the 
rain came, in torrents, which put out the remaining 
embers and washed out all the roads and bridges, so 
that the Army couldn't get trucks in to take us back 
to camp. 

It was about a week or ten days before we could 
get back to Camp Lewis, and by that time, Billy Short 
had arrived. I had already met Billy Short in Los 
Angeles, when he was in the city on a business expe-
dition; he was executive secretary of the People's 
Council in Northern California, an ordained Unitarian 
minister in Palo Alto, and a Socialist candidate for 
Congress in San Francisco. Of course, he had been 
illegally drafted by the War Department, since 
clergymen are exempt from military service. He had 
been arrested and jailed as a draft dodger in San 
Francisco, and brought to Camp Lewis in handcuffs by 
two armed military police. He had no uniform, but 
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wore, and continued to wear, jail denims as long as 
he was in the Army. He was an educated, affable, 
cultured young man. 

Short added much to our college-trained group, 
which besides Hoyt Hudson and myself, included Clyde 
Crobaugh, a conservative Quaker and a Stanford graduate— 
the last I heard of him, he was a professor of economics 
at the University of Toledo; Lyle Hubbard of Pacific 
College, who was preparing for the Quaker ministry; 
a young Harvard man who was the son of a wealthy 
Monrovia, California, family, whose name was Kenneth 
Darling, and whose attitude toward the war had been 
given considerable newspaper attention in Los Angeles; 
and there were about fifteen more of us who were col-
lege men. We formed an informal, but by no means a 
snobbish or exclusive club, and we enjoyed many 
conversational exchanges, on philosophical, literary, 
political, and sociological subjects. 

Otherwise, the Camp Lewis conscientious objectors 
were mainly farm boys, lumberjacks, and young artisans, 
predominantly members of various antiwar religious 
groups, all of whom wore the army uniform, and who 
put In their spare time in friendly but sometimes 
warm theological debates. Mostly, they were an 
extremely pleasant and decent crowd, and we were all 
closely bound together by our common experience and 
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by our joint opposition to the military authority 
which put us all in like peril. 

I hadn't been in camp mere than about three weeks 
when Clyde Crobaugh asked me one day how it happened 
I didn't wear a uniform. I told him that I had 
refused to wear it and that I was exempted by law, 
and I said, "For that matter, you are, too. How do 
you happen to have a uniform?" 

Well, of course, I knew that Camp Lewis was 
established ts a concentration camp for drafted men, 
and so the men all came in without uniforms. Con-
scientious objectors, and they'd found a good many 
of them in the number, ordinarily didn't put on 
uniforms, as had been the case at first at Camp 
Kearny. How, among those who had refused the uniform 
was Clyde Crobaugh; he had been assigned to duty in 
the base hospital and had accepted a job as a male 
nurse there, where he was doing good work. One night, 
he told me, in the winter, he was seized by a small 
mob, taken in only his underwear down to American Lake, 
and was thrown into the icy water and left to swim 
out. Fortunately he could swim. When he came back, 
of course, the mob had completely dispersed, and he 
walked, cold and wet, back to the base hospital 
through the night. When he got there, he found his 
clothing was gone and that a uniform was laid out on 
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his cot. He had had to put on the uniform, he didn't 
have anything else. 

He said, "Well, if you can get away without wear-
ing uniform, I'm going to take mine off, too, as soon 
as they can send me some clothes from home." 

In about a week he got his civilian clothes and 
he took off his uniform. Nobody said a word, and 
after he set the example, a number of the other boys 
did the same thing. They sent for their civilian 
clothing, and a considerable part of our group wore 
civilian clothing. I might add that by that time I 
was wearing, for the most part, army denims, the 
fatigue uniform, which had been issued to me when I 
was doing sign painting down in Gamp Kearny. The 
kindly sergeant had asked me if I had any objection 
to wearing denims, saying, "You'll ruin your other 
clothes if you don't have something else." I said, 
"No. I regard denims as a respectable outfit for 
a working man, and I am perfectly willing to wear 
such a uniform since it isn't military in any way 
that I can see." So I was wearing Army denims. 

The purpose of this concentration of conscientious 
objectors in a special detachment at Camp Lewis was 
that a special commission was touring the military 
centers of the United States, interviewing conscientious 
objectors individually to determine what should be 
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done with them. This commission had been set up by 
presidential order. If a man was judged sincere in 
his objection, he was first urged by the commission 
to accept noncombatant army service, in the medical 
corps, or in a position as a laborer or clerk in the 
quartermaster corps, or something of that sort. If 
he refused, he was to be furloughed, either for farm 
labor (many of the boys were offered work by the 
Carnation Milk Company and also, I believe, by the 
Hershey Chocolate Company—they served without pay, 
but were given lodging and food) or for service over-
seas with the American Friends Service Committee, 
which was technically considered a branch of the 
civilian Red Cross, if that organization would accept 
him. If the objector's sincerity was considered doubt-
ful by the commission, he was to be tried by court 
martial for refusal to obey orders and sent to 
military prison. Actually, it was reported in the 
Los Angeles newspapers that I had already been tried 
by court martial and sentenced to twenty years in 
Leavenworth. I don't know where that story ever 
came from, but it was published in the Los Angeles 
papers. The statute of limitations has run out, or 
to this day, I think I would sue them for libel. I 
could use the money. 

While we waited for the commission, a few of the 
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boys worked at tbe base hospital in the daytime, some 
unloaded freight cars at the quartermaster's station, 
and, as I said, Bhagat Singh stood straight and tall 
as a highly ornamental doorkeeper at the camp head-
quarters. But most of us, declining any such service, 
simply looked out for our own quarters, performed 
kitchen police duty in the mess hall, and went twice 
daily for a half hour of setting-up exercises, which 
the Army used as a device for disciplinary time-killing* 
Two or three times a week, details of us went a mile 
or so into the forest to collect wood for our barracks 
and kitchen stove fires. We were allowed no coal, 
and the weather was getting cold and wet. Wood-cutting 
was a voluntary service in which all of us took a hand. 
We were provided with cross-out saws and double-bit 
axes, and were busy at all hours of the day cutting 
and stacking up huge piles of stove wood and kindling. 
It was a joy to watch the lumberjacks go out there 
and cut and split wood. 

The Army was represented in our group by a first 
and second lieutenant who were mostly with us on 
brief assignments, a pair of hard-boiled sergeants, 
and four or five corporals who were dredged up from 
the depths of Army life. Of course, we had a mess 
sergeant and several cooks. The food was exceedingly 
poor, far below even the lowest Army standards. At 



522 

the end of the war, when he came up for discharge and 
our mess sergeant's accounts were audited, I heard 
that he drew a prison term for a long series of 
thefts from our mess fund. 

We were frequently subjected to abuse from 
officers and noncommissioned officers, who spent much 
of their time thinking up silly, unnecessary tasks for 
us to perform around quarters. Often, when the situ-
ation was more than someone could endure, a personal 
letter of protest went by United States mail to the 
camp commander, a most unmilitary procedure. Protocol 
required that all complaints, of course, should be 
forwarded through channels, which meant literally 
into the top sergeant's wastebasket. 

Once, a tough new lieutenant was sent to us. 
He lined us sill up, one morning. It was very cold, 
and since the sun didn't come up at Camp Lewis until 
about 8:30 A.M., it was dark. This new lieutenant 
said that he was going to put us under strict discipline, 
that he understood the discipline there had been a 
little bit lax, and that the next fellow who wrote a 
letter of complaint to the camp commander would be 
severely punished. "Dismissed!" 

Fifteen minutes later I trolled into a squad room, 
and saw a little guy sitting on the end of his cot, 
writing. He looked up and smiled and said, "I'm writing 
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to the camp commander to tell him we don't like that 
new Louey.,r 

What happened? The next morning we had another 
lieutenant, and another addition had been made to 
the Camp Lewis legend that those CD's were a hard 
bunch to get along with. I don't know that a single 
boy was ever reprimanded by the camp commander for 
writing him a personal letter, putting a two-cent 
stamp on it, and putting it In the mail box. 

Once when one of our big lumberjacks refused to 
comply with some silly order from our top sergeant, 
he was ordered restricted to bread and water at meal 
times for two weeks. When we went into the mess 
hall for our noon meal, there he was at a table by 
himself at the rear of the mess hall, with a tin plate 
of bread and a cup of water in front of him. 

At the next mealtime, another fellow was sitting 
beside him. The sergeant came in and said, "What 
in hell are you doing here?" 

The second fellow replied, "If bread and water 
Is good enough for him, it's good enough for me." 

The sergeant said, "All right, damn you, It's 
bread and water for you, too, for two weeks." 

At breakfast time, the next morning, there were 
not fewer than twenty men sitting at the bread and 
water table, all laughing and joking as if it were a 
picnic. The sergeant roared, but surrendered* 
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t saw many surrenders of officers and noncommis-
sioned officers to the conscientious objectors, without 
our ever firing a shot. We were frequently put to 
the test as to whether we would or would not perform 
some trifling semimilitary duty. They tried constantly 
to break down our legal status by such opening wedges. 
One morning, a detail of a dozen or so of us were sent 
off on a work assignment with no information about 
its nature. I was in the group. We went about a mile 
through the camp to our destination, where we dis-
covered that we were expected to clean stables in the 
remount depot. We were turned over for that purpose 
to a sergeant of the cavalry. We held a hasty con-
ference among ourselves, and I was elected to tell 
the sergeant that we did not perform such service 
and could not be legally required to do so. He was 
a very bewildered sergeant, hut asked that we please 
compromise by making some pretense of working when 
his own officers were around, just to keep him from 
getting into trouble* then we could take the matter 
up with our own officers when we went back to our 
barracks for lunch. We agreed and performed accord-
ingly, waving pitchforks around vigorously whenever 
a cavalry officer was in sight, and leaning on our 
pitchforks just as vigorously the re3t of the time. 

The sergeant reported the problem to our top 
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sergeant. After lunch we were all lined up again, 
and our sergeant said, "I understand some of you 
fellows are objecting to the work at the remount depot. 
All that refuse to do such work will take one step 
forward." 

As one man, the entire detail took one step for-
ward, and that was that. 

A word about health and morale. Our outfit 
suffered much from poor health. It was a dark, gloomy, 
rainy season, but I think our poor health was really 
due to inadequate food and abnormal living conditions. 
Our barracks were under quarantine a large part of 
the time with measles, scarlet fever, and then spinal 
meningitis, which put four of our men in the base 
hospital in critical condition—one of them died there. 
Once we were under quarantine for six weeks without 
an intermission. The dreary cold, the rain, the 
northern nights, our location, surrounded by the dark 
wall of the fir forest, homesickness, uncertainty 
as to our future, the constant feeling that we might 
be only a few short days away from long prison 
sentences, all added to the deep mood of depression 
that we fought off with difficulty, despite the 
sense of humor that prevailed. 

The Board of Inquiry arrived late in October. 
As a preliminary, all of us went through one more 
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psychiatric examination—I think it was my third or 
fourth in the Army. The board members consisted of 
Major Walter G. Kellogg, Judge Advocate, as chairman; 
United States Circuit Judge Julian W. Mack; and Dean 
Harlan F. Stone of the Columbia Law School, who was 
afterward Chief Justice of the United States Supreme 
Court, Over a period of several days, each man was 
Interviewed individually, his session lasting anywhere 
from ten minutes to half an hour. 

When my turn came, I was admitted to the room 
while the board was in session. The chairman glanced 
at my papers, looked up, and said, "Ah, a Quaker, and 
applying for overseas duty with the American Friends 
Service Committee. That looks all right, and we will 
recommend accordingly. You are dismissed," 

I started out, and had my hand on the doorknob 
when he called, "Hey, just a minute I Your papers 
state that you are also a Socialist. Come back here." 

I returned to stand at attention before the 
table. I was cross-examined for a half an hour, 
during which time I argued that to be a good Quaker, 
I considered it almost obligatory to be a Socialist, 
also. 

Finally they said, "Well, we'll still recommend 
you, if the Friends Service Committee will accept you, 
which we doubt," 
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I was able to reply, "Ho trouble about that, sir. 
They've already accepted me, subject to your recommendation." 

Armistice day came on November 11, with prompt 
announcement that demobilization would start by 
Christmas. Disabled men would go first, and next the 
conscientious objectors. There was some immediate 
relaxation of discipline in our detachment. Billy 
Short and I were granted two-week furloughs, he to 
visit his sick wife in Santa Fe, New Mexico, and I 
to go home because of the sudden death of my younger 
brother, who was at that time a senior in Whittier 
College. My release was deliberately delayed for so 
long that I didn't get home in time for the funeral: 
it was a premeditated and senseless infliction of 
mental cruelty so far as X was concerned. 

Many of us commenced to get weekend leaves 
during December and January. I went twice to Seattle 
and attended services at Dr. Sidney Strong's Congre-
gational church. The second time X was invited to 
his home for Sunday dinner, which was cooked by his 
daughter, Anna Louise Strong, who was then editor of 
the Seattle Union Heoord. and later, for many years, 
a resident of Russia and a collaborator with the 
Soviet regime. I believe they ran her out of Russia 
because she found the Chinese Communists more attrac-
tive and sided with them against the Russian Communists. 
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When I returned from my furlough to go home, 
I accepted my first pay, one hundred and fifty dollars 
that had accumulated up to that time. I felt I was 
entitled to it, not because of any military service 
I had performed, but because of the time that the 
United States Government had taken from me; I felt 
then, and still feel, that a young man's time at the 
age of twenty-four is rather valuable to him. 

The last lieutenant we had assigned to us was a 
decent and kindly chap, who asked us from the first 
to give him as little trouble as possible, and that 
he would do as much for us. He was a former employee 
of the Southern California Music Company in Los 
Angeles, and was delighted to find that we had rented 
a piano and installed it in the barracks for our 
entertainment. He played well and often joined us 
for musical sessions. He was the only officer 
I ever saw who was actually popular with the con-
scientious objectors, and when his discharge came, a 
little ahead of ours, we passed the hat and bought 
him a present. I believe he was discharged early 
because he was a tuberculosis suspect and considered 
disabled. 

The discharge of conscientious objectors com-
menced early in 1919, with contingents from our 
barrgcks being released several times a week. We 
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were 'being sent, for the most part, hack to the camps 
into which we had originally been inducted. Early in 
February, all of the Camp Lewis men from Southern 
California were put on a filthy troop train, Pullmans 
that had been in use for twenty years, and started 
southward. One car, I remember, was dropped off at 
San Francisco, and with it went my good friend, Billy 
Short. I've never heard from Billy since. I haven't 
the slightest idea whatever became of him, though 
I've made many inquiries. I suspect that he belonged 
to the rather distinguished Short family of St. Louis, 
which has had a member in Congress, but I've never 
ascertained that. 

Others of us continued to Camp Kearny, and the 
red tape started to unwind. Then we ran into a 
peculiar difficulty. The Dunkards fend some of the 
Mennonites refused to accept their accumulated Army 
pay, which had been piling up for some seven months 
since their induction. Their theory was that they 
had rendered no voluntary and useful service to the 
Army, and hence they couldn't honestly accept pay. 
The Army officers had to reply: "But we can't let 
you but of the Army until our accounts are cleared 
up by your receipt for all of your pay, and no one 
else can receipt for it but yourself." 

I then undertook my final negotiation of 
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difficulties between the Army and the conscientious 
objectors. I was requested by the officers to do so. 
I argued with the Dunkard and the Mennonite boys that 
the Army had taken their time, and that they were 
entitled to the thirty dollars a month as a very small 
compensation. They were not impressed. Then I 
proposed that they take the pay and turn it over to 
their various churches for whatever purpose the church 
might make of it. They still said they wouldn't 
touch the money. 

Then I said, "Well, take the pay, sign the receipt, 
and hand me the pay immediately—I'11 be right at 
your elbow, and will remit it to your churches or 
missions as you instruct." 

They looked interested, and it worked out that 
way, except that when they handed me their pay» I 
passed it back to them at once and said, "You can 
get this to your church treasurers more directly than 
I can, and I would rather not have the responsibility 
of carrying so much cash that doesn't belong to me." 

Everybody was happy, the Army, the conscientious 
objectors, myself, and, I hope, their churches and 
their missions. 

We were out of the Army about February 10, 1919. 
As one of the Dunkard boys put it, "We have been in 
the Army, but we have never been o£ the Army." 
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My discharge papers had an interesting annotation 
on the hack: "This is a conscientious objector who 
has been unfaithful In duty and has refused to wear 
the uniform. Not recommended for re-enlistment." I 
found that so amusing that I never protested that it 
was an entirely illegal comment, because my refusal 
to wear the uniform was In accord with not only the 
War Department, but with military orders from the 
President of the United States, and they were in 
accord with the Act of Congress. 

An afterthought: Although technically I was a 
conscientious objector, I was never sure that I was 
a pacifist. I wasn't even sure, and I'm not sure to 
this day, that anything I could call my conscience 
was involved: I didn't feel it was so profound a 
thing as to require designation as "conscience." It 
was simply that, to my mind, I couldn't undertake 
anything so serious as military duty when I felt it 
wasn't good sense. I could see no sense in going 
overseas to shoot some German boy whom I had never 
met, and against whom I bore no personal grudge, and 
I saw even less sense in letting him shoot at me, 
President Wilson and the Kaiser to the contrary 
notwithstanding. I didn't like either of them, but 
that didn't seem to involve my intelligence. Mark 
Twain expressed my sentiments exactly, when he said 



332 

that when the Mexican War came, he being then twelve 
years old, he was terribly disappointed at being 
turned away from the recruiting office; but by the 
time another war came along and he was old enough to 
get into it, he'd lost all interest in shooting people 
to whom he hadn't been introduced. 

The United States Army had about 4,000 conscientious 
objectors out of some 2,300,000 men who were in World 
War I. Thirteen hundred of the conscientious 
objectors accepted noncombatant service. Twelve 
hundred accepted farm furlough service. Ninety-nine 
went to the American Friends Service Committee. Four 
hundred and fifty were tried and sent to military 
prisons. The remainder were discharged at the end of 
the war, because their cases were disposed of. If 
called, I would have been a conscientious objector 
again in World War II, and I am already a conscientious 
objector against World War III. 



CHAPTER X 
GRADUATE WORK AT BERKELEY 

I cam© back to Los Angeles, back to Bellflower, 
and then on to Los Angeles to resume my law praotice, 
if I may call it such, in Judge Ryckman's office. I 
found that he was ready to establish an open forum 
in the old Blanchard Hall, which he rented for the 
purpose, on Broadway between Second and Third Streets. 
It was a hall that would seat about five hundred 
people, as I remember. It had a good stage and 
good seating arrangements, and he wanted me to assist 
him in planning and conducting the programs of this 
open forum. 

We brought a number of rather distinguished 
speakers there. I remember that Joe Etter, who with 
Joe Vinittie had been involved in a textile mill 
strike in the East and arrested, was a participant; 
he was the defendant in a sensational trial, and an 
IWW. We packed the hall for his speech, and much to 
the dismay and astonishment of all the people present, 
he gave us a straight Prohibitionist speech, although 
he was an IWW. He said that workingmen, particularly 
on strike, had no business being drunk; that workingmen 
shouldn't drink anyway, because if they were organized 
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them all the time; that he'd been a drinking man, and 
he knew whereof he spoke. 

We also had Upton Sinclair, two or three different 
times. We had Paul Jordan-Smith. We had many well-
known radicals and liberals from across the country 
on our platform. For two occasions we had to engage 
a much larger auditorium. One time was for Max 
Eastman, who was touring the country; his magazine, 
The Masses, had been suppressed during the war, but 
he had re-established it under the title of The 
Liberator, and he was touring in the interest of the 
magazine. Another time was for the wife of the 
famous journalist, John Reed, of Portland—he had 
gone to Russia shortly after the revolution, and he 
was still there; he died, I believe, of typhus in 
Russia, but before his death, he was very much dis-
illusioned by the Bolsheviks. His wife, Louise Bryant, 
was also a well-known writer, and was touring the 
United States discussing the Russian revolution. For 
her and for Max Eastman, we engaged the Trinity 
Auditorium, which I believe now is called the Embassay 
Auditorium. It would seat as many as fifteen hundred 
people; we charged admission to those lectures, and 
we packed the auditorium. 

I remember when I arrived in the evening to 
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supervise the ushering and the taking of tickets and 
the handling of the finances for Louise Bryant's 
lecture, I found the regularly employed ushers from 
the auditorium all very much excited. I asked what 
the excitement was, and they said, "Charlie Chaplin 
just came in." Charlie Chaplin was entranced by 
Louise Bryant, had her out at his studio, and made 
her his guest all the time she was in Los Angeles. 
I believe he also had Max Eastman as a guest, too, 
when Max was here. 

The experience of assisting Judge Ryckman in 
conducting the forum was very interesting. Shortly, 
we were joined in our radical or liberal activities 
by Roswell Brownson, a retired Associated Press man, 
the son of Rear Admiral [William] Bronnson. Roswell 
Brownson was living at Uplands; he was a man of means, 
with a large orange ranch acreage there. He was 
working with another former newspaper man who was a 
Socialist, and they wanted to establish a liberal 
magazine, so they got together some of the liberals 
in Southern California, and invited me to join the 
staff as associate editor to handle the actual make-up 
of the magazine, assist with the business management 
and the circulation, and do some of the writing. I 
took care of all the mail and stacked up the manuscripts 
that were offered. Mr. Brownson and his collaborator, 
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Clarence Hlley, would come in about once every two 
weeks and look over the manuscripts to decide which 
should be printed and which should be returned. We 
built up a little subscription list of perhaps fifteen 
hundred, but it wasn't enough to support the magazine, 
and it expired after about three months, during which 
time I took no pay—I was still living on the holdover 
from my Army compensation. I remember that the New 
York Nation took over our subscription list and filled 
out the period of the subscriptions by sending them 
The Nation once a week, which was a much better bargain 
than they would have gotten If they had continued to 
receive the New Justice., although our magazine was 
well illustrated. We had excellent cartoonists and 
artists. 

I remember particularly several cartoons con-
tributed by HacDowell, who had been a cartoonist for 
the old Los Angeles Recordt and was one of the keenest 
political cartoonists in the United States. It was 
along about this time, or possibly a little later, 
that there was a mayoralty campaign in which Federal 
Judge [Benjamin F.] Bledsoe was a candidate, backed 
by the Los Angeles Times. I haven't the slightest 
recollection who his opponent was, but I remember that 
Judge Bledsoe was beaten, principally by a single 
cartoon drawn by HacDowell that was blown up into a 
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poster. There wasn't a name on it, hut the likenesses 
were so excellent, although caricatured, that every-
body In the city of Los Angeles recognized them. It 
showed Judge Bledsoe on a typical police court bench, 
holding a gavel, and standing familiarly by his side, 
with one foot on the floor and one up on the platform, 
was a chap whom everybody recognized to be Harry 
Chandler, publisher of the Los Angeles Timeq. The 
caption of the cartoon was simply, "Harry calls him 
Ben." That was the whole thing, "Harry calls him Ben." 
There were thousands of those posters stuck up all 
over the city, and that did Judge Bledsoe in, 
thoroughly. He was overwhelmingly beaten, because 
people weren't voting for anybody whom Harry called Ben. 

We had some other good cartoonists. One of them 
was Rob Wagner, a splendid artist, who was later 
business manager for Charlie Chaplin and editor of 
the famous Script magazine of Beverly Hillsj mostly 
he contributed serious things, paintings and black-
and-white drawings, not caricatures. Also, there 
was a Mr. Miles, who was art teacher at Hollywood 
High School, and an artist of some distinction. 

We had a number of very good writers on the 
magazine. Upton Sinclair wrote several things for 
us. We didn't pay a cent to anybody. Nevertheless, 
we couldn't keep the thing afloat; I learned then 
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and there that it takes far more advertising and 
far more subscriptions than we were able to obtain 
in Los Angeles in those days for a liberal magazine 
to keep going, 

I continued on as law clerk with Judge Ryckman, 
pretty well into the summer; then I quit and didn't 
do much of anything for a while but just floundered 
around, trying to decide what to do, attending 
radical meetings, doing a little studying at home, 
and helping my father in the drugstore at Bellflower, 
I was blacklisted for all kinds of employment in 
Southern California. There wasn't a hope of a job. 

Somewhat in desperation, along in late October, 
I wrote a letter to Fanny Bixby, who had been one of 
our supporters in the paoifist movement, and asked if 
she wouldn't lend me two hundred dollars, in order 
that I might get to Berkeley to do graduate work. I 
said, "I can't accomplish a thing here,, and since 
I've had no professional training, I can't get a job 
anywhere; I can't even teach school, unless I do 
some graduate work. If you'll lend me two hundred 
dollars, I think I can go up there and get a job, 
where I'm not known, and put myself through." She 
sent a check for two hundred dollars by return mail, 
and said, "I will continue to send you fifty dollars 
a month, as long as you need it." 
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Well, fifty dollars a month was enough, in those 
days, for a chap to get along in college in very 
elementary fashion, economically speaking. So I 
went on up to Berkeley, In early November, 

Just before leaving, I was married, for the 
first time, to Ruth La Prade, who was something of 
a poet, a protegee of Sdwin Markham. She published 
one little book which had been favorably noted, but 
which had small circulation. It was privately printed 
here in Los Angeles, I believe, under the title of 
The Woman Free, and Other Poems. 

We went up to Berkeley. I registered in the 
university in January, 1919, and my wife went ahead 
with some of her writing, undertaking a collection 
that was published by Upton Sinclair under the title 
Debs and the Poets. Debs was then on his way to the 
penitentiary for his pacifist or antiwar activities. 
She knew Debs personally, somewhat, and made a very 
interesting collection of poems, some of which were 
contributed for the purpose of the book by prominent 
poets in the United States. 

I can say of this first marriage simply that it 
proved to be rather disastrous almost at once, for 
reasons that I needn't detail, although we didn't 
separate until 1928 and were not divorced until 1930. 
We had one son, born in July, 1925 • He was named 
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Eugene, in honor of Eugene V. Debs, who happened to 
be in Los Angeles just a few days after his birth 
and gave him his baby ring. 

Our son died March 25, 1945, in a German military 
prison at Hammelburg, Bavaria. He was captured in 
the Battle of the Bulge, where they rushed a lot of 
raw recruits in, most of whom had never been under 
fire before. The story of the Battle of the Bulge 
tells about his particular regiment and battalion. 
His battalion was decorated, cited for action under 
fire. He was taken to Nuremberg first and there 
recovered from some slight shrapnel wounds he 
received in the battle, but had his feet frozen, because 
all of the military prisoners were compelled by the 
Germans to dig graves in the frozen ground, in December, 
for the many thousands of civilians in Nuremberg 
who were killed in bombing raids by the British and 
United States. 

Later he was transferred to Hammelburg, and I 
believe there was relieved from all labor, but he 
was already quite ill and died ultimately of pneumonia, 
the food being very limited and very poor, and medical 
supplies being almost unavailable, although they had 
American military physicians who were also captured. 
They were entirely, directly under American Army 
officers and noncommissioned officers. Most of the 
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boys, I am told, seldom saw the German Army officers, 
except at a distance or as they might come through 
on inspection. There was no mistreatment in this 
German camp. I have the whole story from a sergeant 
who was a personnel employee in a Los Angeles firm 
and came back on furlough, late in 1946. He had been 
present at the time my son died. 

Later, my present wife, my daughter, and I were 
in Hammelburg, Germany. I wished to go up there, 
purposely, because I wanted to see the place, and it 
is in a beautiful location. The sergeant had told 
me exactly where my son's body was buried, and 
suggested that if I had any opportunity to express 
myself, that I just leave him there. He said, "It 
is a very beautiful place, though, of course, we 
weren't able to appreciate the beauty as prisoners." 
And indeed it is, up in the lower mountains of the 
Bavarian Alps, and not very far from the present Iron 
curtain line. 

Now, when I enrolled at the University of Cali-
fornia, I was one of the first Whittier College 
students ever to go and attempt to establish graduate 
standing. Of course, the large universities, or 
almost any university and college when receiving a 
student for advanced status, will give him con-
sideration according to what his predecessors from 
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the same institution may have done; but my predecessors 
had been few and hadn't done much of anything, so I 
was already something of a rather special case. I 
had my transcript sent up. In those days, when a 
transcript arrived, the applicant was expected to 
take it around, himself—it didn't go to some office 
for evaluation, but he was expected to take it around 
to the heads of all the departments where he thought 
he might get upper division credit. 

So I started. I went with some considerable 
confidence first to the classical languages depart-
ment, with my sixteen units of Latin, and was slapped 
down, although most of my sixteen units were quite 
comparable with the courses offered in upper division 
in the University of California. The old bear who 
was then head of the department, or in active charge 
of it, rumbled a little bit and asked a few questions, 
and finally he said, "Under whom did you take your 
Latin at Whittier?" 

I said, "Most of it was under Hazel Howard." 
"Hmph, never heard of her." 
"Well," I said, "my last year was under Professor 

Marshburn." 
"Oh, Professor Marshburn. He took his master's 

degree here. I'll give you four units." I'd been 
expecting twelve, and I was downcast, but I thought 
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I'd "better go some place where I'd be a little more 
confident this time. 

Nevertheless, with trepidation, I went to the 
English department. They looked at it, and promptly 
gave me upper division credit for all but four units, 
I believe, of the twenty-some I had from Whittier; 
they even gave me upper division standing for some 
Bourses that I had taken at Whittier as a freshman, 
so they were more than liberal. I was much happier 
then. 

There wasn't any use going to the German depart-
ment, because all the German that I had taken, two 
years, would rate as lower division, and my mathematics 
too was all of lower division caliber. My history, 
however, was mostly allowed as upper division, and 
by that time I had gotten just the minimum that was 
required for graduate standing. But having been a 
little bit irked by the attitude of the Latin pro-
fessor, I wanted to see if I coulcm'i; do still 
better, so having a few science credits in bioLogy, 
all in botany so far as Whittier was concerned, I 
went over to the head of botany. He asked in detail 
what my courses had been, and I told him. He wanted 
to know who my professor was, and I said, "Lyman 
Muchmore." 

"OhI" he said, "Lyman Muchmore, a splendid man, 
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splendid man, but I suggest you go to the zoology 
department, because the particular upper division 
courses you had were comparable to work that we put 
in the zoology department." 

I went over there and got full credit for my 
senior work at Whittier. I also got good upper 
division recognition for my psychology and philosophy 
courses, so I wound up having not only full graduate 
credit, but in excess of four upper division credits. 
Pty graduate standing was fine, 

I should remark that before I went up to the 
Bay district, I had, while still in Los Angeles, turned 
down a previous offer for a position in Oakland. 
They had wired to me from the Socialist Party head-
quarters in Oakland that they could offer me an 
interesting position at a fairly good salary as 
editor of the Oakland World, which was a long-established 
Socialist paper there, and which had extensive 
circulation in California as well as some nationally. 
While I was tempted, and needed a job, I was hesitant, 
because just at that time there was the big split 
in the Socialist Party between those who were for 
adhering to the Communist International in Moscow, and 
those who wanted to maintain the independence of the 
American Socialist Party and were not at all sure 
that they liked the Communist position, or what turned 
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out to be the Communist position. There was a sharp 
division between what we then called the right wing 
and the left wing. I adhered personally rather firmly 
to the right wing. I was intensely interested in 
what was going on in Russia, and kept myself informed 
on the development of the Bolshevik revolution, but 
there were a lot of things about their philosophy that 
I found unpalatable, and after making some inquiries 
among friends here and assuring myself that the Oakland 
World had fallen into the hands of the left wingers, 
the Pro-Russian element, I replied to them that I 
could not accept the position, and told them why. 

Having arrived in the Bay District, although I 
had not yet established residence in the immediate 
vicinity of Berkeley and was living temporarily in 
an apartment house in Oakland, I went over to the 
university to find out what my prospects were, to 
look over the departments and determine where I 
wanted to do my major work, although I had tentatively 
concluded that probably I should major in economics. 
I had a meeting with Professor Ira Cross, who was 
then chairman of the Department of Economics. He 
was extremely cordial. He introduced me to other 
members of the faculty at once, and we had a long 
conference. He told me that I certainly would be 
welcomed into the Economics Department as a graduate 
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student, if that was what I felt I wanted; hut upon 
establishing my graduate standing on the basis of my 
transcript from Whittier College, and after actually 
registering in the university in January, I found 
Professor [Frederick J.] Teggart. 

Now, what happened there is one of the turning 
points of my life. It was by sheer accident. I 
came out of the office of the Dean of the Graduate 
Division, having just ascertained that my graduate 
standing was confirmed, and I saw a bulletin board. 
I am a^ addict to bulletin board reading—I can't pass 
a bulletin board anywhere without stopping to see 
what's on it; so I stopped, actually with some 
intelligent motive, because I was trying to learn 
to find my way about the university and discover to 
some degree what the environment was. On this bulletin 
board in California Hall, just outside the dean's 
office, I saw a very small typed note reporting that 
a Mr. Frederick J. Teggart, formerly associate 
professor of the Department of History, had returned 
to the campus, that he was founding a new department 
in the university to be called the Department of 
Social Institutions, and that he would welcome con-
ferences with any students who might be interested. 
When I road that title, "Social Institutions," I 
promptly said to myself, "That's what I've been looking 
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for for years, and didn't know it. I think this is 
the man for me." 

I went directly from that bulletin board up to 
Professor Teggart's office on the fourth floor of 
Wheeler Hall, and found him in. I asked him what he 
proposed to do, and recognized immediately that it 
was of great interest to me. Then he commenced to 
ask questions about my background and my interests, 
and especially concerned himself with my occupation 
since I had graduated from Whittier College, which 
by this time was some three and a half years. I told 
him of my law studies and of ray ambition to make 
myself thoroughly acquainted with the social sciences. 
I wanted economics and anthropology and sociology 
(when I said sociology he winced a bit), and I wanted 
to extend my knowledge of history, which had been my 
undergraduate major. 

Then I happened to mention that I had with me 
in a little notebook a list of the books I had been 
reading during the three and a half years that I 
had been out of college, since I had graduated from 
Whittier. 

He brightened up immediately, and said, "I'm far 
more interested in that than I am in your transcript 
from Whittier, or anything else that you've told me." 

I showed him the list of perhaps fifteen or 
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twenty "books. He immediately approved my reading of 
Darwin and Thomas Henry Huxley, and, with reservations, 
my reading of Ernst Heinrich Haeckel. He highly 
approved the fact that I had read Edward Tylor's 
little book, Anthropology, and assured me that I 
must also read Tylor's much more extensive Primitive 
Culture. He also very much approved of the wide 
range of my reading generally, because I had read 
literature, novels like War and Peace, and quite a 
lot of poetry, all of Shelley's poems and everything 
that I could lay my hands on about Shelley, like 
[Thomas Love] Peacock's life of Shelley. While 
Professor Teggart said that he was not a specialist 
in poetry, he liked students who had a general broad 
interest in and knowledge of all kinds of subjects, 
hinting, however, that he hoped I would interest 
myself in scientific method and in geography. 

Of course, I asked his advice immediately on 
what subjects I should take. He suggested that I 
get into his upper division undergraduate class, 
which he entitled "Migrations," a course which he 
offered, I believe, as long as he remained active on 
campus. He also said that I should get into his 
seminar in Scientific Method. That took me back a 
little, because I had only a vague notion of what 
scientific method was, and to approach the study of 
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the social sciences by a year's seminar in scientific 
method struck me as a hit curious; hut he insisted 
that it was highly important. 

Actually, he only was offering, at the beginning 
of his new department, three courses. One was an 
undergraduate lower division course, entitled "The 
Idea of Progress;" there was the upper division 
course in Migrations; and then there was the seminar. 
He knew that majors couldn't possibly get a sufficient 
number of credits either for the bachelor's degree or 
for any advanced degree with his small offering, so 
he very liberally said that he was allowing credit 
in economics, philosophy, psychology, and history, 
as well as In social institutions, so I was free to 
go ahead and take all the economics I wanted and 
have it counted as social institutions credit. With 
his approval I enrolled also for advanced economic 
theory under Assistant Professor Macauley; in a seminar 
in social economics under the very distinguished 
Professor Jessica Pelxotto; and in the economics 
conference, which was conducted by the entire 
economics staff and which all graduate students in 
economics were expected to attend. Together these 
courses gave me a total of ten hours. 

I was at once interested in Professor Macauley. 
He was Scotch-Canadian and had been in one of the large 
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universities in Canada. He was a Rhodes Scholar. At 
his very first class session, he did his best to 
scare out the students. I think the room was slightly 
overcrowded, perhaps, with some thirty-five people 
amhitious to enroll for advanced economic theory, 
but he announced at once that there were far too many-
students in the room, that he couldn't seat more 
than twenty, and that he wasn't going to move to a 
larger room. He would have to trim the number down 
to twenty at most, preferably to fifteen or eighteen. 
So he 3aid, "There's no use in you people staying 
unless you have a reading knowledge of German, French, 
or Italian, and preferably two of the three." Also, 
he strongly advised that they have a good knowledge 
of calculus, because he didn't see how they'd ever 
get through this course without it. 

Well, that had me worried. I wanted advanced 
economic theory with all my heart, and I felt that I 
could read German, but my mathematics had stopped at 
advanced algebra, solid geometry, and trigonometry. 
I didn't have the slightest notion of what calculus 
was about. I went over to the library, got out a book 
on it, scanned it a little bit, and got a rough 
notion of what the subject treated. 

Then I went back to see Professor Teggart. I 
told him that I very much wanted advanced economic 
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theory, but I was afraid that Professor Macauley 
wouldn't let me in. He said, "Oh, leave that to me. 
I can fix it up, because Professor Macauley wants in 
my seminar on scientific method, and I'll make a 
deal with him: if he'll let you in his class, I'll 
let him in my seminar." 

I don't know whether the deal was ever made, 
but I do know that I got into the class on advanced 
economic theory, though Professor Macauley never 
turned up In the seminar. 

Now, I thought I should get in Dr. Peixotto's 
seminar because of her position as professor of 
social economics, and simply because it was a seminar 
in social economics—the social part combined with 
the economics I thought was very important to me, 
though I hadn't the slightest idea what "social economics" 
meant. Teggart said, "By all mean$, enroll in Dr. 
Peixotto's seminar; she and I disagree on nearly 
everything, but she's one of the most stimulating 
persons on the campus." I very soon found out that 
social economics meant, to her, mostly social casework 
preparation, charity administration, and the suitable 
connection of economic theory with these activities. 
Her seminar students turned out to be people who were 
doing social casework, relief work, and some students 
who were especially interested in work with labor 
organizations. 
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It turned out to be a most stimulating class, 
ohe was a dynamic teacher, an excellent lecturer. 
She challenged and dared students in an extremely 
cordial and agreeable fashion, if you can imagine 
that kind of a challenge. We had a very well-located 
seminar room, with lots of books on the shelves, as 
I remember; the seminar had about twenty students in 
it. Dr. Peixotto sat at the head of the table, of 
course, and I selected the chair at the other end of 
the table, as far away from her as I could get, but 
also where she could see me and I could see her. Her 
method was excellent. At each session she made an 
assignment for the next session for some particular 
student to bring in a report which was expected to 
take approximately an hour, and then we would fight 
about it for another hour. We really had some wonder-
ful rows. 

One report, I remember, came from a young woman 
whose name I've long since forgotten—she later became 
herself a professor of social economics, and wa3 an 
extremely competent person. She had spent the summer 
in the fruit canneries in the San Joaquin Valley, 
investigating labor conditions there and determining 
the conditions of the families of the women who worked 
in the canneries. I recall one little fiery inter-
change I had with her and with Dr. Peixotto, when the 
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problem was presented by this young woman about the 
economic difficulties of the employees combined with 
the economic problems of the employers, who insisted 
that they could not increase the pay. They were pay-
ing all they could afford to pay, all the industry 
would stand; but she had also described the rather 
terrible conditions under which these women lived, 
how their children ran the streets and became 
delinquent, how they were undernourished and poorly 
housed, and had inadequate supervision and improper 
schooling, since many of them were transients. 

After some battling back and forth by other 
members of the seminar, Dr. Peixotto directed the 
question to me. She said, "Mr. Story, what do you 
have to say on the subject?" 

I said, "Well, there's been a great deal of 
discussion here about whether the cannery owners can 
afford to pay better wages. It seems to me that is 
not the proper question." 

She said, "Well, what is the proper question?" 
I said, "The question in my mind is whether the 

state of California can afford an industry that can't 
afford to pay proper wages." 

I didn't get much reaction from Dr. Peixotto at 
the moment, but I think my standing rose considerably 
in her estimation after I made that comment. 
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The economics conference acquainted me with all 
members of the economics staff, the entire faculty, 
and with all of the graduate students In the depart-
ment. Ira Cross, as chairman of the department, also 
presided over the conference, which as I remember met 
only once every two weeks for three hours. At each 
meeting, a different faculty member was in charge, 
although Ira Cross was the over-all chairman. He 
was a kindly man, very scholarly, with a liberal 
approach. I believe he was nationally if not inter-
nationally distinguished as an economist at the time, 
and remained so as long as he lived. 

In the conference, aside from Professor Cross 
and Professor Macauley and Professor Peixotto, I 
was especially impressed by Edwin Seligman of 
Columbia University, who was the author of The 
Economic Interpretation of History, which I had read 
and diligently compared, even while I was in high 
school, with Karl Marx and Eriedrich Engels and their 
materialistic concept of history, and had distinguished 
in my mind between the two. Dr. Seligman was there 
for that semester only, as an exchange professor 
from Columbia. 

Then there was Dean Hatfield, who was dean of 
the College of Commerce, which actually didn't exist, 
but was only a kind of side issue of the Economics 
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Department at that time. They had, however, courses 
in accounting and other subjects that would qualify 
in what would today be called a College of Commerce. 
I also became acquainted with Dr. Solomon Blum, who 
was a professor of labor economics and a tremendous 
personality. 

Our problem in the economics conference for 
that semester was the economic origin of profit, and 
when it came my turn to make a report, I was named by 
Dr. Cross to report on the Marxian theory of profit. 
He remarked at the time, as he appointed Dr. Seligman 
as the chairman for the next meeting, that I was a 
Marxian and should be able to report on the subject 
without difficulty. Of course Dr. Seligman was the 
top man on the faculty at that time in Marxian theory, 
so he would be able to make adequate comments and 
criticism on anything I had to offer. I was surprised, 
a little confused but pleased, to find in the 
Economics Department and also in Professor Teggart 
people who knew Marx and Engels better than ninety-nine 
out of a hundred Socialists knew them. I found that 
they had actually read Marx and Engels, wheregs I had 
found that most Socialists might have dipped in, 
skimmed a pamphlet or two, but hadn't really read 
either of these giant founders of the modern Socialist 
movement. 
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Now to characterize Teggart. He was a rather 
large man, perhaps six feet In height, not corpulent, 
but on the stout side, with white hair, a rather 
florid complexion, and given to very precise speeoh. 
He smoked a pipe constantly in his office, and regretted 
audibly before his students that they wouldn't let 
him smoke in the other buildings, especially in the 
library building, where at that time all the seminar 
rooms were located. He gave the impression in his 
speech, in his conversation, of somewhat irascible 
firmness; he was a man who was obviously intensely 
concentrated on his own personal researches and 
studies, and you realized at once that he was a man 
of stupendous scholarship. Indeed, I surmised that 
he was both respected and feared by faculty members 
throughout the university. He read everything. He 
investigated everything. He had criticized every-
thing, and he was not too hesitant about telling other 
faculty members to their faces what he thought of 
their theories. 

As to his students, I quickly discovered that 
he much preferred to let students flounder and muddle 
on their own rather than give them any close super-
vision. He left them entirely free to get into trouble 
all by themselves, and then even more free to find 
their own way out of it. If they didn't succeed, 
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that was their problem, not his. I must say that he 
was reasonably accessible in his office, or even for 
a moment's chat on the campus, but any student who 
had any sensitivity whatsoever was soon aware that 
it was not wise to put too much strain on his courtesy. 
He could get very much interested in students who 
were catching his ideas, but he was impatient with 
others. He was a native of Ireland, North Ireland, 
as I remember, because he was not a Catholic. Religiously, 
he wasn't anything that I could discover. I do remember 
one time in a seminar when some discussion came up 
about the position of the church, and what was at 
that time a marked decrease in church attendance 
across the country, that he said to us, "Well, I'll 
tell you what's the matter with the church. It puts 
on a poor show. No wonder people would rather go to 
the movies. The church just doesn't present its case 
in a very satisfactory way." 

As a boy or youth, he had come from Ireland to 
Pennsylvania, and I gathered had lived there for a 
number of years. He had taken his bachelor's degree 
at Stanford University in about 1896, so he must have 
been one of their very early graduates. After leaving 
Stanford, he was employed as librarian at the Mechanics 
Institute Library in San Francisco, and while there 
(I learned this from him personally) he had written 
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a history of civilization, which had occupied all of 
his spare time for a number of years. Then the 
manuscript was destroyed by fire at the time of the 
1906 earthquake in San Francisco, and he said, "I 
was never egotistical enough to think it was worth 
rewriting." 

He was brought to Berkeley as curator of the 
Bancroft Library, and from that position, he went 
into the history department as an associate professor 
of history. He did some work editing and publishing 
the journals of several of the early Spanish explora-
tions including, I believe, the Be Anza Expedition, 
the Portola Expedition, and the Bonner party. The 
University of California was honored by the Spanish 
Crown for some of his work on these early Spanish 
explorations. 

Although he was a man of some distinction in 
the History Department, he could not get along with 
the head, the venerable Dr. Henry Morse Stephens; so 
they parted ways. He took a leave of absence and 
was gone for at least a year, possibly more. When 
he returned to the campus, he had apparently made 
arrangements that he would not have to re-enter the 
history faculty under Stephens, who was still living, 
but that he would be allowed to set up his own 
department, which he entitled Social Institutions. 
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He told me one time that frequently he had been 
urged by the university administration to go away 
for a year and get his Ph.D., as he only had an A.B. 
from Stanford. He had flatly refused. He said he 
didn't have time to bother with a Ph.D., that he had 
written a number of books, edited a lot of books, and 
that he was busy with researches and wasn't going to 
go jump over the hurdles and through the hoops of 
any university for a Ph.D. If they didn't want him 
without one, he could find plenty to do elsewhere. 
After that, they didn't worry him about getting a 
doctorate any more. Actually, he did get a doctorate 
from the University of California upon his retirement 
in about 1940. At the commencement they did a rather 
unusual thing for the University of California: they 
conferred upon a retiring professor the degree of 
Doctor of Laws—they confer plenty of honorary degrees, 
but seldom on a member of their own faculty. I 
think that holds true down to this day. 

Well, I became his first graduate student in 
his major field. Surrounded and overwhelmed by his 
scholarship, it was with considerable trepidation 
that I proceeded, but proceed I did. I had some 
Latin and a smattering of German, nothing more; but 
he read Latin, Greek, Italian, Spanish, French, German 
and, of course, English, and that at a rate that 
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appalled me. He told me once that ordinarily he read 
a book an evening, and when he read a book, it was a 
ponderous, usually a stupendous volume, the sort of 
thing that I would want at least a month to skim. Oh, 
yes, he also took up the study of Arabic, with the 
coaching of the professor of Arabic at the university. 
I asked him why in the world he was doing that, and 
he said, "Oh, I know the languages that have the 
Teutonic, the Aryan background, and I think I should 
know something of a language that is of an entirely 
different nature." 

I also suspect that in later years, after I had 
left the university, he may have dipped into Chinese. 
My suspicion is based upon the very tremendous piece 
of work which is incorporated in the book, Rome and 
China, which he could not have done without extensive 
research in Chinese records, although many of them 
have been translated into either French or German. 
I think the books that he cites in that volume are 
all French or German translations—I don't believe 
that we scholarly Americans and English have ever 
bothered to translate a single one of the things that 
he investigated. 

I would like to recount some of his points of 
view, which I call "Teggartisms." One of them, which 
he succeeded in putting across to the administration 
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with some effect, was that freshmen should "be advised 
hy the most eminent and competent members of the 
faculty. He said, "Let the full professors or the 
assistant professors, at the very lowest grade, be 
the advisers to the freshmen. Let the instructors 
take care of the upper division and graduate students. 
Let the instructors advise those who don't particularly 
need advice, and give the freshmen the benefit of the 
best that the university has." During the second 
semester that I was there, I saw some changes approved 
by the Academic Senate, in pursuance of Professor 
Teggart's idea. 

At the end of my first semester in the under-
graduate course on migrations, he required that we 
each present a term paper. He said the examination 
wouldn't amount to much, but the term paper would 
count almost for the whole of whatever grade he would 
give, although he didn't think grades made much 
difference anyway. He didn't see any point in giving 
anybody a grade. He didn't see why any student should 
want a grade. As far as that goes, he didn't see 
why any student should want any credit for a course. 
If they came up there to learn, why bother about the 
bookkeeping? But he put a list of suggested subjects 
for term papers on the blackboard, and I looked them 
over. 
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He said, "If there isn't any subject here that 
suits you, let me know of something else you would 
like to do, and if it sounds all right, I'll approve it." 

I saw a subject that looked interesting to me, 
and that was taboo. I had read a little anthropology, 
and Teggart had mentioned taboo somewhat in his 
lectures, so I selected that and went to work. Well, 
the deeper I got into the matter, the more fascinated 
I became in the reading. I was reading anthropology 
now at a tremendous rate; I recall that I had started 
by reading one volume of Sir James G. Frazer's The Golden 
Bough, not the short, condensed version, but the 
second or the third volume of the twelve-volume work, 
and its title was Taboo. I read many, many other 
writers: I remember L^vy-Bruhl, Boas, and, particularly, 
source material on taboo by early missionaries and 
explorers and settlers in Hawaii, Polynesia, Melanesia, 
and New Zealand in the very early days. I was search-
ing eagerly for the origin, the meaning of taboo. I 
quickly discovered, at least to my own satisfaction, 
that there were taboos that seemed to have grown up 
like Topsy, and there were taboos that were what I 
called "artificial taboos," imposed by chieftains 
or rulers. I remember discovering and recognizing 
an artificial taboo in the prohibition placed by 
Kamehameha on the killing of the bird which provided 
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the yellow feathers from which the royal capes and 
helmets were made. 

When the time came to hand in my paper, I was 
only midstream on it. I had written only three or 
four pages, but I hadn't begun to finish my research} 
so I went up in great consternation to Professor 
Teggart's office, and I said, "Look here, Professor, 
this taboo business is too big. I need a whole 
additional semester before I can write my paper." 

He grinned all over and said, "Oh, forget it. 
lou've talked to me about it, and I know what you've 
been doing. I don't care if you never write the 
paper—you've done a lot of reading, and you've done 
what I call 'sinking a well* in a subject. You have 
'sunk a well' in anthropology—you learned more 
anthropology in this semester, trying to write a 
paper on taboo, than if you'd taken two years' work 
in the anthropology department. If you can ever hand 
in the paper, I'd be glad to see it; but if you don't, 
that's all right with me." 

Actually, I never handed it in. I think I still 
have the few pages that I wrote, and a whole notebook 
full of notes on the subject, with an immense 
bibliography. 

Well, some more "Teggartisms." He told me one 
time, when we were questioning whether or not it was 
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the test of a science that it could or could not make 
a prediction, that It was all nonsense, that prediction 
was not the function of science, that if we say, for 
example, that astronomy predicts an ellipse, that 
actually it doesn't: it merely predicts that certain 
processes are taking place, and that if they continue, 
the consequence will be an eclipse at a certain time. 
That, he maintained, isn't a prediction. That is 
just stating the present state of affairs, the present 
existence of certain processes; anybody can figure 
out that there will be, in time, certain consequences 
if they persist. He said, "If an astronomer should 
say, 'Despite all o£ these things, the apparently 
probable eclipse will not occur,' that will be a 
prediction—that would infer some occult supernatural 
intervention." 

He said he had a good friend with whom he argued 
at great length from time to time, the good friend 
being the Catholic priest who was the sponsor of the 
Newman Club. They frequently met in the faculty 
club at lunch, and they had some hot and heavy ones. 
The priest had insisted that prediction was a necessary 
test of science and that the social disciplines could 
never be scientific because they couldn't make pre-
dictions, and he challenged Teggart (this was during 
World War I) to predict the date for the end of the war. 
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Well, Teggart ridiculed his notion that prediction 
was the test of science, hut said, "Nevertheless, I 
will see if I can't predict the end of the war for 
you—I'll bring you the answer tomorrow." 

He said he went home and made out a list of the 
things that he thought would have to take place, the 
events that would necessarily have to transpire before 
the war could end, and he calculated how much time 
each event would take. Then he added up the sequence, 
arrived at a certain date, came back, and told the 
good father the next day that the war would end on 
that certain date. It turned out that he missed it 
by only two days, and the priest was enormously 
impressed; but Professor Teggart told the seminar, 
on the side, "The difficulty is that not a single 
one of those events ever took place, though of course 
I didn't tell the father thatl" 

Following Teggart's example, when I was teaching 
an adult education class on world affairs here in 
L03 Angeles in the 1930's, as early as 1934 I pre-
dicted that a world war would break out sometime 
between 1938 and 1942. I did that, not on the basis 
of the sort of calculation Professor Teggart used, 
but simply on the bs^is of a study of cycles. I 
recall that I made that prediction before a teachers' 
institute session held, I believe, at Belmont High 
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School, In 1934, and I told them that we were headed 
for a new world war as fast as we could go. I remember 
that in 1934 the peace movement was at its climax--
I believe it was in 1934 that President Roosevelt in 
a radio broadcast almost shouted to the nation, "I 
too am a pacifist;" so when I told the group of 
social science and history teachers from the high 
schools of the city that we were headed as fast as 
we could go toward a new world war and that it wasn't 
very long before we'd be in it, I was greeted with 
scowls and frowns from all over the room. Their 
reaction was that there would never be another world 
war, that we would never permit it. 

Having predicted a world war, and my prediction 
having been verified, the students in my adult 
education class in early 1943 challenged me to pre-
dict when the war would end. Now, remember that In 
the early days of 1943 it was a popular notion 
throughout the United States that now that we were 
in it, we'd wind this thing up in a hurry; that the 
war probably would not last six more months; that 
France had bungled the thing and lost all of her 
territory; that it was not important that little 
Belgium had been overrun; but that now the United 
States was in, we would end it all in a hurry. 

I said, "I'll tell you next meeting." A week 
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later, having done some calculation of the Teggart 
type, I said, "The war will end not before 1945, 
despite all of the proclamations you read in the news-
papers that the United States will wind it up in a 
hurry. It will not end before 194-5." 

I told them the basis of my calculation. I said, 
"IPs going to take so many men that we are going to 
have to get to the front} we're going to have to get 
so much equipment there} the front is a long way off 
for us, in the Par East and also in Europe. It's 
going to take time to enlist men, to train them, to 
ship them overseas. We can't possibly get the job 
done before 1945, at which time I think we will 
commence to win. " 

Back to the "Teggartisms." One time after he 
had delivered a lecture to his undergraduate class 
on migrations in which he had become especially 
forceful on the need for every possible resource to 
be put behind investigation of the phenomena of 
society, the students were so impressed and enthusiastic 
that a little knot of us gathered about the rostrum 
at the end of the class hour, and asked him why the 
money couldn't be found for social research just as 
it was found for the bid.ogical and physical sciences. 
He replied to us that the real reason was that the 
people who had the money didn't want that kind of 
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research done. He said that just before returning 
to the university, he had gone to a foundation office 
in New York with a proposal that they put some modest 
financing behind this kind of an investigation. They 
had told him bluntly that they didn't want that kind 
of an investigation made. They were not interested 
in research into economics, social processes, history. 
They were rather afraid of it, that it might be used 
for propaganda purposes of some kind. However, as 
I will remark a little later, Professor Teggart him-
self was not a propagandist, in any sense of the word. 
He was bitterly opposed to propaganda of any kind. 

One time he expressed himself to his seminar on 
what his idea of a university was. He said that he 
felt a university should simply be a vast library. 
We had about three or four hundred thousand volumes 
then in the University of California library, which 
now runs into the millions, but we felt we had a very 
good library, and indeed, we did. It was by far the 
largest library in the West, and I think the third 
or fourth largest library in the United States. He 
said that a library with several million volumes in 
it should be the center of a university, in his idea; 
and then all around the edges of the library, probably 
within the same building, under the same roof, pro-
fessors would have their offices. They wouldn't give 
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any lectures, they wouldn't conduct any classes; they 
would just bring students there and turn them loose 
in the library to read anything they wanted to read. 
A professor would he a person of some competence 
who was there to listen to any student who got so full 
that he couldn't hold it any longer, and had to come 
and spill it to a sympathetic listener. He felt that 
it shouldn't make any particular difference what 
professor the student found when he wanted to express 
himself or to get some criticism of his thoughts. 
He said that any professor should he competent to 
listen and to advise sympathetically, if his student 
had really generated some ideas; that professors 
themselves should he specialists, hut they should he 
specialists with very broad backgrounds; that a student 
who wanted to talk to a professor should just go 
along the corridor, look in offices, and drop in on 
any professor who wasn't occupied at the moment with 
some other student; and that professors, when students 
weren't around to bother them, should be deeply 
involved in their own researches and writing. 

I recall that in his undergraduate course he 
told us, in one of the very early class sessions, 
that he couldn't he bothered with taking roll at every 
meeting, but since he was required hy the university 
to do it, he would take it possibly twice during the 
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semester and that it would he healthier if we were 
present then. He didn't approve of academic account-
ing and bookkeeping, and he would comply with the 
requirements only in the minimum form, and not in the 
spirit. 

Some of us who were perhaps a little more 
inclined to follow Professor Teggart for his thought 
than for the credits we might get out of his course, 
came to an agreement that politically, he was non-
political—indeed, that he should be classified as 
a philosophical anarchist. After one of his lectures, 
I remember some of us got together and compared notes, 
and agreed that he had delivered a rather strong 
anarchistic speech of the sort we might have expected 
from Prince Kropotkin. 

In anthropology, which he had investigated 
extensively, Professor Teggart was pro-British and 
anti-German. He followed the British anthropologists 
and rather abhored German anthropologists, and abhored 
those anthropologists in the United States who 
followed the German school. He particularly admired 
Sir James G. Prazer and Edward Burnett Tylor. He 
quarrelled with his fellow faculty member [A.L.] 
Kroeber and he had marked antipathy to the distin-
guished Pranz Boas of Columbia. 

Not all Germans came in for his disapproval, however, 
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because he had some admiration for the German 
historian [Theodor] Mommsen, the great authority 
on Rome. I recall that one time in our seminar he 
said that he really didn't know how to conduct a 
seminar; he'd attended a good many of them, but he 
rather felt that probably Mommsen, In his German 
university seminars, had the proper procedure, 
because Mommsen talked to his students only on his 
own immediate interests and work, telling them what 
he had been doing since the last meeting. He said, 
"I think that might be a suitable way to conduct a 
seminar, if a man is a scholar." 

I remember talking about sociology to Professor 
Teggart. He even disliked the word. He disliked all 
the things that had been written under the title of 
sociology. He said, "The word is a bastard word. 
It's partly Greek and partly Latin, and only an 
ignoramus could have put it together." He said that 
he had wanted to call his department the Department 
of Social Anthropology, but he couldn't since there 
was already an Anthropology Department on the campus, 
and he certainly didn't want to get confused with 
that gang. He said, so far as he was concerned, 
that he would do everything he could to see to it 
that there was never a sociology department established 
in the University of California. 
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Dr. Peixotto felt the same way about it. She 
said she wanted her social economics students to have 
a thorough background in economic theory without any 
sociology mixed up in it. I can say definitely and 
positively that Teggart and Peixibtto in cooperation 
saw to it that there was no department of sociology 
as long as they were both on the campus. There is a 
department of sociology in the University of California 
at Berkeley today, although up to two or three years 
ago I believe it was called "Sociology and Social 
Institutions." But as long as Teggart was around 
there, or his successor, Margaret Hodgen, it was the 
Department of Social Institutions. 

Margaret Hodgen, by the way, I knew as an 
economics major. She was a graduate student with me 
in economics when I was at Berkeley, and then she 
became, through some process that I don't know anything 
about, Teggart's assistant, and ultimately Associate 
Professor of Social Institutions and Chairman of the 
still very small department. She had one of Teggart's 
other students with her for a time, and there were 
others of his students who were associated with her 
on the Social Institutions faculty. 

Teggart felt that all social studies should be 
taught as one unit instead of fragmented into economics, 
sociology, history, and the rest of them. He very much 
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approved the movement that was on at the time, in the 
high schools, to put all of the others Into the back-
ground and establish courses in social science, 
(The reaction at the present moment, I think, is 
unfortunately in the other direction, to break them 
up once more.) History was the foundation, in his 
opinion, of all social disciplines; no one could hope 
to accomplish anything except by approaching social 
studies from the historical standpoint. 

He also regarded geography as fundamental, 
especially physical geography, or the physical aspects 
of geography. For example, he insisted that Europe 
and Asia are not separate continents, that there is 
just one continent, Eurasia, and one history, Eurasian 
history. Of course, he attempted to demonstrate that 
point in his last great book, Rome and China: that 
you can't understand the history of Rome without 
understanding the history of China, and vice versa, 
and that you can't understand any other part of Asia 
or Europe without understanding the whole. He said, 
"It is ridiculous to study the history of England 
apart from the history of the continent. It is 
ridiculous to study the history of the continent 
apart from the history of Asia, and that means all of 
Asia, but particularly China." He insisted that 
there were interconnections between the two from the 
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very earliest times; and that, by the way, is where 
his emphasis on migrations comes in. He didn't 
exactly approve of the historian, I think some German 
historian, who once wrote, "Rome fell because the 
Chinese built a wall;" but he said, "Things that 
happened in Rome did happen because of things that 
happened in China, and when you look into it, you 
find that the Chinese built a wall to turn back the 
Asiatic barbarians, and when they were turned back 
from China, they moved westward, into the Roman empire." 
He also felt that the history of Africa should be 
taken into account. Migrations he considered as 
fundamental to the understanding of social processes, 
generally. 

Two little notes on the side I should mention 
here, perhaps. I went to Berkeley in the fall of 1919• 
I enrolled in the university in January, 1920, and I 
was on the campus throughout the summer of 1920. 
During that summer, there appeared a man whom I had 
known in Los Angeles, one of our Los Angeles pacifists, 
Neander P. Cook, a man of some scholarship, a theologian 
and a philosopher, who I believe had his master of 
arts from the University of Chicago. He had done 
some theological writing and some retranslating of 
the New Testament, and was competent in Latin and Greek 
and Hebrew. I saw him about the campus from time to iime. 
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He had come up simply to do some library work. 
One day I met him on the campus, and he said, 

"Say, can you tell me who this man Frederick J. Teggart 
is?" 

And I said, "Yes, he's my major professor. He 
isn't on the campus this summer. He's in the Bast 
on vacation, and making some connections for some 
work for the American Geographic Society. He's a 
very tremendous man—but why are you asking?" 

"Well," said my friend, Cook, "I'm doing research 
in the library this summer, and I'm taking out and 
examining a lot of books, and nearly every book I've 
picked up, in philosophy, in history, in almost any-
thing, this man Teggart's name is on the library card. 
Often," he said, "He's the only man who's ever had 
the book out. He must be a terrific scholar." 

I assured him that Teggart was; but that bit 
of evidence added to my opinion of him. 

I might also say that during the summer, some of 
the other students and I, who had worked in the 
Department of Social Institutions during its first 
semester and who had developed a lot of enthusiasm 
for our professor, commenced to advertise him all 
over the place. We warned students that he was not 
easy, that he was no snap, but that he had an awful 
lot to give, and that any student who was serious 
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about getting an education in the university might 
well enroll in his classes the next fall. The result 
of our advertising was too good. Whereas he'd had 
in the undergraduate courses about forty students, 
when the university opened in the fall, he was swamped 
with around a hundred and fifty. He had a classroom 
that would hold about forty, and he was the most 
furious man that you ever metl For dsys nobody who 
knew him dared go near him. He just said he wasn't 
going to stand for it. The administration insisted 
on giving him a larger classroom that would seat about 
sixty, so he promptly trimmed the number down to about 
sixty—he found that they hadn't fulfilled the pre-
requisites. I think he had to keep something over a 
hundred in his lower division course; but hi3 upper 
division course he got down to about sixty, and his 
seminar, which I took again for the second semester, 
I believe had increased to something around twenty. 
The first semester we only had about nine. 

Teggart disliked sociology's assumption of 
progress. That's why he insisted that the lower 
division prerequisite for all his upper division and 
graduate courses should be his course in "The Idea 
of Progress." He wanted to show that the idea of 
progress was a new idea in human thought; that for 
the Greeks and the Homans, and in medieval times, 
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there was no such thing as an idea of progress; 
that it had slowly developed, principally in the 
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, and had reached 
its highest expression in the eighteenth century; and 
that it was just a passing whim, that there is any 
such thing as progress. He believed that there was 
only the possibility of progress, that progress as 
such had not yet been demonstrated, and that the 
idea of progress, the assumption of progress, had viti-
ated sociology, economics, history, and most other 
departments of the social disciplines. He felt that 
history heretofore had been written either as literature 
or as philosophy. As literature, it was dramatics, 
it was highly fictionalized. It aimed at the glori-
fication of a nation and the working out of a plot 
such as a dramatist or a novelist might write. As 
philosophy, it was an attempt to devise some kind of 
a theory of progress, on the assumption that progress 
existed. He especially disliked Spengler and he 
would have railed at Toynbee, if Toynbee had been a 
man of any importance while Teggart still lived. 

He believed, ardently, that history could be 
made the subject of scientific investigation. "But 
first," he said, "it is necessary to understand the 
nature of science." Hence his first semxnar was in 
scientific method. We investigated the methods of 
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the various sciences: chemistry, physics, biology, 
astronomy, anthropology, and so forth. I was expected 
to specialize in biology, since I had done quite a 
lot of work in biology in my undergraduate years, and 
with his approval I first tackled and read Earl 
Pearson's Grammar of Science. Later, 'Teggart directed 
my attention to an investigation of the methods of 
geology and the kindred field of paleontology. I 
remember he asked me to make a special report on 
Thomas Crowder Chamberlin's monograph, The Method of 
Multiple Working Hypotheses. Chamberlin being one of 
the world's outstanding geologists of the day. I also 
read Henri Poincare's Science and Method. 

On the whole, I was bewildered to find that I 
couldn't go into graduate study in the social disci-
plines and expect to simply go on from the work that 
had previously been done. Under Teggart, I discovered 
that the foundations of a science of society had not 
yet been laid, and that what we call the science of 
society was entirely metaphysical and speculative. 

I had a great deal of difficulty adjusting to 
Teggart*s concepts, ^^ey were wholly new to me. 
They were devastating to my ways of thinking. I had 
to put aside all of my preconceptions, I found him 
difficult, so I devoted myself to reading the books 
that he had written, first the Prolegomena to History. 
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a book of about a hundred and forty pages published 
by the University Press in 1916. Of those hundred 
and forty pages, forty of them were bibliography. I 
read the bibliography and, of course, commenced to 
pick books out of it that had apparently impressed 
Teggart. Then I read his Process of History, published 
by Yale University in 1918, the University of Cali-
fornia Press having turned the book down, and Yale 
having seised upon it and printed it. I felt that 
listening to Teggart's lectures, holding conversations 
with him, and being with him in the seminar weren't 
sufficient to understanding this man. I had to read 
his books, and even that wasn't sufficient. 

In his seminar, I noted down as fast as I could 
get them the authors and the books that he frequently 
cited and quoted. Bertrand Russell he talked about. 
Of course, Bertrand Russell was also talked about in 
the Economics and the Philosophy Departments in those 
days—he was a writer that was stirring everybody 
at the moment. There were also Sir James G. Frazer, 
Sir Edward Burnett Tylor, the geologist Lyell, Thomas 
Henry Huxley, Sir John Lubbock, Sir Henry Maine, 
Frederick Soddy, J. B. Bury, Andrew Lang, and Walter 
Bagehot. I put all those names down and I went to 
the library and got the books and read them extensively, 
all for the purpose of trying to understand this man, 
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Teggart. I felt that if I could gather the sources 
from which he had obtained his thought, then I could 
commence to understand him; and at the end of the 
semester I felt I was beginning, a little bit, to get 
his idea. 

As I said, his undergraduate class, in lower 
division, had about forty students. The course was 
entitled "Migrations," but I think he scarcely mentioned 
migrations all during the semester. He apologized once 
or twice. He said, "I entitled this class 'Migrations,' 
but I don't think it's a good title for an under-
graduate class at the present time. I'm not ready to 
give a class in migrations." 

He assigned a textbook. I've forgotten what 
the title of the book was, but I read it. He made 
no particular assignments in the book, and when he 
gave us an examination, it wasn't on the book. He 
just told us it was a good book and that it would be 
a good idea to read it sometime. 

I found him a poor lecturer, as lecturers go. 
He wasn't systematic. There wasn't any sequence to 
his lectures—no lecture necessarily followed the 
previous one. Nevertheless, I was fascinated, as the 
other students were, and I said to myself, "I had 
rather pick up crusts beneath a rich man's table than 
be fed sawdust by a scientific dietician." We had 
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some scientific dieticians on the campus who were 
poking sawdust down our throats while Teggart poured 
out a rich and varied menu of knowledge, delivered 
with deep and obvious concern for what he was talking 
about. We couldn't help but be impressed by the man's 
vast mastery of his subjects, and I say "subjects" 
advisedly, because he seemed to know a little bit 
of everything and a great deal about many things. 

He made no effort, however, to come down to the 
level of the students. He felt that it was the 
student's duty to climb up to the level of the pro-
fessor, and if he didn't succeed, that was all right, 
there were plenty more students. In fact, there were 
by far too many students, and if a student couldn't 
make the grade, couldn't understand what the professor 
was talking about, he probably had better not bother 
about a university education. He shou]d go back to 
the plumbing shop or to the painting trade, or 
something else where he might be useful. 

In the seminar we had nine or ten students the 
first semester, a rather curious group. They 
included a young Baptist minister from Oakland, a 
young Episcopalian clergyman from Oakland, and a young 
Jewish rabbi named Eranklin, whom I ran across years 
later here in Los Angeles. He was in charge of a 
Jewish temple in Long Beach and was a man of some wealth. 
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One of the other students in the seminar was Grace 
Dangberg, who later assisted Teggart in some of his 
researches and became an associate in the department. 
I warmed up to her a little bit because she turned 
out to be someone who knew about me and my rather 
conspicuous, if not notorious, position in Los Angeles 
in the pacifist movement, since she was a niece of 
the Reverend Greenfield of Santa Barbara, who had 
been a member of the Christian Pacifist Conference. 
I also remember a girl in the seminar who later became 
a professor at Smith College and was the author of a 
book on one of the social philosophers of Scotland. 

I was involved in some extracurricular activities 
at Berkeley, far too many indeed, I now realize. 
Almost at once I became active in the Cosmopolitan 
Club, which met in those days at the TMCA building. 
We had about thirty nationalities represented, and 
our meetings, which were held perhaps once every two 
weeks, usually had an attendance of around sixty to 
seventy-five. The leaders in the club were East 
Indians, Filipinos, three Dutch boys from Java who 
had never seen The Netherlands, and a young Mexican 
boy who is now active in the United Nations—he was 
a red-headed Mexican and looked exactly like a 
red-headed Irishman, but he was thoroughly Mexican. 
There were Japanese. There were Chinese from China, 
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although, we could never rope in any San Franciscan 
Chinese. They were rather insulted at the idea of 
associating with all these foreigners. There were 
Hussians of several varieties, White Russians and 
Bplshevik Russians, both. Unlike the university 
campuses of today, however, we had no Africans from 
Africa. We had nothing like the variety of people 
from various parts of the world that are apparent 
on campuses everywhere today, even in the small 
colleges. However, President Barrows, for his inaugural 
ceremony in the spring of 1920, asked the Cosmopolitan 
Cluh if they wouldn't organize for him representatives 
in the student body of as many nations as possible 
to appear in their national costumes. I did a large 
part of the work of rounding these people up and 
getting them into their costumes, and I painted the 
signs that they carried indicating each of the several 
nationalities. We had some forty nations represented 
in that procession. 

I believe the president when I first went to 
Berkeley was President Barrows. He had just taken 
over. He'd just come out of the Army, where he was 
Major-General Barrows, in World War Ij but former 
President Benjamin Ide Wheeler was still on the campus. 
He had an office up in the library building, very 
close to the social institutions seminar room. I 
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often saw President Wheeler, and no student ever 
passed him but what he bowed and greeted them even 
if he'd never seen them before. Often he would stop 
and chat with me for a moment. 

The Cosmopolitan Club I believe later was some-
what merged into the International House, which Is a 
considerable institution at Berkeley now. 

In the spring of 1920, I did one thing that was 
thrilling and exciting, but probably unwise from the 
standpoint of my graduate studies. That was a 
political campaign year, and prior to the presidential 
primaries in California, the students commenced to 
organize themselves into political groups. There 
was among the Republican students a Johnson for 
President Club, of course, supporting the candidacy 
of Hiram Johnson for the Republican nomination; there 
was a Leonard Wood for President Club; and there 
were one or two other Republican groups, all of them 
quite disappointed when none of their candidates 
received the Republican nomination. There was a 
Herbert Hoover for President Club. It was composed 
both of Republicans and Democrats, because nobody 
could ascertain to which party Herbert Hoover belonged 
at the moment. He was, however, a popular hero because 
of his leadership in relief work overseas immediately 
after the war. 
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Then there was a Democratic 01 lib; and all of a 
sadden, out of nowhere, there appeared a Debs for 
President Club. Now, out of curiosity, I had gone 
to the Democratic Club meeting and I had gone to the 
Johnson Club meeting. I may have peeked in on the 
others. I knew that their memberships were all fewer 
than fifty and sometimes as few as ten or a dozen; 
but at the first meeting of the Debs for President 
Club, the classroom obtained for the purpose was jammed. 
There were seventy-five or a hundred students crowded 
into the room. 

Among the leaders of the group (I don't recall 
who presided) were William Lloyd Warner, who is now 
Professor of Anthropology at the University of Chicago, 
and Morris Ankrum, who for a number of years was a 
prominent actor in Southern California. I don't know 
whether he ever appeared on Broadway or not, but he 
still plays some important bit parts in television. 
William Lloyd Warner is now W. Lloyd Warner, known 
to us then as Bill 'Warner. He came to Los Angeles 
five or six years ago and gave a talk at Town Hall, 
of which I have been a member for many years. After 
the meeting was over, I went up, stuck out my hand, 
and said, "Hello, Bill," and he looked rather startled. 
I didn't expect him to recognize me. I told him my 
name and he put on a big appearance of being entirely 
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puzzled, and I said, "Do you remember me and the 
Debs for President Club at Berkeley?" Bill Warner 
remembered nothing. He was obviously very much 
embarrassed and I was very much amused. He's one of 
the boys that I dislike: I dislike all people who 
like to forget their past. 

Well, the Debs for President Club, was, of course, 
an undergraduate group, but they came to me and to 
another graduate student who was in the Department 
of Education and asked if we wouldn't help them obtain 
use of the auditorium in California Hall for a big 
Debs for President mass meeting. Well, I fell for it; 
I said that I would, and the other chap said that he 
would too. 

Then we found that we were named a committee of 
two to go to President Barrows to ask for permission 
to use the auditorium. The various clubs had been 
using classrooms all over the campus, but this was 
the first time anyone had asked to use an auditorium 
that would seat five hundred. We were confident 
though that since our club was larger than all the 
other political clubs on the campus put together 
(almost instantaneously we were bursting the seams 
of all the classrooms) that if we held a mass meeting 
we would need large quarters. 

So we went up and talked to President Barrows. 
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He received us very courteously: the atmosphere was 
a little cool, hut courteous. 

He said, "Well, gentlemen, there's just one techni-
cal difficulty, I know, as everybody knows, that Nr. 
Debs is now a prisoner, serving a long sentence in 
Atlanta Penitentiary. That, however, is not the point. 
Nor is his unpopularity generally the question. The 
question is whether or not he is a bona fide candidate 
for the presidency." 

We had anticipated this question. Fortunately 
for us, just a day or two before, a primary election 
had been held in Minnesota and Debs had been nominated 
for the presidency by the Socialists there, so we 
were able to say that he was officially a candidate. 

Well, President Barrows said that he would have 
to think about it. We were asking for a rather large 
facility. He would have to study the matter, but if 
we would return after two o'clock the next afternoon, 
he would give us our answer. 

The next morning at eight o'clock I appeared in 
Professor Macauley's class in advanced economic theory. 
I arrived a little late, so I had to take a seat close 
to the door, the only seat vacant. Immediately 
Professor Macauley, who was in his chair behind the 
lectern on his little platform, arose and looked down 
at me and said, "Well, Mr. Story. You have my condolence. 
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If the Caesars had decided as General Barrows has 
decided, the world would have saved a lot of brick 
and straw in building churches." 

I knew immediately what he was talking about. 
Nobody else in the class knew why he was addressing 
that peculiar remark to me. President Barrows had 
decided to let us have the auditorium, and Professor 
Macauley was saying that now this concession had been 
made, the Socialist movement, with a few more such 
concessions, would die a harmless death. It was 
obvious that Professor Macauley approved the decision. 

We advertised the meeting, but we prepared the 
program with care. My colleague and I supervised the 
preparations of the program. We believed that we 
were monkeying with dynamite, and we told the kids 
as much. We said, "We'd better start with a speech 
that has nothing to do with Debs, that deals only 
with the very popular candidate, Herbert Hoover, 
and we will entitle that talk "Who is Hoover?'" 

I donft remember who made that talk, but we 
cautioned him to say nothing about Debs. The next 
speech was made by another undergraduate, a good 
speaker, on "Who Is Johnson?" He, too, was cautioned, 
"Don't mention Debs. We're going to put our argument 
across in a peculiar fashion. We're going to do our 
rebuttal first." 
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Then we introduced a very popular man on the 
campus who was there as a lecturer for the semester, 
the distinguished Harvard poet, Witter Bynner. Witter 
Bynner had written a poem ahout Debs, a good poem. 
He was a liberal, if not a radical. He delivered a 
eulogy on Debs that was listened to with respect 
because of Bynner's own position, and especially 
because at the outset he said, "Now, I want everybody 
to understand that whatever I say about Mr. Debs, I 
am not going to vote for him in the primary or in the 
final election. I hope to vote for Hiram Johnson, 
whom I regard as an outstanding progressive, a liberal, 
and a man of political experience. If I had a choice 
of voting for Mr. Debs as a candidate who might 
conceivably win, I'd vote for him, but he can't win, 
and I want to vote for a man I think has a chance." 

I was selected to speak last and deliver the 
campaign speech for Debs. The auditorium was packed. 
An American Legion crowd sat in the back seats. 
Trouble was threatening, but after two or three of the 
preliminary speeches, the Legion crowd apparently 
decided this was going to be a tame meeting and that 
nothing was going to happen. There wasn't any good 
lynching in prospect, and they left. I was in good 
form that night, if I do say it myself, and I had 
prepared to the limit. I talked for about twenty 
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minutes. 
The next day, the next morning, every Bay district 

newspaper had headlines about this student meeting 
for the convict Debs that was held in California Hall 
on the University of California campus with the 
permission of President Barrows. Opinions throughout 
the Bay district were divided. All were against us, 
but some praised Barrows. The San Prancisco Examiner 
ran an editorial condemning these radical students 
but saying they felt that, after all, President 
Barrows may have done the proper thing in letting 
them blow off steam. 

I was a bit fearful to meet some of the faculty 
members. I do remember meeting Solomon Blum, and he 
just smiled. I met Dr. Peixotto on the campus just 
a day or two later, and she stopped me. She blocked 
my path, and she said, "Well, young man. You're 
making quite a name for yourself around here, but 
keep it up. We need a little stirring up around this 
campus now and then. You're doing good work." 

It was with more than a little fear that I 
encountered Professor Teggart. He scowled and smiled 
at the same time. He said, "You certainly have been 
making a name for yourself in the Bay district and 
on the campus. I can't say that I'm too much surprised, 
but I want to tell you, young man, you can't be both 
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a scientific worker and a propagandist',1 and with that 
he want his way and I went mine. 

For my part, I went very thoughtfully; and here 
I want to insert a little experience that I had 
several months later when I was on a visit to Los 
Angeles. I went up to Judge Ryckman's office, and 
there I found Job Harriman, who was also just on a 
visit. He greeted me in a very friendly way, and 
said, "Sit down, sit down. Come on here in this 
vacant office and tell me what you've been doing up 
at the university." 

I told him of my work with Professor l'eggart 
and my studies, and then I told of our Debs mass 
meeting and what Professor Teggart had said afterwards, 
that I couldn't be both a scientific worker and a 
propagandist. 

Harriman replied instantly. "Your professor 
is right. There was never a propagandist worth a 
damn. I've been one all my life, and I know what I'm 
talking about." That was rather strong language for 
him, because Job Harriman had been trained for the 
ministry, and I don't think I ever before or after 
heard him use language that strong. 

I had business with Upton Sinclair immediately 
after my visit to Ryckman's office, and I went 
directly over to Pasadena to see him. He asked the 



392 

same question that Harriman had asked, "What have 
you been doing at the university?" 

I told him what courses I was taking and he was 
mildly Interested, and I told him about Teggart and 
he was less interested, and then I told him about 
this incident and Teggart's expression. 

"Oh," he said, "I don't understand that. I am 
a scientific thinker, and I am also a propagandist." 

Well, I knew perfectly well that Upton Sinclair 
didn't have the slightest idea of what science meant, 
but I did know that he was a propagandist all the 
way through, so I then and there formed an estimate 
of him that stays with me to this day, evidence of 
which was repeated many, many times since in other 
incidents. 

During the summer, I again took courses recommended 
or approved by Professor Teggart. One was a course 
in dynamic psychology given by Dean Angier, dean of 
freshmen there. I also enrolled for a course in 
civilization of the Ancient Bast by Dr. Morris 
Jastrow of the University of Pennsylvania, one of the 
world's outstanding authorities on that subject—I 
believe he was then regarded as the greatest world 
authority on Babylonia and Assyria. He was an Assyri-
ologist, and he read the cuneiform inscriptions much 
as Dr. [James H.] Breasted of Chicago read hieroglyphics. 
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Perhaps I was more stimulated by two courses I 
took under Dr. Jaime de Angulo. He was a physician, 
an M.D., who must have been all of thirty-five or 
thirty-six years old, and was already retired, I think 
because he'd married a wealthy girl. He was living 
on a large ranch down near Monterey some place. He 
came up to the campus that summer, to give two courses: 
one on primitive society and the other on the mind of 
primitive man, both in the department of Anthropology. 
He had been invited there by Dr. Kroeber. The course 
in the mind of primitive man turned out to be a 
course in psychiatry, for De Angelo had been an Army 
psychiatrist during the war. He was a man with a 
sense of humor, very widely read in anthropolo&r. He 
too was a linguist. I remember one time that he 
quickly and extemporaneously illustrated some point 
in the development of languages by writing Greek, 
Latin, French, German, Italian, Spanish, Hebrew, and 
English all on the blackboard just as rapidly as he 
could write them down, seemingly in an offhand manner, 
and then apologized to the class for being too rusty 
in his Chinese and Japanese to add them. He was 
tremendously popular with the students, though a 
bit tough. He gave a test every week and marked them 
drastically. We invited him to give some extra special 
lectures in the evenings, over in the library building, 
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and we filled seminar rooms there to listen to De 
Angelo. I had some personal contacts with him. 

I had enrolled in two of his classes, hut one 
of them I was taking only as an auditor, because six 
credits for the summer is all that we were officially 
allowed. Nevertheless, just for the fun of it 1 took 
the examinations. I just wanted to see how I measured 
up. Along about the middle of the summer session, I 
met him for lunch one day. We often had luncheon 
together over at the co-op, and he expressed some 
astonishment that I seemed to have no credit in one 
of his classes, 

I said, "No, I just enrolled in that as an 
auditor." 

"Yes, but," he said, "you're my best student. 
You pass all the examinations. You should get credit, 
and I'm going to go to the dean and see If we can't 
fix that up." 

"Oh," I said, "don't bother. It's of no 
importance. I don't need the credit. I'm taking it 
because I want to learn something, not because I 
want a credit." 

"Well," he said, "I'm not only going to try to 
get the credit for you, but I'm recommending to Dr. 
Kroeber that he invite you to conduct a class in 
anthropology next summer." 
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"Oh,M X ««idt "that'a a ridiculous Idea. I've 
never had a clasa in anthropology axcept these I'm 
taking from you, and there are a dozen graduate 
studenta over there that are sore qualified and, 
have rlghta far ahead of ae to conduct classes in 
anthropology." 

There was a follow-up to that, however* Early 
In the fall, one of the anthropology studenti met me 
on the campus and said, "Br* Xroeber wants to see 
you." X went over In a day or two and spoke to him, 
and he said, Tea, you're interested In anthropology-
X want to invite you to join my seminar in field 
methods, to come in without credit as an auditor in 
a seminar in field methods la anthropology.M 

Then he explained to me what he meant by the 
field aethoda seminar* graduate students, Instead of 
being sent oat to the field, had a bit of the field 
brought la to them, which was a very effective way 
to give students some preliminary training* For 
this occasion he brought in a Porno Indian froa up in 
the Clear lake country. X remember the man's name, 
Benson, ae lived at TJklah and had a family there. 
He wae a man who wea perhaps la his fifties, possibly 
sixty—It *e very difficult to tell how old an Indian 
la, and seldoa doea he know himself* Benson waa, X 
believe, only half Indian* His mother had belonged 
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to the Pomo trite, and Benson was one of the last 
Indians able to speak the Pomo language. He was an 
excellent informant, except that perhaps he was a 
little too well educated in anthropology. He was 
a man who didn't even have a high school education, 
but he was intelligent and interested in helping his 
informants, which of course can be something of an 
obstacle—sometimes you have to trip up an informant 
in order to get the actual information you need, and 
I was glad in my interviews with Benson that I had 
had the benefit of a little bit of legal training and 
had learned something of the art of cross-examination. 

I was expected by Kroeber to deal with the 
economics of the Pomo Indians, which I did in some 
six sessions that I had with Benson. Usually we 
scheduled two-hour sessions with him. I learned a 
great deal, and incidentally uncovered some things 
that were in areas that other students were supposed 
to cover. I remember as I went into the building one 
day I met a young woman in the seminar who was supposed 
to be dealing in their folklore and was having no 
success whatsoever. She told me that she was quite 
disappointed. I went up to my Interview with Benson 
and almost immediately tripped him into telling me a 
whole folklore tale from the Clear Lake country. It 
had to do with one of their taboos, which I was 



397 

Investigating as a kind of a sideline. This had to 
do with whether they had any notion of private property, 
and I found that at least they had this much of an 
idea: when an Indian family who was scrounging around 
in the woods for food would come across a berry patch 
that apparently hadn't thus far been discovered, they 
would set up a claim to it as their patch, at least 
until the harvest was finished. Their method was 
simply to put up a tall stick in the middle of it, 
and any Pomo Indian who came along and saw that tall 
stick knew that it was claimed and would respect the 
claim. 

I asked Benson, "Well, what would happen if a 
Pomo Indian should violate this prohibition?" 

Benson shrugged his shoulders and said, "I don't 
exactly know, because no one ever violated it. It 
never happened. When we saw that it belonged to 
somebody else, we left it alone." 

But I pressed him. I said, "Yes, but suppose 
somebody did violate it? What would happen to him? 
Would there be any punishment from the community?" 

"Well, no," he said, "but a monster might get him." 
I said, "Well, a monster. What kind of a monster?" 
He said he never saw one of the monsters, but 

that the Indians believed that In thickets of brush 
there might be monsters living, and that these monsters 
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were dangerous. I asked him if he ever saw one or 
experienced one. He said no, hut he knew that one 
had lived at one time In the depths of Clear Lake, 
and that it appeared one time to some white men who 
were scouting around there. They got a rope around 
its legs or its neck or something, and they got a team 
of horses and tried to pull it out, but they couldn't. 
Finally they gave it up, and agreed between themselves 
that the monster apparently had been put there for a 
reason, that it belonged there and they shouldn't drg,g 
it out; so they released it and it disappeared back 
into the lake, and that's the last time it was ever 
seen. So Benson, who had no folklore, almost immediately 
told me this tale. 

I also worked a little with Dr. Lowie, who was 
one of the prominent men in the anthropology depart-
ment and is still much remembered. Much to Teggart's 
delight, I turned up in conversations with Benson 
some suggestions of the existence of a matriarchy 
among the Indians of Northern California, which 
Teggart had claimed was probably in existence and 
Kroeber had insisted there was no evidence of. What 
I discovered was simply that when a Pomo village 
needed to select a new chief, that ordinarily they 
would not consider his son. They would consider his 
maternal uncle's son. The chieftainship would be 
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more likely to pass to a nephew, the son of a maternal 
uncle, who was a cousin of the boy whom we of the 
patriarchal system would expect to get the succession. 
That is clear evidence of at least some remnants of 
matriarchy in the Northern California Indians. 

In the fall of 1920, upon enrolling for my 
second semester, I again entered Teggartfs seminar 
in scientific method, and I enrolled in Dr. Solomon 
Blum's seminar in labor economics, where I was 
delighted to find my former Whittier College class-
mate, Erma Sams, who was then the wife of Harry Dewey 
Anderson. Just a passing remark about Dewey Anderson 
and Erma: when I left Berkeley in the spring of 1921, 
they left at the same time to go east to attend a 
YMCA school, training for overseas service. Erma had 
been a YWCA secretary in San Jose. Dewey was a YMCA 
secretary in Oakland before their marriage. 

They went east, and were sent immediately to 
Eastern Germany to do social work in a concentration 
camp inhabited by a large number of Russians who 
had been taken prisoner by the German army during 
World War I. This being only two years after the end 
of the war, there were still great numbers of Russian 
prisoners of war there, now liberated by Germany; 
but they had no way to get home, no way to get back 
to Russia. Germany was completely disintegrating 
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financially, and Russia was still in the midst of 
post-revolutionary agonies and was unable to do any-
thing for them. These men were rapidly going to the 
dogs. They were derelicts. They desperately needed 
somebody to help them, so the YMCA was sending teams 
to work in these camps and do what they could to 
maintain morale and help the economic condition of 
these Russians. A little at a time the encampments 
were moved toward the Russian border. They were in 
Poland for a while. 

After some months, they did get them home, and 
the Andersons went with them, clear back into Russia. 
They ultimately wound up in Moscow, where Dewey was 
employed at once by the Bolshevik government to direct 
and organize the physical training in some six collegiate 
institutions scattered through the city of Moscow. 
They were there for about two years and then returned 
to California. Actually they didn't return of their 
own will. The young Bolsheviks discovered that he 
was a YMCA man and she was a YWCA woman, and they 
notified the government that they wouldn't permit 
any Christian propagandists to conduct any part of 
their educational system, so they were virtually 
kicked out. 

On their way back through Germany, they bought 
two highly trained German police dogs and brought them 
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"back to California with the intention of raising 
police dogs here, and thereby earning enough that 
he could go to Stanford University and take his 
doctorate, which they did. I was much amused when I 
saw them shortly after their return. They were 
living at Manhattan Beach while they were waiting 
to get themselves settled. They had their two 
children, babies, both born in Russia, who understood 
nothing but Russian, and they had their two dogs, 
who had to be commanded in German, and the last time 
I had seen Harry and Erma, they spoke nothing but 
English I 

Dewey Anderson was later on Governor Olson's 
staff, until he and Olson had some disagreements on 
principles and Dewey resigned, after which I read 
something about Dewey and Erma in a very venturesome 
Alaskan expedition that they undertook afoot, some 
kind of an exploration that they made up there—it 
was sensational enough that it got into the newspapers 
down here. They are now in Washington, D.C., where 
they are conducting some kind of an information 
service or press service. 

Now, in the fall semester at Berkeley I dropped 
out of politics. I had been sufficiently cautioned 
by Professor Teggart to decide that I shouldn't 
dabble in it any more. I say I dropped out, but I 
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did have one little brush with the Daily Californian. 
the student paper. The Debs Club officers came to me 
and said that they had wanted to insert a campaign 
advertisement in the Daily Oallfornian and that it 
had heen rejected, and could I think of anything to 
do about it? 

I said, "I certainly can. They've been accepting 
political advertisements from all of the other 
political clubs on the campus, 'Vote for Johnson,* 
'Vote for Hoover,' and so on, and if they accept any 
at all, they are going to accept the Debs advertisement." 

They gave me the copy and told me with whom they 
had had their contacts. I went down to the Dally 
Californlan office, which was just off campus, only 
to discover that the only issue in which the advertise-
ment could be printed before the election was the 
special issue of the women students, and the women 
who were in charge of this issue, of course, were all 
sorority gals. They were highly indignant that I 
should insist that this advertisement be published. 
I used a little bluff, and I said, "Well, if you 
don't publish the advertisement, you're not going to 
publish your issue. I'll see to it." I argued with 
them, and they finally asked me to call them an hour 
or two later. I knew they wanted to consult somebody 
of the faculty, or possibly the Associated Students' 
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attorney; but when I called them, they said they were 
running the advertisement, which they did. 

I was really too busy for politics, because I 
needed some increase and more independence in income. 
I was still receiving my help from Fanny Bixby in Los 
Angeles, but I wanted to free myself from obligation 
to her, and free her from any obligation to send me 
further money; so I found myself a job in one of the 
largest drugstores in Oakland, which had sent to 
the student employment bureau on the campus a request 
for a young man to work part time. I went over and 
was Immediately employed after they found that I had 
been in my father's drugstore for years and could fill 
prescriptions and take care of the ordinary business 
as a semiskilled employee. I worked there half time 
for the first semester of that school year, 1920-21, 
and X discontinued the help I was receiving from 
Fanny Bixby. 

About the same time, Professor Teggart asked me 
if I would be available to serve him as a reader, and 
I was glad to accept the position, though actually I 
never served for the reason that (I believe it was 
late in October) I had a very serious illness, 
influenza, which went quickly Into pneumonia, and I 
was out of school for about three or four weeks. Of 
course, in the meantime, Teggart had to get somebody 
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else to do his reading; hut they held my drugstore 
job open for me, and I went back to it just as soon 
as I was able to get around. 

I want to mention a series of experiences that 
I had at this time. I made a number of visits to 
San Quentin penitentiary to see a friend of mine by 
the name of Nicholas Steelink, a Dutch boy whom I had 
met in Los Angeles. Steelink and I had collaborated 
on a translation of the great Dutch classic, Max 
Havelaar, a novel written by Multatuli, the pen name 
of Eduard Douwes Dekker. It was originally published 
back in the 1860*8, and Multatuli gave it the subtitle, 
The Uncle Tom's Cabin of the Javanese. It is a book 
little known in this country. An English translation 
of it was published, I believe, in Edinburgh, in 
1868, but Steelink hadn't been able to find a copy of 
it, so he had never read it. He had made his own 
translation. Before I left Los Angeles, somebody 
advised him that he had best have his translation 
edited because his English was a little weak, and I 
was nominated for the job. There was no prospect of 
any remuneration in it, but I was sufficiently 
interested in Steelink, who was a young IWW enthusiast, 
and enough Interested In the book, that I took on 
the job. I finished the editorial work and a complete 
typing of the manuscript while I was in Berkeley, and 
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I sent it off to Boni and Liveright to consider for 
publication. They returned it and said that they 
wished they could use it, but it was a very poor time 
for publishing anything, that they were refusing all 
manuscripts because of economic conditions In the 
country which, indeed, were very bad. Books weren't 
selling to anyone, and I think you will discover, if 
you examine the records, that very few were published 
or sold in the years 1920 to 1922 or 192$. 

Steelink had in the meanwhile been sent to San 
Quentin, convicted of criminal syndicalism. He had 
an indeterminate sentence of one to ten years. I 
felt sorry for the chap, although his philosophy did 
not agree with my constitution; and as frequently as 
they permitted, which was only once a month, I went 
over to San Quentin to see him, never failing to keep 
my appointment to visit him. He was downhearted, 
very much downcast. On one occasion when I went to 
see him and we had been conversing in the visiting 
room (I think we were allowed twenty minutes) Tom 
Mooney walked In. Another visitor had called for 
Tom Mooney, and he came in; and while it was strictly 
against the rules for a visitor to speak to anyone 
except the prisoner whom he had came to see, Steelink 
ignored the rule and introduced me to Mooney, who 
shook hands with me. We chatted a moment while the 
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guard courteously looked the other way. That, however, 
is the only occasion upon which I ever met Tom Mooney. 

I should say that my attitude toward Tom Mooney 
is a rather peculiar one. It will he remembered that 
he was ultimately released. I believe he was pardoned 
by Governor Olson, and the pardon for Tom Mooney was 
one of the issues in the campaign, at the end of 
which Governor Olson was elected. A friend of mine 
who at that time lived in Berkeley, a well-known 
Socialist woman, Luella Twining, had sat on what was 
called the ex officio or citizens* informal jury on 
the case. It seems that the Tom Mooney defense com-
mittee had organized a group of twelve people to sit 
in at the trial for every session and render their 
own independent verdict, which, of course, was 
entirely unofficial and amounted to nothing} but as 
might be expected, this citizens* jury, this unofficial, 
ex officio jury, found Tom Mooney innocent by twelve 
to nothing, while the official verdict found him 
guilty by the same margin. Luella, who knew Tom 
Mooney well and had known him before he was charged 
with the bombing of the Preparedness Day Parade on 
Market Street, often told me privately that Tom Mooney 
was a person entirely capable of such a thing, that 
he was a labor leader of the violent kind. Pie 
believed that if you couldn't get what you wanted by 
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strike or by sabotage, then it was perfectly proper 
to blow up the plant or shoot somebody. He was one 
of the extremists of the labor movement, From this 
testimony on the part of Luella Twining, I arrived 
at the peculiar opinion that while Tom Iiooney was not 
guilty of the act they had accused him of, still he 
had no KitK coming, because he was potentially guilty 
of it. For that reason, I have never been very 
sympathetic with those who advocate violence in 
labor movements or political activities of a revolu-
tionary character, because even though they do not 
commit the violent act that is charged against them, 
they're capable of committing it, and they have followed 
that philosophy, I always felt that if I followed 
that philosophy and got stuck eVen for an act that I 
hadn't committed, it would only be a matter of techni-
cality that I should be released. 

Now, I still believe, as the judge in that case 
finally was convinced, that Tom Mooney was not guilty 
of the crime of which he was accused. I think the 
very great preponderance of evidence was ultimately 
that he did not throw the bomb or explode the bomb 
or have anything to do with the bomb which killed a 
number of people on the event of the Preparedness Day 
Parade, and I feel he should have been released, 
because I believe it is the duty of the state to prove 
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the particular case against the particular defendant. 
I feel that he should have "been released, and I feel 
that it is the right of anybody in his position to 
demand to be released, but still I feel that it wasn't 
his right to demand that he should be released. A 
rather peculiar philosophy, perhaps, but it's my 
rationalization. 

While working on the book Max Havelaar, it 
occurred to me that in the very large library at the 
University of California (at least, I considered it 
a huge library—at that time I think they had about 
three hundred and fifty thousand volumes) they might 
have the original translation, and I found it. I took 
it out and read it and discovered that it was a much 
poorer translation than Steelink and I were producing, 
so I was quite unhappy when we did not get it published. 
Some years later, after I came back to Los Angeles, 
Steelink found me and I returned the manuscript to 
him. I think he attempted again to get it published, 
only to discover that at that moment some publisher 
in the East had a reprint of the old Edinburgh trans-
lation on the press, and that of course blocked all 
possibility of our manuscript. Steelink is still 
around town somewhere, I helped get him his parole 
by writing letters to the parole board later on, and 
I think he spent only about two and a half years of his 
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time in the penitentiary. 
In the spring semester of the year 1920-21, I 

again went to Professor Teggart to ask his advice, 
and he said, "How many more credits do you need in 
order to qualify for your master's degree?" which I 
had already told him I wanted before I went on to any-
thing else. I told him that if I got four credits 
for a thesis, I didn't need any more—otherwise I 
was completely qualified. He said, "Well, that's 
fine. You go down and register in absentia for the 
next semester, but spend all of your time in the library." 

He had ordered for the previous semester that I 
spend every spare minute in the library, reading. 
Also he said that he wanted me to announce my candidacy 
for the doctorate. He hoped I wouldn't bother with 
getting a doctorate. He was against the idea. He 
felt people should be in the university for the purpose 
of learning something, and not for the purpose of 
getting either credits or degrees; but he said, "If 
you are advanced to candidacy for the doctorate, then 
you may have full stack privileges, and also I can 
give you a seminar room key." 

Bo I announced my candidacy for the doctorate, 
and I got my seminar room key and my access to the 
stacks, and my assignment by Professor Teggart was 
simply to go into the library and read everything 
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there oil the subject of sociology, everything. He 
said, "Go into the sociology alcove and read it all." 

Well, in two semesters I virtually accomplished 
that, but most of it I didn't do in the stacks, I did 
it in the seminar room. He arranged that any books 
I wanted should be taken off the library shelves and 
put on the shelves in the seminar room, to any extent 
that I wanted. I ultimately had some sixty books 
up there that I was using constantly, and which could 
not be removed from the library. The rule was that 
if somebody called for one of those books, the library 
attendant, finding that the book was on my shelves in 
the seminar room, might go and get it, unless I 
happened to be using it; the person who called for the 
book might use it in the library, but it did not 
circulate. It was my private book to all intents and 
purposes, so I was somewhat a highly favored graduate 
student. 

I wrote a thesis on method in sociology, which 
Teggart had suggested. I studied hard and I wrote 
extensively, but after I handed the thesis to him 
toward the end of the semester, he read it, called 
me in, and said that he wasn't accepting it, though 
it was a good history of sociology, and no history 
of sociology up to that time had been written. All 
of the books, oorokin, Bogardus, and the rest who 
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have done histories of sociology, have done them since. 
1 had perhaps twenty-five thousand words. I will grant 
that it wasn't a good history though Teggart said it 
was, hut it was the best that had been written up to 
that time. He also said, "It is far better than the 
average master's thesis, but it is not a contribution 
to the field, and I insist that all graduate student's 
theses and dissertations shall be definite contribu-
tions to the field." 

Well, of course, I was pretty much downcast and 
discouraged, but I picked myself up in a day or two. 
I knew that Teggart did his best to discourage people 
from taking advanced degrees—they could only get 
them almost over his dead body. He had told me once, 
"Well, now your work here should not extend beyond 
about two years, during which time you will take the 
necessary courses to find yourself and you'll do a 
lot of reading in the library, but if you hang around 
any longer, they'll keep you occupied doing nothing 
of much importance, and ultimately, they will give 
you a Ph.D. Por God's sake, get off the campus and 
avoid that disaster." 

3o, without feeling any resentment against 
Teggart whatsoever, other than to feel that he might 
have given me a little closer supervision and warned 
me, I prepared to leave. But I was worried about one 
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matter. I'd already applied to the Graduate Division 
for consideration for any teaching appointment that 
might come up. In those days, colleges and universities 
who wished to employ someone from the University of 
California applied not to the appointment office, 
hut to the Dean of the Graduate Division. Almost 
immediately, they told me they had sent my recommenda-
tions to Pacific University in Forest Grove, Oregon, 
a place I'd never heard of, and they said, "We're 
virtually certain you will get the appointment, 
because your recommendations from Professor Teggart 
and from the others under whom you have worked are 
excellent." 

Sure enough, I got a very prompt letter from the 
president of Pacific University telling me that they 
were offering me two thousand dollars a year, which 
was a dream of a salary at that time. It was two 
hundred dollars a year better than our instructors 
at Berkeley were getting In those days, and far more 
money than I had expected to earn for a long time. 
I had to reply that I would be glad to come, but that 
I would not be able to bring my M.A. degree with me, 
that that had been postponed for a time, but I hoped 
to complete work for it within a year or two. The 
president replied by wire, "We want you and hope you 
accept regardless of your degree." He later wrote to 
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me that he, as a sociology man. himself, hoped that I 
would continue my studies in sociology, and that he 
would be glad to discuss them with me from time to 
time while I was on his faculty. So all that was 
settled. 

I was completely worn out. X had worked very 
hard in the drugstore, full time during that second 
semester, and full time in a drugstore in those days 
meant nine hours a day. I was putting in half a 
day at the university, and I was working nine hours 
a day in the drugstore. So I went down to Montara 
for the summer, where my wife had already preceded 
me with her father and mother, goiiqg there for her 
father's health. 

Montara is on the ocean side of the San Francisco 
peninsula, about twenty-five miles south of San 
Francisco, hut separated from the city and from the 
bay side by a considerable range of mountains, the 
northern extension of the Coast Range which runs up 
there and terminates in Mount Montara, a peak of 
perhaps two thousand feet. It stands right up above 
this little coastal village. It's a rocky coast with 
very little beach, but is a picturesque area from 
Montara on southward, past Moss Beach and Half Moon Bay. 
Clear on down is the greatest artichoke raising region 
in the world, I believe. Virtually all of the artichokes 
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in the United States come from that little district 
along the coast. It's a region of sea fogs, and 
very cold all through the summer, very few warm days. 

I enjoyed it. I relaxed; I had nothing to do hut 
go my own way with a good deal of freedom that summer. 
I took hooks along, though, and I obtained books from 
the State Library, and by advice of Professor Teggart 
I read John Stuart Mill's System of Logic, which I 
desperately needed. I didn't know I needed it until 
I started reading it, but my ideas of logic were very 
vague, despite all of my debating experience. 

I spent much of the summer picking the wild 
strawberries that grow along the sea cliffs there. 
They're little tiny things about the size of sin old-
fashioned shoe button, but one little wild strawberry 
contains more flavor than a whole box of our highly 
cultured giant strawberries. I sometimes would spend 
a whole afternoon out on the sea cliffs by myself, 
picking these wild strawberries, and come home with 
perhaps only a quart of them; but I enjoyed it, and 
it was so much to the good. Later, as the summer 
advanced, I found wild blackberries, quite an abundance 
of them. 

Montara being a remote and isolated community 
at that time, the only road reaching it was a macadamized 
road that wound up the hills from San Prancisco and 
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down the other side, a most hazardous road to travel, 
and very little traveled. Now, I regret to say, 
there's a fine highway which runs right through Montara, 
follows the old narrow-gauge railroad right-of-way, 
and booms right into San Francisco at sea level. It 
really was a hazardous trip, winding around over those 
hills. I remember coming down from San Francisco one 
time with a bus driver. (We didn't call him a bus 
driver. He was a stage driver.) I was sitting up 
in the front seat with him, and as we whirled around 
one of these curves, he looked off the cliff into the 
depths about a thousand feet below and remarked, "You 
could sure go to hell in a hanging basket if you 
went off there, couldn't you?" I think he was doing 
about forty miles an hour, and that was in the days 
of rather hazardous vehicles, too. 

I had one interesting experience at Montara that 
I'm a bit proud of. I commenced to prospect the 
environs, and soon discovered a young coast redwood 
tree, perhaps it was fifteen or twenty feet high, 
surrounded by what had once been a whitewashed picket 
fence. It was by the channel of a dry creek, about 
a mile back from the beach, and close to the crossroads 
of two country byways. There was a sign nailed to 
the fence, but the lettering was almost completely 
obliterated—I made out the name Portola and also the 
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name Joaquin Miller on it. I made some inquiries 
and finally was informed by one of the old inhabitants 
that the tree had been set there by Joaquin Miller 
as a memorial to the Portola expedition, and the 
reason for putting it there was that its location 
approximated the site of the Portola expedition's last 
camp; they had come that far, and then found their 
way blocked by Mount Montara. 

You know, the Portola expedition had been looking 
for Monterey. It had come northward trying to find 
Monterey, but they'd missed It somehow and they'd 
gotten clear past the site of what Is now Santa Cruz 
and had gone on up the coast until they knew they'd 
gone too far, and their path was blocked; so they 
camped there for a number of days and rested and hunted. 
From their camp location, a little party of men by 
order of Portola climbed Mount Montara one day, and 
from there they beheld for the first time San Francisco 
Bay spread out before them. It had been missed by 
Sir Francis Drake. He hadn't seen the Golden Gate 
probably because of San Francisco fog, and he had 
gone up, I believe, as far as a little bay about 
forty miles north of San Francisco which I've forgotten 
the name of. 

Dixon: Isn't it called Drake's Bay now? 
Story: It may be Drake's Bay. There is another name, though, 
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or possibly it's the name of the little town there. 
X remember it because Benson, the Indian, used to tell 
me that they made expeditions out to this bay to 
gather clam shells, from which they made wampum. I 
should remark that Benson was a wampum maker by trade, 
and he was an expert, so for any discussion of the 
economics of the Pomo Indians, he was an excellent 
informant because he was an Indian financier, so to 
speak. He told me how they made their wampum, gave 
me all the technique. The Pomo Indians were the best 
wampum makers in all Northern California: their wampum 
was traded as far north as the Klamath country, and 
specimens of it have been found well down into the 
San Joaquin Valley, traded from tribe to tribe because 
it was highly prized. 

The tree was in rather bad condition. It was 
still growing, but there were dead branches on it, 
and the area within the fence was completely overgrown 
with weeds, which were as high as the lower branches 
of the tree. The paint had almost completely dis-
appeared from the sign, and the whitewash was long 
gone from the fence. I decided that something should 
be done about it, and not having any other solution, 
that I should be the one to do it. 

By that time I had become acquainted with the 
most prominent resident of Montara, Mr. Harr Wagner, 
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who was a textbook publisher in San Francisco. He 
published school textbooks that were approved by the 
State of California and circulated throughout the 
State—I think it was simply called the Harr Wagner 
Publishing Company. He had a very nice home up at 
the foot of Mount Montara, a little above the town. 
I visited him several times and told him my ambition. 
He was enthusiastic about it. He said, "Well, if you 
want to put in your time cleaning up that place down 
there, I will supply the paint and the brushes," 
which he did. 

I probably worked a good hard week down there. 
I got all the weeds out, and I fertilized and culti-
vated the area, and I repainted the fence inside and 
out. Then I undertook to reletter the sign board. 
I couldn't exactly determine the original inscription, 
but I put on a new one that was at least as good and 
perhaps historically more accurate. I got the date 
on which Joaquin had set the tree, the dates of the 
Portola expedition, and the particular time of the 
year when they had been in that location. 

I wasn't up there again until about fifteen years 
ago, and I went down to see my tree. It's still 
there. The fence needs repainting and the sign needs 
relettering, but being on my vacation trip and having 
no opportunity to stop at the moment, I wasn't able 
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to do it. If I ever go back up there and it needs 
attention, I'll take care of it. 



CHAPTER XI 
TEACHING AT PACIFIC UNIVERSITY 

From Montara, I went "back to Berkeley for a day 
or two in August, and then went on to Forest Grove, 
Oregon, where I was appointed to the position of 
Professor of English and Journalism [in Pacific 
University.] This was late in August, 1921. 

Pacific University is the oldest institution of 
college rank on the Pacific Coast. It was founded in 
1849, the first classes being conducted in a log 
cabin built for a church, the site of which is marked 
on the hundred-and-fifty-acre campus by a petrified 
log that somebody set up with a bronze tablet on it. 

It was a small college with about two hundred 
students, perhaps fifty more in the conservatory of 
music. I think there were twenty-four on the faculty, 
including three music teachers. The president was 
Robert Fry Clark from Oberlin College. The dean of 
the faculty was Dr. Henry Liberty Bates, Doctor of 
Divinity. The Dean of Women was Mary Frances Farnham, 
a Doctor of Letters from Mount Holyoke. Dr. Farnham, 
by the way, was a very scholarly woman. Dr. Bates 
was an old Congregational minister. He taught 
philosophy and psychology and was a genial character 
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with some very fine academic standards, only his 
learning was just a hit obsolete, I would say, by 
about ttJrty years. 

As soon as I arrived, I wanted to read [John B.] 
Watson's Behaviorism, and I found they had it in their 
library. I mentioned it to Dr. Bates. Now, it was 
a fairly new book. He raised an eyebrow and said, 
"Well, I'm not acquainted with that book." 

I said, "Oh, it's a very recent psychological 
sensation. I have taken it out and want to read it." 

He said, "Well, when you're finished with it, 
I'd like to read it myself." 

So I turned over Watson's Behavior!sm to Dr. 
Bates, and he was shocked—he was shocked almost 
speechless—and told me he didn't believe a word of 
it. He was all for speculative psychology, and for 
philosophical psychology, but when somebody came along 
who wanted to nail psychology down to scientific proce-
dure, he would have none of it. But as I say, he 
was a fine old gentleman, and excepting that his 
psychology and philosophy were somewhat out of date, 
I had nothing against him at all. 

Forest Grove was, and still is, a delightful 
small town. It is thirteen miles west of Portland, 
almost due west of Portland, and it is at the eastern 
base of the Coast Range, which lies between Forest Grove 
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and Tillamook. I would say that the distance between 
the two Is about forty miles, all mountains and forest 
and no towns at all, except maybe a few lumber camps. 
(Now, it's many years later, of course, and there 
might be some tiny villages.) There were no roads 
at all. I had an ambition, never satisfied, to go 
with a companion or two and hike through this vast 
forest of Douglas fir, then called the largest stand 
of Douglas fir in the world, and hike clear on out 
to the coast; but I never did it. I did penetrate 
the forest a number of times for a few miles. 

The name B'orest Grove strikes the ear as a bit 
peculiar until you understand that it Is a well-selected 
name. There is a kind of a peninsula of fir forest 
that runs down out of the mountains to the town site, 
and at about the apex of this peninsula is a grove 
of fine old oak trees, so Forest Grove was the name 
appropriately given. It is located In the Tualatin 
Valley, the Tualatin River being a tributary to the 
Willamette, which again is a tributary to the Columbia. 

I was charmed by the town at once. I was 
cordially received by the faculty members, by the 
townspeople, and by the students. Of course, this 
was before school opened, but at once I commenced to 
meet students who lived in the community, although 
many of them lived in other parts of Oregon and 
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Washington, and most of the faculty members were 
there when I arrived late in August. 

I think the very first week after X got there 
we entertained at Pacific University a meeting of the 
Oregon Conference of Independent Colleges, comprising 
about six or seven independent schools, most notable 
among them being Heed College. There was, of course, 
Pacific University; there was McMinnville College, 
located at the town of McMinnville, some ten or twelve 
miles southwest of Forest Grove; there was Pacific 
College, the Qpaker institution, which was at Newberg, 
Oregon; Albany College; and two or three others that 
I don't remember now. They constituted the Conference 
of Independent Colleges. Of course, the delegates were 
all there at Forest Grove, and we provided quarters 
for them, mostly, I believe, in the then unoccupied 
girls' dormitory, where I also had my quarters until 
school started and until I found a house for myself 
and my wife. 

My wife came on up to Pacific University with 
me, and they told her they would be glad to have her 
teach her special subject, which was oral expression, 
as it was then called, that being the next stage 
beyond the old-fashioned "elocution," and before we 
arrived at what is now merely called "speech." She 
had been quite well trained in that field of work. 
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I met the Reed College faculty, and was delighted 
to meet them, particularly President Richard Scholtz, 
a progressive, liberal, scholarly man, who was at 
the head of an institution of that character, staffed 
by men of the same sort as himself. If I remember 
correctly, he had the Universities of California and 
Wisconsin in his background, but he was also a Rhodes 
Scholar, a very impressive chap. He and his colleagues 
at Reed College made a brilliant contrast with the 
conservative, orthodox, and even fundamentalist 
religious attitudes of the representatives of the 
other colleges. Their educational standards were 
very high and exacting, as opposed to the rather 
narrow academic standards of the other schools. 

Immediately, the Reed men recognized me as a 
valuable ally planted in the enemies' camp, so to 
speak, and I say "enemy" almost advisedly, because 
In all meetings of the Conference of Independent 
Colleges, there was a sharp division in nearly every 
Issue that came up between the Reed men on one side 
and all the rest of them on the other side. However, 
that's another story. They found that I was still 
registered in absentia at the University of California 
and had a lot of research work to do for which I 
needed library facilities, and that the library 
facilities at Pacific University were utterly inadequate 
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for my purposes, I'd investigated the city library 
in Portland and found that it was very little better 
for my use, and they invited me to use the Reed 
College Library whenever I wanted to do so. I went 
over there frequently, and their library, although 
small, with perhaps not more than four or five thousand 
volumes, was excellently selected for genuine 
scholarly work. 

I don't know upon wfeiat basis Reed College is 
operated at the present time, but for a college man 
who's fanatical about standards in college and 
university education, It was, in those days, an ideal 
institution. It had been amply endowed by an elderly 
couple who lived In Portland, rather liberal in 
their views, I surmise; but at any rate, they'd set 
up the money and then considerately died, exercising 
no further supervision. They had put nothing in the 
terms of the endowment that restricted the thing, and 
the faculty took over and ran it to suit themselves. 
They had all the money they needed. They had beautiful 
buildings, excellent equipment, fine laboratories 
and library, and one of the most beautiful campuses 
I've ever seen anywhere. They had enough money that 
President Scholtz, I remember, brought the president 
of one of the northwestern state universities, Montana 
or North Dakota or somewhere like that, down to be 
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his professor of mathematics, and was able to pay him 
enough to make it interesting. It was really a 
remarkable faculty. 

Very soon I learned that early every year there 
was a shake-up. Soon after colleges started in the 
fall, there was a little shake-up in the student 
bodies of the freshman classes. Certain students would 
disappear who had enrolled. They would disappear, or 
perhaps, having spent their freshman year in one of 
the other colleges, they wouldn't come back for their 
sophomore year; and ultimately we would discover them 
on the Reed campus, doing well and enjoying themselves. 
Also, usually about the second month after school 
started, we would acquire a few additions, young 
people who found they couldn't make the grade at Reed 
College, so they would transfer out very promptly to 
Pacific University or Pacific College or McMinnville 
or Albany. By the way, McMinnville is now Linfield 
College. It changed its name the last year I was up 
there, having been very well endowed by a wealthy man 
by the name of Linfield, with the requirement that 
it change its name. 

Pacific University's facilities consisted, at 
that time, of the administration and classroom build-
ing, Marsh Hall, an old Ivy-covered brick building. 
Anybody who could see it from ten miles away could tell 
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it was a college of the old traditional type. The 
building perhaps even then was forty years old, I 
imagine having been built in the eighties or the 
nineties of last century, A similar building,.some-
what newer, was Herrick Hall, the girls' dormitory. 
There was the Carnegie Library of Forest Grove that 
the university had managed to get settled on the 
campus. It was open to the townspeople, but the 
town didn't know it, and they couldn't tell by the 
looks and the location of it but what it belonged 
to the university. It was virtually the university 
library, and the books that went into it were the 
books that the faculty wanted, for the most part. 
There was a town library right across the street 
from it in a little rented store building, and the 
townspeople thought that was the town library, not 
realizing that the library on campus had been established 
by the Andrew Carnegie Foundation for the town. The 
university had tricked the town out of it. There 
was one unfortunate thing about it. Its architecture 
did not fit with the rest of the campus: it looked 
like a Carnegie Library. You could go into it blind-
folded. Its arrangement on the inside and out were 
all typical Carnegie Library, and it stuck out like 
a sore thumb among the ivy-covered buildings. 

The most interesting building on the campus was 
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the oldest one. They called it the Science Building. 
It was an old "building, with hand-hewn timbers for 
the framework, and was one of the two original 
buildings on the campus, after the original log cabin 
had been removed. It was built by pioneers. The 
story was that they came there from miles around with 
their teams and wagons to build two college buildings. 
They built them in old New England colonial fashion— 
two-story buildings, each with a little cupola at 
the top, facing each other, perhaps seventy-five 
yards apart; they used hand-hewn timbers for the 
framework, but boarded them up on the outside with 
white weather boarding. One of the two had burned 
down years before. The other one was the Science 
Building. In it were the chemistry, physics, and 
biology laboratories, and a classroom. To me, it was 
the only beautiful building on the campus. The others 
were not eyesores exactly, but they were of no dis-
tinction whatsoever. I seemed to be the only person 
in the entire town or faculty who had any appreciation 
for it. I adored that beautiful old building. 

There was a gymnasium, painted a hideous yellow; 
and then of course we had an athletic field with 
bleachers—up in that part of the country, the 
bleachers were always covered over, because many a 
football game I watched In the pouring rain. They 
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never think of calling a game because of rain. If 
they did, they couldn't run the football season through. 

The institution was not extravagantly equipped, 
but I would say it was quite adequate for the type of 
thing it was trying to do, in the rather backward 
country that we then inhabited. 

The campus, I think, was originally three hundred 
acres, but half of It had been sold off at some time 
or another. It was in an oak grove of beautiful trees, 
with some fine old fir trees among them, and was a 
spacious and pleasant area, very close to the center 
of the town, only a block from the little business 
district. The library was inadequate and the 
laboratory facilities were Insufficient, but still, 
under a dedicated faculty, as indeed it had, it was 
capable of doing good work, especially now that four 
competent new professors had entered at the same time 
that I did; they brought new life and fresh enthusiasm 
and up-to-date scholarship into the college, and 
definitely strengthened its standards. 

At that time, we had a campaign on for funds for 
a new building and for addition to the endowment. I 
was assigned to public relations for the college, which 
they thought I could handle along with my position 
as professor of journalism. The college was nominally 
a Congregational!st institution, but it had been 
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virtually abandoned by the denomination, whose 
resources were almost monopolized in the northwest 
by Whitman College at Walla Walla, Washington. It 
was not a propitious time for fund raising, and the 
campaign was principally a failure. I think we may 
have added perhaps fifty thousand dollars to the 
endowment fund, and we got a very small amount of 
money to put in a building fund. Later somebody made 
a contribution that allowed them to put up a new 
building; but although bringing in very little money, 
we attracted enough attention throughout Oregon and 
southern Washington that we brought a new group of 
students into the school, including, of course, very 
importantly, some new football players. I want to 
say a word or two about them, later. 

I got the temper and the hospitality of the town 
as I set about buying furniture and equipment for a 
small four-room cottage that I had rented just a block 
from the campus. I didn't have much money, and as I 
went around looking for carpets and tables and a wood 
stove (wood, of course, because there was no gas and 
very little electricity available), whenever I'd 
hesitate, the merchant would say, "Well, now, don't 
hesitate because you may not have money enough to buy 
it right now. Just take it along and pay me when 
you can." It sounds like the installment plan, but 
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it wasn't that at all—they meant exactly what they 
said. They didn't say, "Make a small down payment 
and pay so much a month," and then give you a note 
to sign, which they would promptly sell to some 
financing organization; they meant take it along and 
pay when you can, exactly what they said. In fact, 
they were a little hit astonished when anybody wanted 
to pay them cash for anything. It was a friendly, 
simple arrangement, freely offered by merchants, with 
no ballyhoo and no interest payments on the remaining 
balance. They didn't expect any such thing. 

I remember going to the grocery store (we didn't 
have markets, we had grocery stores and meat markets), 
and after I had gone to the same store several times 
and bought what I wanted, one day the manager said, 
"Why do you always pay cash? Nobody pays cash around 
here. Let's put it on the bill." Then he added, 
"It might be inconvenient for you to pay it all up 
some month, and we carry over, at your convenience." 

I remarked one time to the president on how 
easy credit was up there, compared with anything I'd 
known in California, and he told me a little story 
about sending his salary check over to the bank one 
day with Dean Bates. He said that the dean had 
remarked, passing through the office, that he was 
going to go over to the bank, and the president said, 
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"Well, take my check along and deposit it, too." H© 
thought no more about it. He wrote up the deposit 

in his checkbook and assumed the money was in the bank. 
A week or two later, when he was in the bank one 

day, the vice-president said, "By the way, President 
Clark, did you know you were considerably overdrawn?" 

President Clark said, "Why, no." He didn't know 
he was overdrawn. There must be some mistake. He'd 
made his deposit, but he would look into it. Well, 
they were so indifferent about such matters up there 
that he didn't look into it for several days. When 
he happened to see Dean Bates he asked him, "Did you 
deposit my check?" and Dean Bates said, "Oh, yesl 
I deposited your check." So President Clark promptly 
dismissed it from his mind. 

It later turned out that Dean Bates had deposited 
it in the wrong bank. There were two banks in the 
town, and he did his banking at the other bank. 
President Clark told me that his bank carried him for 
three months, without raising any more question about 
it, until he finally got the thing straightened out, 
and it was just a joke in the town. Everybody laughed 
about it. Nobody charged any interest or any 
penalty whatsoever. 

One day, talking to Dr. Bates and to Dean Earnham 
about it, they said that that wasn't anything, that 
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one time back in the late nineties, when they had 
very hard times in Oregon, they drew no salary what-
soever for two years, but could cash their checks at 
the bank without any difficulty and without ever being 
charged a cent of interest. They just said, "Well, 
the college will pick up again, you'll get your salary 
some day, and in the meantime we want a college, so 
we'll carry you." That was all there was to it. 

In the summer of 1922, I was down in Berkeley for 
a short time when an emergency hit that was pretty 
serious and I needed money in a hurry. I wrote a 
letter to the bank in Forest Grove and asked them for 
two hundred dollars. I got it by return mail, with 
the note enclosed for me to sign and send back. Can 
you imagine anybody doing that today? Well, they 
knew I had a job. They knew who I was, and that 
was their way of doing business. I suspect I paid 
all of three percent interest on that note, and I 
didn't get it paid back for about two months. They 
were very easygoing and friendly. 

I was taken at once into the intellectual circle 
of the town. We had a once-a-month club, consisting 
of members of the college, the high school faculties 
(they had a very good little high school there in 
the town), the ministers of the Congregational and 
Methodist churches, and the three members of the staff 
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of the United States Department of Agriculture 
Experiment Station, which was located in Forest Grove. 
We had some very interesting meetings. There were 
also some professional people of the town, two or 
three lawyers and I think three physicians, who 
belonged to our little club of about fifty or sixty 
people, and we met at the homes of the members. 

I was also promptly taken into the businessmen's 
club in Forest Grove. It was something like our 
present-day service clubs—indeed, it turned into a 
Kiawanis Glub later on. It met once a week in the 
dining room of the one hotel in town. I was promptly 
put on the advertising committee. 

Here I want to get ahead of the story, because 
this gives the contrast between Oregon of that day 
and of today, and between Oregon of that day and 
California of any day since the Padres. I went to 
the first meeting of the advertising committee held 
in the office of one of the attorneys, and I found 
the principal business they had in hand was getting 
out a little publicity folder for the town. They'd 
been working on it for about five years. It was to 
be just a little thing, somewhat larger than a 
postcard, a folder of perhaps six pages. They'd had 
photographs made, and they'd had halftones made, and 
they had collected the information that they wanted 
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to put in the copy; and their meetings, for years, 
had heen entirely involved in discussing this monumental 
job of getting out this folder. 

They wanted to know if I could be of any assistance, 
and I said, "Oh, yes. I'm quite familiar with that 
kind of work. I'll be glad to get It out for you." 
That really took their breath, and I said, "It'll 
take about, oh, three or four weeks, maybe as much 
as two months." 

They were aghast, and they said, "Well, professor, 
we don't go quite that fast around here," 

Well, I looked over the material, and I think 
one day when I had a little leisure I edited and 
rewrote all of the copy in about an hour's time. Then 
I went down to look at their cuts, and found out that 
the halftones included pictures of several buildings 
that had since burned down or blown away, and some of 
the others were out of date because the buildings had 
been somewhat aLtered. One or two of them were street 
scenes that failed to include new buildings that had 
gone up. We had to redo some of the pictures; but 
within two months, I'm certain, much to the astonish-
ment of the entire community, we had several thousand 
of these things printed, and they went out in the 
mail. I saw to it that we got a mailing list together, 
and we sent them all over the United States, with 
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some very good response. 
Today, if the community were anything like it 

was then, and I were there, I would refuse to have 
anything to do with boosting it. Boosting it would 
spoil it. Although it was only thirty miles from a 
large city, it was isolated. There were two electric 
lines that ran into the town from Portland: one was 
the Southern Pacific that ran a loop around through 
Hillsboro, Forest Grove, McMinnville, and on to the 
south and back, perhaps a sixty or seventy mile 
circuit, which ran a few trains each way during the 
day; and the other was the Oregon Electric, with its 
line, as I remember, that ended at Forest Grove—good 
transportation of a sort. There was a paved road 
going into Portland, and it ran on down a few miles 
below, but some of the valleys close to Forest Grove, 
I remember particularly Cherry Valley, some six miles 
back into the mountains—why, it was almost a hillbilly 
community, a delightful place. People lived there, 
elderly people who had been born and grown up there 
and had seen their grandchildren and great-grandchildren 
grow up in Cherry Valley, and they didn't go any 
place, they didn't want to go any place, they saw no 
point in going any place. They had plenty to eat and 
plenty of wood to burn, and they raised enough crops 
to buy their clothing and their guns and their simple 
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farm machinery and maybe their Model-T Ford, and what 
more did anybody want? I would avoid anything that 
might destroy the uniqueness of that community, if 
I were up there today; but it was my business, at the 
time, to turn the wheels, and turn them I did, at a 
tempo that astounded the natives. 

The enrollments began in college early in September. 
I believe school opened about the middle of September, 
before the rains really set in. I had great fun 
determining for myself what classes I would teach. 
They said, "Offer some courses in written English and 
journalism, and we hope you have time for a speech 
class or two. We want you to coach debate; but how 
you teach and what you do is up to you, except that 
we must have a class in freshman English." I selected 
my own textbooks, and no one undertook to dictate 
anything. 

Dr. Farnham, who was Dean of Women and a delight-
ful old woman, a wonderful old scholar, was tremendously 
happy to be relieved of the burdens of teaching 
written English. I suspect she was in her seventies 
at the time, and it was getting a little bit difficult 
for her to handle the volume. Freshman composition, 
being a required course for graduation, but one that 
had not been given in the previous year, had been so 
incompetently offered in years prior to that, that 
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students had avoided it. I found I had on my hands 
ahout a hundred students enrolled for it, and, of 
course, no reader. I couldn't have gotten a reader 
for love nor money, because there wasn't one capable. 
I even had seniors taking freshman composition, 
because they'd not been able to get it before, and 
they had to have it in order to complete their require-
ments for graduation. 

My class was the largest in the college, and they 
gave me the largest classroom, which was jammed full. 
I had to teach them all in one class. It demanded 
that I apply the tricks of the trade to meet the bare 
necessities, especially when it came to reading and 
grading papers. It was a terrific burden. Actually, 
I relied much on my recollections of the methods used 
by Dr. Allen down in Whittier College—he was a pretty 
shrewd old man, and he knew how to teach, he knew 
how to manage classes. I let the papers accumulate 
for several weeks, and then I set up a series of 
conferences. I had each student come in for a fifteen-
minute conference with me. I selected the more 
important papers and I corrected them in front of 
him, telling him why I was making the correction and 
why I was giving the mark that I did. 

At once I found the students were attentive, 
cooperative, and responsive, with no disciplinary 
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problems whatsoever. I was taken by surprise once 
in a while. One of the interesting surprises was 
that the volunteer fire department of the town was 
largely made up of college boys. The fire station 
was right down in the business district. They had one 
fire truck and one man who was on the job all the time, 
and the boys were compensated for their service by 
being given quarters in the fire house, which had 
sleeping quarters and a kitchen. They received no 
money, but they were expected to answer alarms at any 
time of the day or night. Well, nobody had warned me. 
My classroom was on the ground floor of Marsh Hall, 
and one day early in the fall, I heard the fire alarm 
ring during freshman composition class. Half a dozen 
of the big boys jumped up, rushed to the windows, and 
jumped out. I thought, "Well, this place isn't on 
fire, why all the rush?" The other students commenced 
to laugh at my consternation, and explained that those 
hoys were the fire department and that it might happen 
any day. After that I was able to take it in my stride. 

In addition to freshman composition, I offered 
a class in advanced composition, a very small class 
of perhaps eight or ten students. I offered classes 
in beginning and advanced journalism, in speech, and 
in argumentation and debate. I think I was teaching 
some sixteen hours a week. It was almost a man-killing 
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load, considering that I was doing a little absentia 
work as a graduate student of the University of 
California at the same time; but I enjoyed every bit 
of it. I worked hard, and I feel today that I worked 
well. I think my work was extremely effective there. 

I was also scheduled to be available for directing 
student plays, in case 1 should be asked by the 
students to do so. (They were at liberty to shop 
around among the faculty members and get anyone 
available to coach their plays.) I made my journalism 
students my working staff for the college publicity 
program, with the help of the office staff. Î y debate 
students were the source of the college debate team 
material that I coached. 

In giving my opening lecture to my freshman 
composition class, I expressed my philosophy on 
college education, saying that I considered college 
education to be something that should be definitely 
on a higher level than secondary education, that it 
wasn't a continuation of high school. It was a clean 
break. They were in a different dimension of education 
now, and it was for those who were capable of meeting 
the challenge, not just for anybody who got out of 
high school, because I thought a large part of the 
people who got out of high school should go into farm-
ing or carpentry or plumbing or something else, and 
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that I would respect them as good workmen in those 
occupations, hut not as college students if they 
belonged some place else. I felt college should 
open new and possibly disturbing vistas to its students, 
and that if they had come from somewhat antiquated, 
obsolete backgrounds, they could expect to be shaken 
to the foundations in my college classes, and I hoped 
they would be in other college classes, as indeed 
they were. Some of these youngsters came from remote 
backwoods communities, strictly fundamentalist in 
their theology, and at least fifty years behind the 
times in their notions of literature, philosophy, 
science, and almost anything else you want to mention-
nice kids, but they were up against something when 
they came to college that they had never dreamed of, 
and that their parents had never dreamed of. I told 
them that as far as I was concerned, in my classes 
attendance was only nominally compulsory, but I also 
suggested that if they didn't attend with some 
regularity they might have trouble when it came to 
examination time. I also said I didn't care how or 
where a student learned to meet my requirements. If 
he could cut class throughout the semester and still 
pass the examination with flying colors, I would be 
very happy* In the fifth place, I said that when I 
gave grades, I was simply making my best guess at 
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the student's achievements and that my guess might 
readily he wrong, that I was a young teacher and a 
new one, and that I wasn't experienced in the business 
of giving grades. I said, "If by any chance you 
feel you should make an A and I give you a C, don't 
get excited about it. Just put it down that the 
professor has been mistaken, that's all. You will 
have learned the English, and that's what you came 
for, I trust. If you didn't come here to learn English, 
I suggest you leave right now, because you're taking 
up my time and the time of your fellow students." 

Well, the students were amazed and also amused, 
but they reacted well to my philosophy, somewhat to 
the consternation of the rest of the faculty. We had 
one boy who was a veteran of the Marine Corps in 
World War I who had been wounded in action in France. 
He lasted about six weeks or two months in college. 
I saw immediately that he had no background. He 
wasn't prepared for college education. If he had any 
high school work at all, it had been very poor. He 
was a nice kid and I liked him, but he commenced to 
be irregular in his attendance, and after a few weeks, 
we didn't see him any more. I remember some of the 
other faculty members regretting that he had disappeared 
and wondering what had happened. 

Once in a while I would see him down on the street, 
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somewhere. The following spring he stopped me one 
pleasant morning, and he said, "I understand you're 
interested in Indians and Indian lore of this part 
of the country." 

I said, "Yes. I'd been wondering if there wasn't 
something that could be turned up around here." 

"Well," he said, "I know of a place that some 
people say is an Indian mound. I'd like to take you 
out there in my car one of these days." 

So I went out with him one Saturday, and it took 
only a few minutes to determine that it wasn't an 
Indian mound. It was just a natural hill, but we had 
a very pleasant expedition and a nice morning. As we 
came back, he said, "Professor, have you ever wondered 
why I left college?" 

I said, "Yes, I wondered why you dropped out, 
and I know some of the other faculty members were 
quite unhappy about it." I said, "You're working 
in a butcher shop, aren't you?" 

He said, "Yes, I'm learning the trade. I'm 
doing very well and I enjoy it. I want to be a 
butcher, a good butcher. Some of the other faculty 
members, including the president, tried to talk me 
into coming back to college, but I'm not going, and 
it' s all the fault of that lecture you gave us in 
freshman composition. I thought it over and decided 
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I didn't belong in college, that I ought to find a 
trade where I'd be much happier." 

So I got through to him, and he dropped out, 
and he thanked me for it. He said, "I'll always be 
grateful to you for getting me out of college. I 
would never have been any use to anyone there, and 
I'm going to be a good butcher." 

Early results in the class showed that many had 
poor high school preparation, and I learned that many 
of them came from one-teacher high schools throughout 
eastern Oregon and western Oregon. Usually the high 
school and the elementary school in those districts 
were combined. The high school teacher was the 
school superintendent, and usually he had two elementary 
teachers teaching the grades, while he taught all of 
the high school subjects that were taught. In 
California, they couldn't have qualified for high 
school certificates at all, not on any basis. They 
may have been very earnest, hard-working teachers, 
but they themselves were poorly prepared. 

I had to set up a coaching section for my fresh-
man English. We met twice a week at four o'clock in 
the afternoon. It was voluntary, but I told them, 
"A lot of you people are not going to pass unless 
you do some extra work around here, and I will offer 
you coaching that will start right down at the 
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fundamentals of grammar and spelling. We'll do it 
until I find most of you catching up to what I think 
a poor college student ought to do, until, with a 
clear conscience, I can pass you with a low grade." 

liy class was well attended. I think in the very 
first sessions thirty or forty of them came, out of 
the hundred. It was properly called "by them the 
"bone-head division," and it became known to the whole 
faculty that I was running a bone-head English class, 
voluntarily. I was considerably congratulated by 
the president and by other faculty members for under-
taking it, considering the heavy load I was carrying 
in any case. 

That fall the freshmen asked me to direct their 
freshmen play, saying they didn't know anything about 
plays and would I also select it. With my wife's 
assistance I undertook It, and we selected Jerome K. 
Jerome's Eanny and thft Servant Problem* which had 
recently been a popular Broadway play and had done 
very well in London. It was the most aspiring 
dramatic production that had ever been undertaken 
at Pacific University. It was the first time anyone 
had ever proposed that they put on a play for which 
they would have to pay a royalty—I think we paid 
twenty-five dollars to put that on, for one night. 
The whole college and the whole town was frightened 
at the idea, but I went to work on it. 
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I found the stage equipment was entirely too 
limited. The stage, which was simply the college 
chapel platform with no curtain, was utterly impossible. 
It wasn't half large enough, so I took drastic measures 
there. I rounded up the boys of the class and told 
them they were going to have to build me an enlarge-
ment to the stage, and it would have to be one that 
could be removed when we were through with it and 
that could be set up the day of the play. It was a 
series of portable platforms that they simply moved 
right up to the chapel platform, and which more than 
doubled the size of it. Then we actually built a 
portable proscenium arch and provided dressing rooms 
behind it. 

The class volunteered to undertake the financial 
load of the thing. Of course, we got all the credit 
we needed from the merchants for lumber and hardware 
and wiring and electrical equipment. We couldn't 
possibly have passed building code requirements of any 
municipality I ever heard of, and it frightens me 
today to think of the crude, but effective, methods 
we used for handling the lights, because I insisted 
on installing a complete floodlighting and foot-
lighting system. 

wife planned to cooperate, but she did so 
only nominally, because she was an utterly impractical 
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agreed to disagree and she actually dropped out, 
except for once in a while when she would come over 
as the rehearsals proceeded, just to give me personally 
some little suggestion on whether or not their 
enunciation was distinct. 

That's one thing I insisted upon. I said, "When 
you whisper, I want that whisper so clearly articulated 
that it can he heard in the last row in the balcony." 
Today, when I go to plays staged by professional actors, 
I am wrathful at the outrageous, indistinct, slovenly 
articulation that I hear, I wish I could get hold 
of some of those professional actors and wring their 
necks. They are accustomed to public address systems, 
end I'm accustomed to the naked voice, you might say, 
with no mechanics intervening between the speaker 
and the audience. I got my students, believe it or 
not, so they could enunciate and direct their voices 
so that they could be heard all over the room, and 
they knew they could, because during rehearsals I 
would say, "Now, I'm going up into the balcony clear 
back in that far corner, and you're going to catch it 
if you don't make me hear." 

Well, we advertised the play extensively, and 
it was produced successfully. It was letter perfect, 
in the lines. I had a prompter there, and she didn't 
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have to utter a syllable. It was excellently acted. 
Now, when you're dealing with novices, you don't 
select them for their acting ability, because they 
don't have any. You try to find somebody who approxi-
mates the type that the playwright has written into 
the play, somebody who without too much remaking, 
just acting naturally, can do the part. 

The community was astonished at the scenic and 
the lighting effects, the costuming and the make-up. 
For the costuming and make-up, of course, I went to 
Portland and found two very good costuming houses 
where I rented the costumes, or otherwise found people 
who could supply them. 

I had two wealthy girls in my freshman class, 
beautiful girls, from a fine Portland home, who had 
been to private secondary school and were well pre-
pared for college work. They had tried out for the 
lead, but I couldn't fit them in—they were just almost 
too good, and weren't quite the somewhat stupid type 
that I needed for Fanny and the Servant Problem. 
Fanny, as I remember, is a former chorus girl, who 
was pretty sharp, and a very honest, capable girl, 
but by no means brilliant, and when she tackled a 
servant problem and found she was being taken by her 
new husband to his estate, where her own uncle was 
the butler and the head of the servants, she was up 
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against a real problem. There were some difficulties 
between her and her uncle before he learned who was 
boss, and it wasn't he, and there were some difficulties 
before she learned who was boss of the servants, and 
it wasn't she. That was the general plot of the play. 
Of course, it all works out happily. 

In desperation, having selected the girl to 
play the lead, I took these two girls aside and asked 
them if they wouldn't serve as assistants in wardrobe 
and make-up. The girl I had selected for the lead 
was an innocent beauty, a bit dull, a bit stupid, but 
she could play the part better than anyone else in 
the class. Still I had to worry about how she would 
appear on the stage. She was the only child of parents 
who must have been past middle age when she was born. 
They were very tightlaced people, very prim, and they 
had almost chaperoned the life out of this kid. 
She didn't know how to dress. She didn't know any-
thing about make-up. She didn't use any, so far as 
I could ever observe—and yet behind the kind of 
footlights that I was planning, I needed proper 
make-up and I needed adequate costuming, so I turned 
it over to these girls. 

They cooperated beautifully, and at once they 
commenced to plot what they were going to do to this 
youngster. They were going to invite her into Portland 
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on the morning before the play to have lunch with 
them, at their home, and then they were going to 
shanghai her down to a beauty parlor, the insides 
of which establishment she had never seen in her life 
before, and they were going to see to it that she was 
given the works. Then they were going to bring her 
out in their car to the university and see to it that 
she was properly dressed. She was really a knockout 
when she walked on the stage. The results were such 
that her parents were almost shocked to death, but 
the students and the townspeople were delighted with 
my lead. The play was a financial success, and the 
audience felt that it had its money's worth in genuine 
entertainment. 

There were three sororities in Pacific University 
at that time, the Philomathian, Kappa Delta, and 
Theta Fu. There were two fraternities, one of which 
was Gamma Sigma, founded in 1863. It Is still in 
existence and it is the oldest fraternity of any 
kind on the Pacific coast. Of course, it had no 
national affiliations: it was strictly a one-campus 
institution. The other fraternity, into which I was 
taken as an honorary member, was Alpha Zeta, founded 
in the early '70's. After some years of inactivity 
through the '90's it was reorganized in 1901, so it 
was already twenty years old when I went to Pacific 
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University. The two fraternities had about thirty 
members each. Each had several faculty members. 

Actually all the fraternities and the sororities 
were really literary societies. They met once a week, 
all on the same night that was set aside for them, 
and they put on good programs. The Alpha Zeta pro-
grams, which I usually attended along with other 
faculty members who were honoraries in the fraternity, 
started with some of the sharpest parliamentary drills 
that I've ever seen. They lasted for about fifteen 
minutes, and those boys really were expert. It was 
a competition among them to see which one could catch 
the other up, and when he caught the other one in a 
mistake, then he took the chair and stayed there 
until he was caught. Sometimes they would catch the 
acting chairman in his very first ruling; other times 
he might last the whole evening without their catch-
ing him, and they would use every imaginable trick 
of parliamentary procedure. It was really a remarkable 
undertaking, and the other societies had something of 
the same kind of activity. 

It was, for me, a moderately successful year in 
forensic activities. The annual oratorical inter-
collegiate contest went to Heed College, as usual. 
All of the schools more or less conceded that Reed 
would take first place, so they really competed among 
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themselves for second place. My speaker got second 
place, which was as high as could he expected under 
the circumstances. 

In the spring, as part of my public relations 
activities I launched a speakers' bureau consisting 
of faculty members who volunteered to undertake 
lectures as they might be invited to speak in various 
places. I sent circular letters out to all of the 
high schools of the state and some in southern Washing-
ton. My speakers' bureau was immediately busy sending 
faculty out to high schools for commencement exercises, 
some of which, as I've already described, were single-
teacher high schools, and many of them very remote, 
far out on the eastern side of Oregon or Washington, 
often at considerable distances from a railroad, so 
that my speakers had to go to the closest station 
and then by stage maybe for fifty to sixty miles. 

I went myself that spring to Grass Valley, which 
was then on a line that ran directly south from the 
Columbia River. It went from a little tiny village, 
only three or four houses and a railroad station, 
called Biggs, on the banks of the Columbia, and it ran 
south for some seventy miles, terminating at the 
frontier and passing through the little town of 
Grass Valley, which I think had two high school 
teachers. I was also invited to the small town of 
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Banks, Oregon, not very far away from Forest Grove, 
perhaps twenty miles distant. I believe I had to 
arrange my own transportation out there, because 
there was no railroad to Banks at that time, as I 
remember. 

It was a beautiful spring, but I had not found 
the Oregon winter unpleasant, despite the continuous 
rains that began about the middle of November and 
continued until perhaps the first of May. Sometimes 
it rained the whole week long. Unlike my experience 
as a conscientious objector in Washington, though, 
I was now amid pleasant, congenial surroundings. I 
had made my mind up before going to Oregon that sinqe 
people did exist up there who seemed to like it, I 
was going to like it. I was going to learn to like 
it, and I found it was not difficult, under the 
circumstances. 

In the summer of 1922, I came back to California, 
stopping at Berkeley to see Professor Teggart, as I 
was still a student in absentia in the University of 
California. Then I came on down to Los Angeles to sed 
my parents for the first time in a year and a half. 
I drove a car, the first car I ever owned. I had 
never learned to drive a car, never had any occasion 
to drive a car before. I bought it and later found 
out it was a sad mistake: it was an old Overland, a 
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used car, and of course the speedometer had heen set 
hack} hut it was painted within an inch of its life, 
and the paint, I think, held it together until after 
I hought it, We had fabric tires, and between Forest 
Grove and San Francisco (I'm going to guess) there 
wasn't altogether fifty miles of paved highway. It 
was a very tough journey, especially for an 
inexperienced driver who is to this day a poor mechanic. 
I had tire trouble virtually every day. We had the 
old fabric tires, and coming over the Siskiyous, there 
was no paved highway at all, just rough roads. To 
make it worse, they were putting in a new highway 
through one section, and I traveled for some twenty 
or thirty miles, dodging stumps of trees that had 
been cut down. They let cars go through, but It was 
a hazardous and a nerve-racking experience. 

I got down into the Sacramento Valley, and I 
drove it in the daytime. I had never traveled the 
Sacramento Valley in summer before, and while I knew 
it was hot, I didn't know how hot it was. The 
temperature was between a hundred and fifteen and 
a hundred and twenty in the shade, and I had almost 
more trouble than I could manage during that desperate 
day. Ity wife was with me. She stayed in Berkeley, 
with friends. She didn't want to come on to Los 
Angeles until later, but I was eager to see my parents, 
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so I drove on down to Los Angeles, I think it took 
me three days from Berkeley to Los Angeles, and It 
was a hard drive, because the coast highway wasn't in 
at all—they were preparing it. I had engine trouble 
and I had tire trouble. 

Dixon: Was this one of the old Overlands with the side 
curtains? 

Story: Yes, an old Overland with side curtains and—oh, I 
can't remember all of the faulty mechanisms that it 
possessed, but it was a horrible thing. 

I finally reached Bellflower. My parents didn't 
know just when to expect me. I was tired and I was 
dust-covered and I was a wreck. Just as I drew up in 
front of the post office and saw my mother come out 
with the evening mail, my last tire blew up with a 
loud bang, and that put a finish to the trip. However, 
I got the car fixed up and drove around Southern 
California a little bit to see people that I knew. 
My wife joined me after about a week. 

Soon we felt it was necessary to get on the way 
back, and then came a discouraging experience. I 
got through Los Angeles all right, and I remember I 
headed Qorth on V/estern Avenue. Just at Sunset 
Boulevard, I made a left turn, only to have a police-
man stop me and say, "Weren't you watching my signals?" 

I said, "Ho. The last time I was on Western 
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and Sunset Boulevards, it was way out in the country, 
and I would as soon expect to see a policeman in the 
middle of Death Valley as I would out here." 

He just laughed his head off, noticed I had an 
Oregon license plate, and said, "Drive on." 

I drove on until I was at about Sunset and Vine, 
somewhere along in there, and I started to turn the 
car, I think I was turning onto Gahuenga, when there 
was a loud bang and the car wouldn't operate any more. 
All I had done was break a rear axle, and when it was 
taken out and examined it was found that it was a won-
der it hadn't broken long before, it was so badly 
crystalized. 

I called my father and told him where I was 
leaving the car. I said, "Have somebody come and tow 
this piece of junk back. I'm taking a train tomorrow 
for San Francisco, and I'm not going to be bothered 
with this automobile. It cost me four hundred dollars 
and I still don't have it paid for, but I just don't 
want to see it any more at all." He assured me 
that he would take care of it, and I paid the towing 
bill. 

We got on the train the next morning and came 
on up to San Francisco and Berkeley to see friends 
there for a day or two. Being short of funds, I 
arranged passage back to Portland from San Francisco 
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on an old McCormack lumber schooner that carried 
perhaps twenty passengers. It was a filthy ship, 
badly managed. As soon as I saw it, I knew that I 
was going to be seasick. I felt that there wasn't 
any use sitting up, trying to pretend I was well and 
looking at the foggy coast which would probably be 
foggy all the way up, so I climbed in my berth and I 
stayed there. I think I got up once during the entire 
voyage, until we got to Astoria and the Columbia 
River. I do remember one time having the stateroom 
door open and looking out to seaward (we were on 
that side of the ship) and seeing a large school of 
whales playing and spouting just a short distance 
off, in plain sight despite the fog. I also recall 
that when we got to Astoria and started up the 
Columbia River, seeing that it was going to be full 
moonlight, I got up and dressed and went out on the 
afterdeck and sat there all night long in the moon-
light, just enjoying the quiet journey up the river. 
I think I sat there until three o'clock in the morning. 
I didn't need any sleep: I'd had more sleep than a 
chap my age needed in a month, and that part of the 
voyage I enjoyed. 

Dixon: How long did it take? 
Story: I think it took us three or four days from San 

Francisco to Portland on this slow old lumber boat. 
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It was an old ship. It was not properly equipped 
for carrying passengers, although apparently they'd 
always made a little money carrying passengers. Even 
the train trip between San Francisco and Portland 
was long in those days, and the difference in fare 
was quite sufficient to attract some people. Those 
ships that made that lumber run nearly always had a 
full load of passengers, all they could take. 

At Pacific University in September I had much 
the same courses to teach that I had undertaken before, 
except that to vary the program a little for my own 
satisfaction I added an evening class in anthropology. 
I remember, though, that the evenings were so long 
in that part of the world until after the end of 
September that our first class meetings we usually 
held out on the campus under the trees. I had a 
good enrollment for this anthropology class. 

Also, a group of young townspeople led by a 
young woman attorney organized themselves into a 
class and induced me to come over and conduct a 
Course in creative writing. Another group of young 
businessmen in the town asked if I wouldn't give 
them a course in public speaking in my home one 
night a week. So there I was teaching three nights 
a week in addition to about fourteen hours a day. 
By invitation, I joined the staff of the University 
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of Oregon Extension Center in Portland to teach a 
class in ethnology one night a week. This was 
accomplished when, without my knowledge, one of the 
professors at Pacific University, Dr. Price, who was 
our professor of mathematics, an excellent man in 
his field, and a very fine chap all the way around, 
had recommended me to the University of Oregon 
Extension Center administrator. 

Then, not having enough to do to use up my 
spare time, I accepted an invitation to do literary 
reviews once a week for the Oregon Daily Journal, 
an excellent paper under the managing editorship of 
Donald Sterling. He died, I think, about ten years 
ago. He was a man of high repute in the newspaper 
world throughout the West, and I remember when he 
asked me to come in to talk to him about undertaking 
this work of developing a literary review column for 
them, he said, "Now, I give you completely free reign. 
Review anything you please and review it any way you 
wish, but I would like to suggest that you do not 
confine yourself to current books. There's many an 
old book that should be re-reviewed and brought to 
the public attention." 

I said, "Well, how about the dictionary?" 
He said} "Webster's Dictionary should be emphasized 

some time or another, and you may even review the Bible 
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if you wishl' He again insisted that now and then I 
should write a few paragraphs on some old hook that 
was forgotten or, at any rate, neglected. 

We had now at Pacific University a new president. 
President Rohert Fry Clark had been let out by the 
Board of Trustees at the end of the previous year, 
largely because of the failure of the endowment campaign. 
They felt that he was to blame for it. Well, President 
Clark was, indeed, a poor money raiser. He was a 
good teacher and a good administrator on an academic 
level, but when it came to raising money he was like 
myself, utterly disinterested and incompetent. 

As new president, they brought Dr. [W.C.J Weir 
down from Tacoma, I believe, where he had been 
secretary of the Chamber of Commerce. He was a man 
of the backslapping, booster type. I call him Dr. 
Weir, but he didn't have a doctor's degree when he 
was employed. I believe he did have a Master of 
Science degree from soma southern university; but he 
scurried out during the summer, to Nebraska, to some 
small college where a friend of his was president, 
and made a deal: if they would give him an honorary 
doctor's degree at their commencement, then he would 
return the favor to the president of that small 
college at Paolfic University a year or two later. 
Whether the deal was ever consummated, I don't know, 
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"but President IJeir got his honorary Doctor of Laws 
degree. 

Hr year's work was very much the same as before. 
We had a good football team and I developed a couple 
of fair debate teams. I do recall one special experience 
that had to do with the cbser relationship I was 
developing all the time with the students. (Indeed, 
as a teacher I always was more one of my own students 
than I was a "superior person." Even when I was 
teaching in high school, I ran with the kids far 
more than I did with the faculty members.) A football 
recruit came into my freshman English class. He was 
a big, husky, almost illiterate lumberjack that the 
coach had located somewhere back in the woods. He had 
gotten through some country high school several years 
before. I can't remember his name. He was of 
Swedish descent, just a big dumb Swede, as he called 
himself, and the boys called him that too. He didn't 
know anything about football, but he must have 
weighed about two hundred and twenty-five pounds, and 
every ounce of it was muscle. They had to teach him 
the game. They couldn't use him the first year, 
despite the fact that there were no restrictions on 
freshmen, because he just didn't understand football. 
So far as he could see, when the ball was snapped, 
it was his job to kill the fellow in front of him and 
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all that fellow's neighbors, if possible. They put 
him on the scrub team and they had to keep him on 
the bench a large part of the time because he kept 
the first team all crippled up, but he was perfectly 
innocent. 

He sat in my freshman English classes, listening 
with his mouth wide open in astonishment. Apparently 
a whole new world had opened up to this lad. He was 
taken into Alpha Zeta fraternity, and I saw him there. 
Alpha Zeta had a fraternity house by this time. They 
rented a big house over in the other part of town, and 
the boys mostly were living over there, this chap 
among them. Often I went over in the evening and sat 
before the huge fireplace and talked to the boys 
about all kinds of things. We had delightful bull 
sessions, but this lad just sat there and never said 
a word—his mouth hung open, and he listened and 
listened. 

Along toward the end of his freshman year, he 
commenced to show signs that he was waking up, that 
he was getting the idea. He remarked to me fend to 
his fraternity brothers that this was all new to him, 
but that it sounded awfully good. In later years, 
I found out that he had turned out to be a remarkable 
student a3 well as the most astonishing football 
player of all the colleges and universities in the 
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Northwest. He learned the game and he enjoyed it, 
hut he also became intellectually wide-awake and 
competent. 

I think it was early in the winter, during the 
Christmas holiday perhaps, that I was invited up to 
Bremerton, Washington, to participate in the Kitsap 
County Teachers* Institute. I was well paid and was 
happy to go up there, partly just to see the town. 
Bremerton is an interesting place; as you know, it 
is a Navy center, and I had pleasant assignments. I 
think I lectured every day for three days, and one 
day I know I lectured twice, because they wanted me 
to put on a literary lecture in addition to my lectur-
ing on the teaching of English. My literary subject 
was Mark Twain, which had been my specialty since 
boyhood, but it was the first time I'd ever attempted 
a real lecture on the subject. Later I prepared and 
I'm still giving, from time to time, three lectures 
on Mark Twain. 

During that school year I staged three play?, 
the last one being Th? Passing of the Third Floor Bac^, 
by Jerome K. Jerome. I believe Forbes Robertson had 
played in the lead on Broadway. I had seen it done 
at Whittier College, and I thought it was a tremendous 
play. I felt that if I could only find a lead for 
it, I could find all the other parts in the senior 
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class, and I couldn't think of any other play that 
I wanted to put on. Veil, just after Christmas vacation, 
in January, the senior class suddenly acquired two 
recruits, fine-looking chaps and good students, who 
had heen ousted in their senior year from McMinnville 
College because they had been seen by the president 
smoking cigarettes—they weren't smoking on the campus, 
but in the town, some place, or on the street. 

Now, we weren't that strict at Whittier. Smoking 
on the campus was forbidden, but my chum, Joe Nichols, 
was an inveterate pipe smoker, and often, after 
classes were over, I'd walk down the hill from the 
college with him. He would fill his pipe as he was 
going down through the campus, and when he got to the 
street line, he would stop, and I knew what that 
meant. I would just hold one foot handy so he could 
scratch his match on the sole of my shoe, and he'd go 
off down the street, puffing away. Nobody ever made 
any suggestion that there was anything wrong about that. 

At Pacific University, we did not allow students 
to smoke on the campus, but they could smoke any 
place else they pleased, and, indeed, a number of the 
faculty members smoked. 

Well, in chapel one morning, early in January, 
I sat there pondering the senior class down before me, 
wondering how in the world I was going to get a cast 
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to play The Passing of the Third Floor Back, and my 
eye fell on one of these hoys. I was "barely acquainted 
with him, but my problem was solved. He would play 
the lead magnificently. He just looked the part, 
tall and handsome, and I knew he was intelligent. 
The other members of the cast I found without diffi-
culty. We had a wonderful stage set, and I worked 
hard on it. 

I only had one real difficulty. I had to put on 
the dress rehearsal two nights before the final 
performance, because the next night I was due down at 
Shaniko, Oregon, below Grass Valley, in that same 
part of Eastern Oregon, to give a commencement address. 
One of my former students, a boy who had graduated 
the year before, was principal of the high school in 
Shaniko. He was the principal and the whole faculty, 
all in himself. It amused me because he'd also been 
in my bone-head English division the year before, 
but he was an awfully nice kid. He wrote to me, just 
begging me to manage to get there somehow. I wrote 
back and said, "On one condition I can make it: 
that somehow you get me out of Shaniko to a train so 
I can get back to Portland the next morning to pick 
up some costumes and get on out in time to make the 
final check-up for our production." 

So, I went to Shaniko. It was an all-day journey 
from Portland to Shaniko. I think we had to lay 
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over an hour in Biggs, and then take the train clear 
on down to this picturesque frontier town, for thatfs 
exactly what it was. We were south of the wheat 
fields for the most part, and beyond that, there were 
just open plains and desert and stock raising, with 
cowboys roaming the streets—it was really the wild 
frontier. There was a little two-room school house, 
with one room for the elementaries and the other for 
the four high-school years. 

The whole countryside turned out for that commence-
ment. I believe we had three or four graduates from 
the high school in the class. The room was lighted 
by a single gasoline lamp, the kind that worked under 
air pressure and with a gas mantle that threw a 
brilliant light, an Aladdin type. The janitor had 
forgotten to fill the lamp, and in the midst of my 
address, we were in pitch darkness. Well, I was 
speaking from notes which I had made on the train 
going down to Shaniko, and I was stopped until I got 
some light. The president of the Board of Trustees 
of the school ran across the street to his own home 
and brought a lamp back, and we continued with the 
ceremonies, with me remarking that I had often put 
an audience to sleep, but that this was the first 
time I'd ever put a light out with my lecture. 

Then the president of the Board, himself, saw 
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to it that I caught a train. There was no train hack 
from Shaniko that night. There was only one train a 
day each way—it was the same train: it went up in 
the morning from Shaniko to Biggs, and then returned 
in the afternoon} and so there was no way of getting 
out of Shaniko except to go across some forty miles 
to another line that paralleled it. So we made a 
night trip across the plains of eastern Oregon in 
pitch darkness and, of course, in a hurry, because 
my coachman wanted to get me landed in the little 
town of Maupin, over on the other line, and get back 
home. 

It was a chilly night. He dropped me off at the 
station at Maupin. I couldn't see what kind of a 
town it was. It was very cold outside. I went in and 
found a coal-burning stove, almost red-hot, a dim 
coal kerosene lamp burning, and nobody else there. 
The station agent had long since gone to bed, and I 
stayed there until I felt I was getting too drowsy. 
It was too dark to read. The light was too dim. The 
train wasn't to come until something after one in the 
morning, and I was afraid to fall asleep for fear it 
would arrive and go and leave me. So I stepped out-
side. It was cold and I couldn't see anything—some-
where I could hear a mountain torrent roaring over 
the boulders, and I was afraid if I walked too much, 
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I might tumble into it and he swept away. 
It was pioneering, indeed, hut finally my train 

came. I had fallen asleep in spite of myself, but 
the brakeman got off and came in the station to see 
if by any chance anybody was there, and I was, 
indeed, there. He woke me up and asked if I wanted 
that train, and I said I certainly did. I scrambled 
aboard, having no ticket, no reservations; but I 
asked the porter if he had a lower berth anywhere, 
and he said, "Yes, Suh, I have," and I paid him and 
tumbled into it. I didn't know a thing until seven 
o'clock the next morning, when we were rolled into 
the station in Portland, and I hadn't even dressed yetl 

I picked up the costumes and got on out to the 
school, and that night we had another wonderful 
performance. Those kids did beautifully, and as soon 
as the curtain was drawn on the last scene, the 
Professor of Education just brushed everybody aside 
and came back and put his arm around me, and said, 
"Story, this town is going to remember you. You've 
done a wonderful thing, and I hope that they always 
regret that you have resigned and are not coming back 
next year," for I had resigned. I did not want to 
stand for re-election. I felt that I ought to get 
aWay from English teaching and back to my own subject, 
if I could. Besides, I think my innate radicalism was 
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commencing to show. I was not happy with President 
Weir, and I knew he wasn't too happy with me. He 
remained friendly on the surface, and there's a 
pretty good possibility I could have been re-elected 
fbr another year, but I was afraid that probably I 
would be fired before the end of the year. I wanted 
to get to something else. 

I rather hoped that I might find a teaching 
position somewhere in Oregon. I even thought of 
undertaking one of the one-man high schools way out 
in the woods somewhere. Two different places I had 
in mind that I thought I would enjoy, but there were 
some certification complications. I could have 
handled them, I think, but I didn't want to undergo 
the trouble. 

I should remark that I spoke at Woodland, Wash-
ington, at their commencement exercise, which is just 
across the Columbia River from Oregon, perhaps thirty 
or forty miles north of Portland, and a town of 
perhaps two or three thousand population. They had 
a graduating class of twelve or fifteen youngsters. 
After I'd been back in California a year, I got a 
letter forwarded to me from Porest Grove, with the 
postmark, Woodland, Washington. I opened the letter 
and found that they did not know that I'd left Pacific 
University, and they were inviting me back for a 
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second successive year, to give the commencement 
address. Of course, I couldn't go from Los Angelesl 
For the most part they only paid expenses. I don't 
remember that I ever collected a dollar. Indeed, in 
my speakers' bureau plan, we offered our services 
free, or for expenses only. 

I had some difficulty getting back from Woodland 
the next day. There wasn't any train coming from 
Seattle down to Portland for a number of hours, and 
I didn't want to be stranded in that little town. 
I'd seen all of it in a matter of half an hour, so I 
got some kind of a launch to take me across the 
Columbia to a little town on the Oregon side where I 
knew I could get a train. 

On July 2, 1923, shortly after the close of 
school, Verne Bright and I climbed Mount Hood. Verne 
Bright was one of my students, but he was two or three 
years older than I was. He had been out of school 
for a number of years, and he had started with me as 
a freshman, in my first year at Pacific University, 
although he was already an experienced free-lance 
writer. He had sold articles and poems to eastern 
magazines, but he needed a lot of finishing, and 
aside from his own self-education, he had almost 
nothing of history or science or psychology or 
philosophy, and he was eager to get it. He managed 
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to get himself to Pacific University, which was not 
too far from his home town. He was an orphan, hy 
the way, and living with a family in one of the 
nearby towns. I suspect he was around twenty-eight 
or twenty-nine years of age when he entered college 
as a freshman, but he was an excellent student and 
worked hard and we became very fast friends. 

I wanted to climb Mount Hood and mentioned it 
to him one day. He said that he'd always wanted to 
climb Mount Hood, too, so why didn't we go together? 
That was an experience that I won't go into, except 
to remark that in those days you went up on a mountain 
road to a resort, and then packed in perhaps two or 
three miles on up the mountain slope to a guide's 
camp which at that time of the year hadn't been 
opened, though we could get into it. The snow was so 
deep there that it covered the whole first floor. It 
had a loft and we climbed into it, and from the loft 
down into the first floor. 

The next morning we started to climb. In those 
days, and I presume today, the forest service 
strings cables up over the glacier, driven into the 
ice with iron stakes which climbers can hang onto. 
But they always strung the cables after the Fourth of 
July, and we were there on the second of July, so we 
had to cut steps in the ice. It was an exhilarating 
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experience, but we were not wise to that kind of climbing. 
I came back snow-blind, and had a tough time for 

about a week. I didn't know what was the matter with 
me. I couldn't get my eyes open. They were swollen 
shut. I telephoned to an oculist In Portland, who 
had given me some attention for glasses, and asked 
him what to do. I said, "What is this?" and he laughed 
and said, "Oh, you'll recover your sight in a day or 
two. Just go to bed and have hot boric acid packs 
put on your eyes every fifteen minutes." 

I was In agony, and my face was burned like no 
sunburn that I ever saw. I peeled like an onion. It 
was agony for two or three days, but I don't remember 
much of that now. I only remember the exhilaration 
of standing on the top of Mount Hood and being able 
to see Mount Baker and the mountains to the north 
and Mount Jefferson to the south. It was a wonderful 
day, but it was the bright sunshine that did me in. 

During that summer, starting about the middle 
of July, we had a summer session at Seaside, Oregon. 
It was a project of the faculty alone. I believe, 
Dean Bates and the professor of education, President 
Weir, and two or three others went down and we con-
ducted the summer session at Seaside, deliberately 
planning that it should be a paid vacation—we would 
teach in the mornings, and then in the afternoons the 
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teachers and the student body should all be at liberty. 
Seaside is an Interesting and a beautiful place, 

about twenty miles south of Astoria. It has a long 
white clean beach, the cleanest beach I know of on 
the Pacific Coast, but it has the most treacherous 
undertow that exists anywhere when the tide Is going 
out. Indeed, people who knew their business only 
went in swimming in the surf, on the incoming tide. 
They watched the timetable, and a few minutes before 
the tide turned, they got out of there. There was a 
sand bar out about a hundred yards from the high-tide 
line, and they could wade out there at low tide, 
but it was six feet under water at high tide. Never 
was there a Sunday but what the life guards were busy 
all day pulling people out of that water. That 
summer I really learned to swim in that treacherous 
surf, simply by going out and throwing myself on the 
breakers of the incoming tide and letting them take 
me off my feet. Then it was sink or swim, and I 
preferred to swim. 

Several of our Pacific University Students who 
wanted to make a little extra credit and felt they 
could afford it came down to Seaside with us, and 
some people from Portland came. We held our classes 
in the Seaside High ^chool, which was quite a good 
building, new and well-equipped for our purposes. I 
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taught one class in journalism, one In speech., and 
one in anthropology. Among my students was J. Whitcomb 
Brougher, Jr., who is now and has for many years been 
minister of the First Baptist Church in Glendale—but 
Jimmy Brougher was just Jimmy Brougher. I think he 
was a student at Kedlands University, and his family 
had a summer home at a little town very close to 
Seaside. He was delighted to find that there was a 
summer session there where he could pick up a few 
perfectly good college credits. He joined my anthro-
pology and my speech class. I had already met his 
father and his brother in Los Angeles and knew them 
very slightly, enough that they recognized me, and 
it was a pleasant contact to see these Southern 
California people there. 

I want to say that several of my students at 
Forest Grove have been successful and prominent in 
subsequent years. Verne Bright has continued to 
write both prose and poetry. He was supervisor of 
the WPA literary and local history project in the 
early *30*s in the state of Oregon. He published a 
book which was issued by the Caxton Press of Moscow, 
Idaho, in 1948. It consists of a long narrative poem 
almost of epic proportions, entitled "Mountain Man." 
Verne sent me a copy of it and it is, I think,, an 
excellent poem. Watt Long, who was also one of the 
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Alpha Zeta hoys and an excellent student, later 

became principal cf a high school in Portland and 

later, X believe, principal of a high school in San 

Franoisoo. The last 1 heard he had retired from the 

school system down here, returned to Portland, and 

was again in some kind of educational work up there, 

He was for a long time, and possibly still is, a 

member of the Board of Trustees of Pacific University* 



CHAPTER XII 
SOCIALIST ORGANIZER IN LOS ANGELES 

When I left Oregon in August, 1923, to return 
to California (not having found a position up there 
that I felt I could fit into satisfactorily, and my 
wife insisting on returning to California whether I 
came hack or not) I reached Los Angeles not knowing 
exactly what I was going to do. I knew my father was 
getting along in years and had exhausted himself in 
his business, and I felt that he needed a long vaca-
tion. I thought that I would come back to Bellflower. 
I had learned enough of the business end of the drug 
business, particularly with my experience in the big 
drug store in Oakland, that if he could just employ 
a registered man to come in and legalize the thing, 
I could run the store. That's what I fully intended 
to do. But I didn't write him my intentions. I 
thought probably I'd best he on the ground or I'd 
never be able to persuade him to take two months' 
leave and go away on a trip. 

But I stopped off in Berkeley to see friends and 
to consult with Professor Teggart, and while there I 
got a letter from my father saying that he had sold 
the drug store and that he and my mother were going 
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to take a trip east, that they would probably be gone 
before I got to Bellflower, but that the house would 
be available and I could stay there as long as I 
pleased. 

I came on down to Los Angeles with nothing in 
mind at all. Almost at once I discovered that the 
Santa Ana Daily News, an evening paper, wanted a 
reporter who would be able to handle courthouse nê vs, 
to cover the courthouse and the sheriff's beat 
together with odds and ends. I went down and was 
hired immediately. 

The mcst exciting experiences I had there were 
the bootlegging raids—this was back in prohibition 
days, of course. The work on the paper was not 
demanding. I handled it very easily and to the complete 
satisfaction of the city editor. But bootlegging was 
going on all over Orange County. There were illicit 
stills in basements and chicken pens and in every 
other kind of camouflage, and it was up to the 
sheriff to get this thing under control. He knew 
he couldn't really get it under control, but he usually 
made about two gestures a week in that direction. 
The sheriff and his deputies became very good friends 
with me within a matter of a few days, and then I 
was told how it was handled. When they were contemplat-
ing a bootlegging raid which had to be done in a hurry, 
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I would get a telephone call. These raids always 
took place in the late afternoon. I would he hack in 
the office, the paper having gone to press, and would 
probably be at work putting together some things for 
the next day. I would get a telephone call, and they 
had said, "Never ask who it is—we'll just give you 
an instruction which will be perfectly simple, and you 
do what we ask you to do. We'll take care of it from 
there on." 

Almost immediately after I had been told this, 
within the next day or two, I got my telephone call 
in the afternoon. A voice that I didn't even recognize 
said, "If you're not too busy, drop on over," and 
click, the telephone went dead. I knew it was the 
sheriff's office, which was only a block away from 
the newspaper office. I went over there in no hurry, 
just strolled in with a paper in my hand as though 
I were after news. Half a dozen deputies were just 
leaning around on the counters, as they always were, 
or sitting in chairs talking and smoking, and they 
said nothing to me except "hello" or something casual 
as they might do any day. 

One of them came over and said, "Here, take this." 
And he handed me something that was quite heavy. He 
said, "Put it in your pocket." 

Well, I put it in my pocket. I didn't know what 
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it was, except it felt like a blackjack, in police 
parlance known as a sap stick, a little leather-covered 
chunk of lead with a loop to hold it hy. 

He said, "You might need this," and he added, 
"Of course, you're deputized although you haven't 
taken an oath." We just sat there and talked until 
some fellow said in an undertone, "All right, let's go." 

And out they went, out the side door, the whole 
six, eight or ten of us, and down the street. The 
reporter from the other newspaper was there, too. 
We went around a corner or two, perhaps a block and 
a half away, and there was a string of cars waiting. 
We jumped in the cars and off we started with the 
sirens howling. 

We went perhaps ten or fifteen miles and pulled 
up at a little Mexican shack, and they just broke in. 
That was all there was to it. As they broke in, we 
could hear the crash of glass, and we didn't get a 
bit of evidence. We knew that there had been a 
bootlegging establishment there, a still, but we 
didn't find it. It was concealed somewhere. The 
crash of glass was when they had dropped a five-gallon 
demijohn of bootleg whiskey out the bathroom window 
onto some stones that were there ready to receive such 
a container and destroy the evidence. We got nothing. 

But on other raids we did get things. On one 
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raid, I remember we grabbed a still and liquor, and 
even discovered to our surprise some gambling equip-
ment. That was at La Habra, clear up at the north 
end of Orange County, against the Los Angeles County 
line. 

I only stayed a month with the Daily News. The 
paper was suddenly sold, without any warning to a 
single member of the staff. Not even in the print 
shop did they know. They just arrived one morning 
and said, "You're out of a job, the paper was sold 
last night." 

I had given a week's notice that I was quitting, 
anyway, because I had already been engaged by the 
Socialist Party organization in Los Angeles as its 
official organizer. Eugene V. Debs had come to Los 
Angeles and I knew him slightly, as I had met him 
before. He and some of the Socialist Party leaders 
here in the city had sent for me to come in to talk 
to him. I met with him and I believe two of the 
Socialist Party officials in Debs' hotel room one 
night, and they told me that they had money enough 
to put on a re-organization campaign which they wanted 
me to handle. They said they would match whatever 
salary I was getting so I wouldn't lose anything by 
coming to them. 

Well, it was an attractive offer, because I 
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preferred to be in Los Angeles rather than Santa Ana 
anyway, and yet I had my doubts. I felt that the 
Socialist Party was an obsolescent, moribund organi-
zation. I didn't feel it was going to get any place. 
It had had one split between the pro-war and the anti-
war elements in 1917; and then came the split between 
the left wing and the right wing. The left wing had 
moved out and formed first the Communist part, then 
a Communist Worker's Party, and then just a Worker's 
Party. But it had taken a very considerable number. 
The IWW had attracted some of our group who wanted 
more violent action in the labor field. We had lost 
our contact with the AP of L unions who had given a 
great deal of strength in earlier years. In general, 
there had been a separation between the unions and 
the Socialist Party, and I felt it was hopeless. But 
they begged me to try it. 

I remember I said to Debs that night, "Comrade 
Debs, I don't want to get mixed up in this fight 
between the Socialists and the Communists. I've 
been away from the whole thing for three years and I 
don't know what's been going on, but there is a 
quarrel and it's quite bitter. I don't understand 
it and I would prefer not to get mixed up in it." 

He said, "Don't worry about that, you'll learn 
rapidly." 
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So I took on the job. I worked hard, but it was 
hopeless, as I could see. I hated to take the salary, 
because I couldn't bring in nearly as much money as 
I was taking out of the treasury. 

One very interesting thing that occurred, however, 
was due to the operation of the Civil Liberties Porum, 
which by that time had taken over the old forum that 
I had helped to run with T. H. Eyckman. The Civil 
Liberties Union had set up a chapter in Los Angeles 
and they had adopted the forum. Ryckman was glad to 
have somebody take over the responsibilities. The 
forum scheduled a debate between Emmanuel Levin, 
organizer of the Worker's Party, and me, as organizer 
of the Socialist Party, on whether the Socialist Party 
or the Worker's Party was the proper party to represent 
the working class in the United States. I don't recall 
how they worded the proposition, so I don't remember 
whether X had the affirmative or the negative on it, 
but of course I was representing the Socialist Party— 
I think we carried the negative, so I didn't get the 
last rebuttal. But X had already learned that there 
was no possibility of healing the breach between the 
Socialists and the Communists, or between the Socialists 
and the Worker's Party. The Communist Party had 
apparently vanished. It had disappeared. Actually 
it had gone underground. 
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I was acquainted with Emmanuel Levin. We were 
polite to each other when we met on the street; usually 
we'd chat about matters of common interest, but I 
wasn't closely acquainted with him. I had by this 
time realized that Debs was right, that there wasn't 
any trusting these people. We had the debate, and 
my clincher, so far as I was concerned, in the argu-
ment (before a full house in the old Blanchard 
auditorium) was that my opponent, in arguing for the 
Worker's Party, was arguing for something that didn't 
exist; that it was all false front; that what did 
exist was the Communist Party; that I didn't know 
where the Communist Party was but I knew it was there 
some place; that I knew the Worker's Party had 
communications with Moscow—I had read the regulations 
issued by the Third International, and it would give 
recognition to only one party in any nation, and that 
party had to be a Communist party and had to be known 
as the Communist Party. Therefore, I said, though 
there isn't any Communist Party on the surface, there 
must be one underground some place, and Mr. Levin's 
party actually doesn't exist. Thus the Socialist 
Party must be not only the most suitable party for 
the working class in the United States, but the only 
party that even pretends to be for the working class. 

There was consternation in the audience and there 
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were boos from the audience. I didn't discover for 
many, many years that I was a hundred percent correct, 
when I read BenCjamin] Gitlow's book published in the 
late '40's. Ben Gitlow had been a former IWW who had 
gone to the Communists and had become the secretary 
of the Communist Party for the United States. He 
left.them as abruptly as he had joined, or even more 
so—he was ousted, indeed, by the headquarters in 
Moscow. Then he wrote this very bitter and very 
revealing book, The Whole of Their Lives. I read it 
only about ten years ago, and there I discovered the 
name Emmanuel Levin, our underground representative 
in Los Angeles. It was of tremendous satisfaction to 
me, even though Emmanuel Levin had long since dis-
appeared from my life. 

I think it must have startled him very much to 
hear my remarks. I do recall that he had the final 
rebuttal, and it was a pretty shaky rebuttal. I 
remember he didn't have much to say. He rather 
mumbled around and then dropped the matter. I think 
I may mention Emmanuel Levin once more a little latert 
he participated in something else that convinced me 
that the Communists were a bad lot. 

Just before I offered my resignation to the 
Socialist organization from this hopeless job, a 
group of Socialists and philosophical anarchists, 
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mostly Jewish, people and many of them Russian Jews, 
organized a mass meeting of radicals to protest 
against the Bolshevik persecution of the Social 
Democrats and the Tolstoyans in Russia. Of course, 
the Kerensky revolution had released all of these 
people from Siberia and from the prisons in Russia, 
hut the Bolsheviks rounded them up and sent them right 
back to the same places where the Tsarist government 
had incarcevatad them, and they were subjected to the 
same persecution and threats. Some of them had already 
been executed. So the Socialist Democrats, the 
Russian Jewish Socialists and the Russian Jewish 
Tolstoyans in Boyle Heights, had joined forces. Their 
leader was an English Tolstoyan, a picturesque old 
anarchist, Tom Bell, who was well known in this 
community at that time. I believe he was a man of 
some literary reputation, too. He was the leader in 
organizing this mass meeting for protest. The only 
hall they could get for the purpose held about two 
hundred people; it was a music hall facing Hill Street 
in the same building as Blanchard's Hall which faced 
Broadway, and it has been demolished within the last 
year. They asked me to preside over this mass meeting, 
and X didn't feel that I should turn them down. They 
said they felt that I could handle it, and they wanted 
a person who could be friendly to all parties involved. 
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I knew a number of these old anarchists. They were 
delightful old fellows. I found those old chaps 
knew more philosophy than the average university 
philosophy department faculty could imagine existed. 
They were terrific philosophers} they were learned 
men; they were old poverty-stricken scholars. Many 
of them had degrees from the universities of Europe. 
I gave them a lecture one night at their request, hut 
I'm afraid I was pretty tame food for the intellects 
in that audience. 

The mass meeting convened. As I went up on the 
stage, I looked over the audience and saw the first 
two rowB filled with Communists. I knew there was 
going to he trouble, but I nerved myself for almost 
anything. I called the meeting to order, made a few 
opening remarks as to the purpose of the meeting, 
and introduced the first speaker. 

Immediately a chap jumped up from the first row 
and handed me a slip of paper. I looked at it and 
saw that it was a written motion that the meeting 
abandon the purpose for which it was called and devote 
itself to a protest against police mistreatment of 
striking IWW's in San Pedro. Now that was a fact: 
there was some police mistreatment of striking IWW's 
in San Pedro at that time, and either before or 
subsequent to our incident, I remember Upton Sinclair 
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got himself some notoriety by going down there and 
getting on a soapbox and reading the Preamble to the 
Constitution of the United States, for which he was 
arrested and thrown in jail. Of course, the judge, 
who apparently knew that the Constitution had a 
Preamble, promptly released Sinclair, but not soon 
enough to avoid getting some national or international 
notoriety out of the affair. 

I stuck the motion in my pocket, and went ahead 
with my introduction of the first speaker. The first 
speaker came up and said, "Ladies and gentlemen, our 
comrades and fellow workers," or whatever the appro-
priate address was at the moment, and at once the 
fellow who handed me the paper jumped up and said, 
!Mr. Chairman, what about the motion that I handed you?" 

The speaker backed away from the lectern, and I 
came up again and said, "This is not a parliamentary 
assemblage. It is not a business meeting. It was 
called by people for a particular purpose. They paid 
the rent on the hall, and your motion is in turn out 
of order. Indeed, any motion is out of order." 

At once the Communists jumped on their ohairs 
and commenced to howl, the whole first two rows. 
The Socialists and the anarchists and the rest of 
the radicals behind commenced to grab at them, and we 
had a first-class riot going on there with fist fights 
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in every corner of the room within twenty seconds. 
Well, I made up my mind in a big hurry. We 

were only about a block and a half from the central 
police station. I went out the side door and ran to 
the police station. Fortunately the desk sergeant 
wasn't busy at the moment, and I said, "There's a 
riot going on in a meeting up the street. I need 
some men to control the thing." 

He turned to half a dozen plain-clothes officers 
sitting behind and said, "Go with this man and see 
what he's talking about." 

We went in. A police captain, a big, burly 
fellow, followed me onto the stage. The others mixed 
themselves down in the hurly-burly of the audience 
which didn't recognize them as policemen. 

The captain turned to me and said, "Well, I can't 
tell which is which here." 

And I said, "Well, I can, I know practically 
the whole audience personally. I know who's who." 
I said, "Get that fellow." 

So he told one of his policemen, "Get him. Take 
him out of here." 

I pointed out another one, and I pointed out ten 
or twelve of the leaders of the Communist instigators 
of the riot, and they took them out on the street. 

Then things quieted down, and I called the meeting 
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to order again. The police captain returned (he 
had accompanied the crowd out) and he stopped me and 
said, "Well, what do you want to do with that gang 
out there?" 

I said, "I don't want to do anything with them. 
Leave a man here to see that they don't come hack in, 
that's all. I don't care what becomes of them so 
long as they don't come in here and break up the meeting." 

He said, "Well, you're a peculiar chap." And he 
left. We went ahead with our meeting. 

But my last real official job as organizer of 
the Socialist Party followed the national convention 
of the Progressive Party that placed Senator Robert 
M. LaPollette, Sr., in nomination for the presidency. 
Debs had withdrawn, and the Socialist Party had 
already held a convention to merge itself with the 
Progressives for that 1924 election, I then felt that 
it would he useful to have a big demonstration ratifying 
mass meeting, I engaged the Labor Temple auditorium 
for the purpose, developed a good program of speakers, 
had an organized labor band, and put on a big show 
that night. 

But thereafter I went around to the Progressive 
headquarters, which had just been opened, and found 
that they were cold to my offer of campaign service. 
They didn't know me and didn't want to know me, and 
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the fact that I had put on this ratifying mass meeting 
didn't interest them, I soon saw that it was just a 
typical bunch of old-line politicians. They were 
trying to run the La Follette campaign in Southern 
California. They wanted no part of me, and I returned 
the compliment. 

So then I was looking for a job again. Very 
quickly I found one as public relations manager for 
the Southern California division of the national 
campaign to raise funds for the starving children of 
Austria and Germany, a national organization having 
been developed and put under the chairmanship of 
Major General Henry C. Allen, who had just returned 
to the United States from his post as commander of 
the American Army of Occupation in Germany. I took 
care of the public relations, wrote the newspaper 
stories, and did some campaign organizing. The 
campaign expenses, including my salary, were advanced 
by William Kerckhoff, who gave Kerckhoff Hall to 
the University of California at Los Angeles, He put 
his big car and chauffeur at our disposal for a large 
part of the time, though I also had a new car myself, 
a Chevrolet touring car that had been given to me hy 
Mrs. Gartz, and so I did some traveling about the 
country. 

I did the actual organizing of the campaign, 
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especially in El Monte, Covina, San Dimas, and Venice, 
and possibly in some other places. The manager of 
the campaign took care of Los Angeles generally, 
although I accompanied him on many of these trips and 
helped him prepare his speeches. He was a retired 
minister. The one thing I want to say about this 
campaign is that I was struck by the attitudes of the 
women's clubs and the preachers on one side, ae com-
pared with the American Legion Veterans on the other 
side. It will surprise people today, I think, includ-
ing all of the elements I've just mentioned, to know 
that the women's clubs were difficult and that a 
large part of the ministers were in opposition to 
any such campaign, but that the American Legion boys, 
especially those who had been in Germany, were promptly 
sympathetic. 

Indeed, when I went to Govina, by some chance I 
saw the commander of the American Legion Post there 
first. I explained to him what we were doing. 

He said, "Yes, I read something about it in the 
paper. Now you just run along and we'll take care of 
your campaign, and I'll guarantee that you'll get a 
sizable contribution from Covina." 

I got the same thing in Venice. The American 
Legion just took the campaign over and took care of it. 

But women's clubs were chilly. In El Monte I 
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got a good reception: at least I was allowed to 
address the woman's club, but that was due to the 
intercession of one of their prominent members who 
had been a Latin classmate of mine in Whittier College. 
I hunted her up promptly, and she said, "Certainly, 
you'll speak to the woman's club. I'll see to it." 

A day or two later, I Returned to B1 Monte and 
went to see the Baptist minister there. I remember 
it was in the evening. I had only said a few words 
to him when he replied, "I hope the little dirty 
brats starve to death." I met that sort of thing 
from ministers of several different denominations. 
I will say, however, that Methodist and Congregationallst 
ministers were nearly always helpful. Presbyterians 
might be either way, but some other denominations 
were almost invariably against any help for the 
German or the Austrian children. 

The situation in Austria and Germany was really 
terrible at that time. They were starving by the 
thousands. Many years later, I remember hearing a 
lecture here in Los Angeles by a German who had fled 
Hitlerism on "What's the Matter with Germany," and 
toward the end of his lecture he remarked that he 
always had had a warm spot in his heart for American 
Quakers, because after the First World War when he 
was a small boy and was hungry along with the other 
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children in his town (I think it was in Munich) he said 
they went for days at a time with nothing to eat. 
(Then one day, he said, they were rounded up and taken 
to a hig public building and were put at tables where 
they had warm milk and cereal, and they were astounded. 
When he asked where this came from, the reply was, 
"The Quakers." He said he was always thereafter for 
the Quakers, and for the Americans, because they fed 
him when he felt sure that he was doomed to starve 
to death. 

During that campaign, I went one afternoon to 
Mrs. Gartz's home in Altadena, where she was at that 
time conducting on Sunday afternoons a series of 
soirees. They were quite astonishing affairs. The 
audiences were largely made up either of radicals or 
some of her well-to-do society friends that she 
pressured or dared into attending, and she always 
had interesting programs. She had at one time, I 
remember, a series of splendid lectures on philosophy 
from a young instructor in mathematics from California 
Institute of Technology. He was a White Russian and 
a brilliant boy, who later taught mathematics at 
Loyola University, although philosophy was his real 
subject. Without a note of any kind he could lecture 
by the hour on the ancient, medieval, and modern 
philosophers. He knew them all by heart. You would 
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have thought that he had sat under their lectures. 
One Sunday afternoon during our child relief 

campaign, I was over at Mrs. Gartz's home, and while 
we were waiting for the people to gather and the 
program to start, I spotted a man who had her cornered 
over on one side of her large terrace. I knew who 
he was. He was a professional relief solicitor 
working for the starving Armenians. Now, I had never 
suggested to Mrs. Gartz that she might contribute 
to the movement in which I was active. I hadn't 
approached her. I never asked Mrs. Gartz for a nickel 
for anything—I just am not that kind of a person, 
hut he was really working hard. I watched with some 
interest. I thought I should learn his technique, 
but I stayed at a distance. After awhile, I saw 
that she was getting awfully worried about his high-
pressure salesmanship, and she brushed him aside. 
She came a little distance toward me and beckoned, 
and said, "Harold, I want you to come in to my desk." 
So I went in to her study with her and she pulled 
out a check and wrote me a sizable one, asking what 
the name of my organization was. Apparently the 
Armenian had done all the sales talk and I got all 
the sales, [laughter] 

In the meantime, early in 1924, I became a member 
of the Severance Glub. I was invited at the suggestion 
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of Judge Ryckman to give a talk on anything I pleased. 
(I think possibly it was in February, 1924—I know 
it wasn't later than March.) I gave the same speeoh 
that I had used as a farewell talk to the Social 
Science Club at the University of California in 
Berkeley in 1921, Just before I left the university 
and went up north. And in that speech, which was 
very largely my reaction to Teggart's instruction, I 
remember that I included something that today is 
almost unbelievable: it wasn't my own thought, aside 
from the fact that I found the passage and it impressed 
me, in Frederick Soddy's book, Science and Humanity. 
Frederick Soddy was one of the early experts in the 
field of radioactivity, possibly the first outside of 
the Curies in France. He has been a professor, I 
believe, at Oxford and at Edinburgh. I have his book, 
which was published in 1918, and in it he predicted 
atomic weapons. The prediction struck me with such 
force, knowing a little about physics and chemistry 
as I did, that I put it into my speech and gave it 
before the Social Science Club at the university and 
again before the Severance Club. Apparently no one 
knew what I was talking about, hut in 1945 I had good 
reason to remember that speech. 

In the Severance Club I was right at home because 
I already had been acquainted with many of the members, 
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even from high school days. There were Dr. Gerson 
and Judge Ryckman and Joe Harriman, Paul Jordan Smith, 
Mrs. Gartz and her good friends, Dr. and Mrs. Melton 
of Pasadena, Clara A. Packard, Mary A. Garbutt, Upton 
Sinclair, Esther Yarnell, most of whom were Socialists, 
but there were also Progressives and people who were 
unattached to any particular movement. There were 
representatives of labor organizations, and many of 
them I already knew; but many of them were new acquaint-
ances, such as the Reverand Bromley Oxnam, who died 
only a few days ago In his position as a Methodist 
bishop of New York. At the time I met him, he was 
minister of the Settlement Church on East Seventh 
Street in Los Angeles, doing a magnificent piece of 
social service here. I remember Julia Bracken Wendt, 
a distinguished landscape artist, and Ernest Thompson 
Seton, who had received a lot of advertising because 
of his romantic books on animal life—he had been 
widely denounced but far from deflated by Theodore 
Roosevelt, who called him a nature faker, I remember 
Guy Eddie, who had been at one time a city prosecutor 
in Los Angeles, and the distinguished actor Prank Keenan, 
an old-time Shakespearean actor and, I think, one 
of the first in the Pilgrimage Play. We were soon 
joined by Arthur Briggs, who I believe became a member 
of the club just a few months after I did, and a year 
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or two later by Glore and Clara Warne, Jake Zeitlin, 
Richard Neutra, and my old Whittier College pal, 
Joseph Nichols. 

We had some notable early programs. I especially 
remember Arthur Brisbane, who was a columnist on 
all the Hearst papers. He gave us a wonderful talk 
one night, and then we had a fiery discussion which 
he hugely enjoyed. The more they attacked him, the 
more he fired it back. Everybody shook hands and 
laughed, and agreed that he had given as well as he 
had taken it that evening. 

Then Rupert Hughes talked, I believe in a 
restaurant in the old Egan Theater building on 
Figueroa Street a block or two south of Pico. Rupert 
Hughes hadn't clearly understood, apparently, what 
kind of a group this was. He didn't understand that 
it was a group of liberals and free thinkers, so he 
came and gave a fiery speech attacking orthodoxy. 
Then Dr. Gerson called on the Reverend Paul Jordan 
Smith to answer him. Now, Paul Jordan Smith was as 
much a free thinker as you would find any place, and 
utterly unorthodox; and although at one time he had 
been a universalist and a Unitarian minister (his 
father had been, I believe, a Methodist minister), 
he was a long way from the pulpit by this time. 
However, being introduced with a bit of irony as the 
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Reverend Paul Jordan Smith, he took his cue from there, 
and he delivered a magnificent, satirical speech with 
his real meaning perfectly evident to all members of 
the Severance Club but completely hidden from Rupert 
Hughes. Then a very serious defense of a liberal 
sort of orthodoxy was given brilliantly by the man 
who later became Bishop Oxnam. Hughes directed all 
of his reply to Paul Jordan Smith, and since he 
missed the point with every sentence, his audience 
virtually rolled in the aisles with merriment, ivhile 
Hughes couldn't guess what they were laughing at. 

I also remember a very large meeting with perhaps 
a hundred and fifty in attendance at the Woman's 
Athletic Club, and Roger Baldwin was there. It was 
in the very early days of the Civil Liberties Union 
and he was here putting on a big campaign for them. 
(I don't remember whether it was at that time or a 
little later that he returned to Los Angeles—I'm 
inclined to think it was possibly a year later.) I 
provided the transportation in my car to take Roger 
Baldwin all over town on all the various errands that 
he had to perform; I took him all over Los Angeles 
and Pasadena, and in that week or so we became very 
well acquainted and good friends, although, of course, 
we'd previously known of each other due to his 
assistance in my difficulties with the courts in Los 
Angeles. 
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The Severance Club was still active in promoting 
the development of the Hollywood Bowl, and at about 
this time it was helping Clara Warne and Dr. Gersen 
to start the Mothers' Clinic, a birth control clinic 
in Los Angeles. Before I went into it, it had been 
largely characterized by the dominance of Progressive 
Republicans or Progressives, whichever they might 
turn out to be in the particular election. There were 
still a number of those old-timers left in the club, 
but at the particular time that 1 entered, I think it 
was dominated by Socialists of the intercollegiate 
Socialist society type: intellectuals, what laboring-
class Socialists probably call "pinks" or "dilettantes." 
Some years later, the Communists had a grip on the 
Severance for a period of about five years, but the 
rest of us just simply wore them out and they quit, 
because they always tried to press us into some kind 
of action and the old tradition of the Severance Club, 
that it never took action on anything, withstood them 
and they gradually disappeared. That might be a 
lesson for other people who want to get rid of 
Communists, to just tolerate them, stick it out, and 
they will disappear. Today, of course, leftist 
Democrats I would say are somewhat in the majority, 
although there are a number of liberal Republicans 
In the Severance Club too. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
TEACHING AT INGLEWOOD 

After the end of our child relief campaign, I 
was again out of work for two or three months. It 
was a hard time. Then in July or August I found 
employment as registrar, or secretary and business 
manager, of the Chouinard Art School. It was the 
last place in the world where I belonged, but it 
paid a salary and it had to do with working with young 
people, and I was familiar with that kind of an occu-
pation. The position interested me, and I wanted to 
know a little bit about how they ran an art school 
and what kind of people artists were. In addition 
to Mrs. Chouinard, who was the president of the school, 
there was a Miss Patterson who taught design and 
color theory. There was Mr. E. Tolles Chamberlain 
who taught life drawing and portraiture and sculpture. 
He was really the only artist of any distinction on 
the staff in those days, and he was an excellent man; 
he lived in Pasadena, and had some national reputation 
as an artist and sculptor. I remember Mr. Edwards 
who was a teacher of commercial art and Mr. Frost 
who was a teacher of interior decorating. He was a 
very competent man, but was so busy on the outside 
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as a professional interior decorator that often for 
weeks at a time I had to handle his class after some 
fashion (and I didn't know anything about it) because 
he wouldn't show up. 

The entire country was in financial difficulty 
in those days, and the school was on the rocks. I 
managed to get my salary out of it. I had difficulty 
collecting tuitions a large part of the time, and I 
learned lots about artists: they couldn't understand 
why I couldn't pay them if I didn't have any money 
in the bank and they constituted the corporation. All 
the members of the faculty were members of the corpo-
ration. I held one share of stock, just to qualify 
as secretary, but they were legally obligated to 
share either the profits or the losses, and I had to 
split up the small liquid assets we had every month 
and explain to them, "Nov; that's all I can pay you 
because that's all there is. Maybe next month I can 
give you another ten dollars—I'll try." 

I foresaw trouble ahead. My wife was pregnant. 
I had learned something about the training of artists 
and I had enjoyed the experience, but I had decided 
I should seek something more reassuring and with a 
better salary, so I borrowed money and quit at the 
beginning of June, 1925* I got a teaching contract 
effective in September at Inglewood High school, to 



502 

teach journalism and oral English and also to serve 
as their debate coach, subject, of course, to 
certification in the secondary schools of the state 
of California. Fortunately I was ignorant about the 
usual process of getting a secondary credential, the 
usual process being to go to a university department 
of education and put yourself under their control, 
taking what courses they dictated, at the termination 
of which, with success they would recommend you to 
the state Board of Education. Now, I didn't know 
that, so I applied directly to the State Board of 
Education, and told them what experience I'd had and 
what my prior education had been. wrote back 
and said that they would ask me to take twelve units, 
eighteen units being normally required, but because 
of my teaching experience, which now amounted to some 
two years and a half in Honolulu and in Oregon, and 
with certain psychology work that I had had at 
Whittier, they cut it down from eighteen to twelve, 
plus two more that I would either have to take in 
the university or by examination on the Constitution 
of the United States. 

So I went to work to get the twelve units as 
rapidly as possible. I enrolled with the University 
of California Extension for correspondence courses 
in School Law and Civic Education. That was four of 
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my necessary units. Then, aa soon as the eight-week 
summer session opened at USC, I enrolled there for 
eight units. (I'd already gone to UCLA and found 
they only had a six-week summer session and that the 
most they could give me was six.) I found to my 
delight that the correspondence course In Civic 
Education was prepared hy one of my old acquaintances 
on the Reed faculty, so I anticipated an interesting 
course hut not an easy one. I got my eight units at 
USC, taking Secondary Education with Dr. Touton, 
Tests and Measurements (I've forgotten who taught 
that course—I don't think he's there any more), and 
Child Psychology with Dr. [Albert S.] Raubenheimer, 
who was vice-president of USC for a while and a South 
African. I got very well acquainted with him while 
I was there. Then I took a seminar in Methods of 
Teaching Social Sciences. 

Every class met every day, and I also averaged 
a lesson a day mailed to Berkeley in each of my two 
corresponcence courses there. Of course, I couldn't 
let USC know that I was also taking four units at 
the University of California, nor could I let the 
University of California know I was taking eight 
units at USC, because neither one would have permitted 
it, but as long as they didn't find it out I can't 
see today that any harm was done. I got top grades 
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in everything except the coarse in Tests and Measure-
ments, and that was because on the same morning I 
took my examination on the United States Constitution 
before the Los Angeles County Board of Education. I 
was tired, and on one question I couldn't remember 
accurately a certain statistical formula, so in that 
course I fell from an A to a B. In all the rest of 
them I got straight A's. 

Ify- conflicts with Dr. Raubenheimer in the Child 
Psychology class commenced in the very first session. 
We had a class of perhaps a hundred students, and at 
the very first session Dr. Raubenheimer attempted to 
show the hereditary factors that had to be taken into 
account in studying the psychology of any child. 
In connection with that, he wanted to discuss for us 
the Mendelian Law. He started to diagram it on 
the blackboard, but he got mixed up when he got down 
to about the third generation, dealing with several 
unit characters, and he stopped puzzled for a moment, 
though Dr. Raubenheimer wasn't a man to be bluffed by 
his own mistakes. 

I was sitting in the second row, I think, and 
having just finished a refresher course in biology, 
I said, "Well, Professor, you made a mistake up 
there in the second generation somewhere," and pointed 
it out to him. 
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Instead of surrendering and thanking me as he 
should have done, he was furious that a student should 
point out to him that he'd made a mistake, although 
the entire class saw the point immediately and I got 
immediate support from a chap clear in the hack of 
the room, whom I met shortly thereafter. 

A day or two later, I discovered that Dr. 
Bauhenheimer had me spotted. He asked as soon as we 
arrived one day, in connection with some comments on 
how unobservant people were, "How for example, you 
people come into this building every day, into Bovard 
Hall, and how many of you know how many archways 
there are out in front?" He pointed his finger 
directly at me and said, "Mr. Story, can you tell us?" 

I said, "No, Professor, if I ever need to know, 
I'll go out and count them." 

And that didn't help the atmosphere, either. 
So from there on throughout the eight weeks, it was 
Raubenheimer vs. Story at every class session. He 
was always trying to see if he couldn't trip me up 
on something, but I knew his type. I had dealt with 
professors of his kind before at Berkeley. He liked 
the controversy. He liked to have somebody fight 
back, and many of them didn't understand that. I 
saw him send girls out of the classroom in tears— 
they would just not be able to stay after he would 
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bully them awhile and make satirical, caustic 
remarks, and they'd get up and rush out of the room 
just all broken up. 

Realizing that I would have to know every sentence, 
every thought, in the assignment, I studied hard, and 
I don't recall that he ever tripped me up again. We 
had some arguments at various times. The class was 
under the impression that Dr. Raubenheimer and I were 
bitter enemies, not realizing that we often met for 
lunch over in the student union and really enjoyed 
each other very much. 

I also enjoyed that summer finding my old Whittier 
College friends, Everett Jordan, who had been student 
association president in my senior year, and Albert 
Stone, a previous year's graduate, and both of them 
members of the Acolytes, there at U3C perfecting 
their credits for the teaching credential. Stone 
was especially interesting because he had just 
returned from several years as principal of a 
school in the interior of China. It was a private 
school for English-speaking children of missionaries, 
diplomatic representatives, merchants, and so on, 
somewhere well in the interior of China. He had been 
head of that school for several years and had just 
returned to the United States because there were 
revolutionary troubles in China that made it unwise 
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for a man with a family to stay there. It was in 
the days of the Kuo Ilin Tang revolutions. This was 
in the summer of 1925» and I believe he'd been out of 
there for a few months and wanted to qualify for a 
teaching position in California. Later, I believe 
he became a teacher at Jan Bernardino Junior College 
for the next year. Ultimately he returned to China 
and stayed thex*e until the Japanese invasion in the 
early '30's drove him out. He returned then to this 
country, was in the East, and served as a chaplain 
with the rank of colonel in the army in the South 
Pacific during World War Two. He had taken orders 
in the Episcopal Church in China, which rather 
surprised me, because as I had known Albert Stone he 
had never shown to me any inclination to become a 
clergyman. But apparently he was quite successful. 

My son was born at the Hollywood Hospital early 
on the morning of July 20, 1925. A few days later 
Eugene V. Debs came to Los Angeles while my wife and 
child were still in the hospital. Debs spoke on 
Sunday afternoon in the Hollywood Bowl and went from 
there directly to the hospital to see the baby and 
give him a ring, ifor that reason the child was named 
Eugene. 

Well, I needed my teaching credential promptly 
as soon as I finished my work at the summer session 
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and at the same time took my examinations for the 
correspondence courses. I heard that ordinarily it 
took from two to three months to get the certification 
from the state office after submitting the application 
and all of the transcripts, and I only had about 
thirty days before I had to be in my classroom at 
Inglewood High School. 

So I went to see Stanley B. Wilson, who was 
then still editor and publisher of the Los Angeles 
Citizen, the official labor paper of L03 Angeles. 
He was president of the state Board of Education, but 
to me he was an old Liocialist Party acquaintance. 
When I was a youngster on the Socialist County General 
Committee, Stanley B. Wilson was one of the big wheels 
in the Socialist movement. He remembered me and 
intervened promptly on my behalf, and I got my 
credential from the State of California Board of 
Education within a week. It was considered to be 
utterly impossible. Well, he performed the miracle. 
When I told him my problem he just said, "One of 
the members of the State Superintendent's staff in 
charge of credentials happens to be in the city here. 
He arrived this morning." He called him on the 
telephone, made a luncheon appointment with him, and 
said, "I have a friend who needs some help at once 
on getting a credential. He has his work all complete. 
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May I send him over?" 
I was sent over to the Los Angeles office of the 

State Board of Education, met this gentleman, and 
almost at once, within a very few days, I had my 
credential by special delivery mail. 

I started teaching at Inglewood High School in 
September at two thousand dollars a year, which looked 
very big to me. I found a little later that I was 
somewhat the envy of the other teachers in the high 
school because most of them had started at eighteen 
hundred dollars, which was the beginning scale in the 
Los Angeles School system at that time for high school 
teachers. I was envied and I think a little bit 
disliked because I had gone in at two hundred dollars 
above the schedule. I was about five hundred dollars 
in debt, due to my university work in the summer and 
the expense of the birth of my son, and the only 
real asset I had was my new Chevrolet touring oar 
which had been given to me by Mrs. Gartz. But I 
managed to pay off my debts within a few months by 
working very hard at my teaching. 

I also had a very heavy load of extracurricular 
work that accounted for the extra salary I was getting. 
I was the coach of debate and oratory, and I was 
sponsor of the student paper. I like adolescents, 
I enjoy associating with them, and so my day's work 
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usually ran from eight o'clock in the morning until 
five or five-thirty in the evening. My wife was a 
semi-invalid so I also did a great deal of the house-
work and took care of the "baby a large part of the 
time. Sometimes I would get home at five or six 
o'clock in the evening, get the dinner, do up the 
washing, and wash the dishes—and if I got to bed by 
eleven or twelve o'clock I was lucky. I had to get 
up to take care of the baby once or twice during 
the night, also. 

But I immensely enjoyed my teaching experience. 
I was in a new building at the high school and the 
principal asked me before school started to furnish 
the classroom to suit my own notions. 

"Well," I said, "how much can you allow for it?" 
"Oh," he said, "just about whatever you want 

within reason." 
So I said, "I'd like to have an informal type of 

a classroom. I'd like to fit it up like a newspaper 
office, since most of my work will be in journalism 
and we'll be getting out the school paper." 

So I had a very large U-shaped table built. 
It had to be built in the room because it was so 
large it couldn't be built outside and brought in. 
Then we had another table about five or six feet long. 
I put my desk over in a corner of the room, and we 
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had chairs all around the outside and the inside of 
the table, enough to accommodate perhaps thirty-five 
pupils. I had a magazine rack in which we could put 
the exchanges, and we set it up like a newspaper 
office. I was very much pleased at different times 
after that when newspaper men would drop in to see 
me at my invitation or of their own accord (X had 
been assigned to take care of all of the public 
relations work of the school and they came down to 
me to get the news, not only from the Inglewood 
papers but from the Los Angeles papers as well), and 
they would glance around the room and say that this 
doesn't look like a classroom to me, it looks like a 
city room. I was very much pleased, and so were my 
students. 

I was promptly popular with the students. I 
found it to be an extremely interesting high school 
district. It was a union district and consisted of 
the Inglewood, Lennox, Hawthorne, Lawndale, Wiseburn, 
and El Segundo elementary districts. They came in 
from a considerable distance. I think we had to run 
a bus out to Wiseburn and to El Segundo. Wiseburn 
has disappeared from the scene. It was a rural 
school district down along what was then Redondo 
Boulevard south and west of Inglewood, not far from 
where the International Airport is now located. I 
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suspect it is called the Visehurn district still. 
Among the students I especially remember Jim 

Lewis. He was one of my twelfth grade boys. He was 
a handsome chap, ambitious, an excellent student, and 
rather unusual among high school students, because he 
was wealthy in his cwn name. His mother had died a 
few years before and left him her estate, which 
consisted of a very large interest in the Packard 
Motor Car Company. Jim's property guardian was his 
older brother who was something of a ne'er-do-well and 
not capable of guarding anything, not even his own 
properties. There was an attorney also, of course, 
in charge of the estate. Jim's father, from whom he 
was somewhat estranged, lived in Inglewood. I met 
him later and found him to be really a very fine 
gentleman; but he and Jim didn't get along together 
very well, as often half-orphan boys don't get along 
with their fathers during their adolescent years. 
Jim drove a big fine Marmon roadster, and when I 
needed to get around over the country to attend to 
debate matters, Jim always furnished the transportation. 

But Jim had a little more money than was good 
for him. He was running with some of the Hollywood 
movie gals, and although he was only about seventeen, 
he looked well past twenty. He was my best debater, 
though, and frequently I fished him out of difficulties 
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when he came to me for advice. Finally he commenced 
to call me "pop." So at the age of thirty-four, I 
think it was, I became "Pop" Story not only to Jim 
but ultimately to the entire student body of sixteen 
hundred students. That irked the principal a little 
bit,because for years he had been struggling to get 
the students to call him "Daddy" Green. He was a 
rather stern daddy and he did his best to be the 
playboy with them, but they didn't take to him too 
well. To have me spontaneously dubbed "pop" I'm 
certain somewhat vexed "Daddy" Green, but we remained 
on very good terms of friendship, and he commenced 
to rely on me extensively when it came to negotiating 
with the students and managing student affairs. He 
assigned things to me constantly, sometimes little 
private matters ivith particular students or their 
parents, and sometimes large-scale affairs. 

Almost at once I took on a night-school class 
in public speaking. The woman in the English speech 
section who had been handling that class for several 
years had an illness and had to quit, and I was asked 
to take it. It was two dollars, two nights a week, 
and paid me about fifty dollars a month which I very 
much needed. I had a good class of somewhere around 
thirty-five adults including, I remember, the 
president of one of the building and loan associations 



514 

of Inglewood and the wife of a prominent physician 
in Lawndale or Hawthorne. She was Signe Anderson, 
who was one of the leaders in the Unitarian Church 
in Los Angeles. Then she brought with her her nephew, 
Fred Larsen, who had just recently arrived from 
Denmark, and she felt that Fred's English accent was 
not too good and that it might be well if he came to 
a public-speaking class to have it improved: indeed, 
she was there for that purpose, too, to have some of 
her Danish accent given a thin veneer of appropriate 
Americanisms. 

So that was the beginning of my adult teaching 
in Southern California in the fall of 1925. It 
continued until I was retired from that work by the 
Los Angeles School System in 1959. Having had two 
years or more of teaching in Oregon, those years 
all added up gave me a total of about thirty-five 
years of experience in adult education when I finally 
retired. I can claim to be one of the veterans in 
that field of work in the United States. 

My debaters won the Bay League Debate champion-
ship that year, and placed second in the Southern 
California League, I enjoyed renewing my relationships 
with Mr. Root, who had been my old debate coach at 
Glendale High School, and also with Mr. Perry, who 
was a kind of a grandfather of debating and oratory 
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in Southern California and was still the English 
teacher at Los Angeles High School. 

Dixon: Did he become principal of Hollywood? 
Story: No, this is a different Mr. Perry, and I can't remember 

what his first name was. He was a grand old man in 
the English department at Los Angeles High School, and 
he had handled the affairs of the League back in 1912 
when I took the Southern California Oratorical 
Championship. Now twelve years later I renewed my 
association with him. He was still on the job and 
we worked together. 

In the debate league meetings we always had a 
faculty member from each of the member schools, a 
faculty representative and, I believe, ordinarily two 
student representatives. Among the student representa-
tives with whom I got acquainted I remember particularly 
John Aiso of Hollywood High School. John is today a 
superior court judge in Los Angeles, and was an 
exceedingly capable youngster. 

Maybe I should interrupt here to tell a little 
story that developed a few years later about John. 
The Los Angeles Times for Southern California joined 
with other papers throughout the United States in 
setting up what they called the Constitution Oratorical 
Contest, and I never would encourage any of my 
students to enter it. It paid big money, whereas 
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the old contests provided no cash rewards. We usually 
got a little medal if we placed as one of the three 
highest, hut other than that it was the laurel wreath, 
the kind of reward that the ancient Greeks expected. 
We wanted our students to work freely just for the 
honor and the achievement and not for monetary rewards. 
However, with the hacking of the Los Angeles Timeg, 
the Constitution Oratorical Contest quickly took the 
limelight away from the old contest of the Southern 
California Oratory and Debate League, and attracted 
much of the better talent in many respects. 

At the contest, I believe, in 1928 or '29, John 
Aiso won the local contest at Hollywood High School. 
He went on then to take the district contest of Los 
Angeles City, and finally with ease he took the 
Southern California district championship which made 
him eligible to go to the finals in Washington, D.C. 
Suddenly Harry Chandler, publisher of the Los Angeles 
Times, woke up to the fact that Southern California 
and the Los Angeles Times were about to send to 
Washington, D.C. as its champion high school orator 
on the subject of the United States Constitution a 
Japanese boy. Chandler hit the ceiling. He said 
that he would never stand for it, and he made a big 
row. 

The word finally reached John Aiso, who, by the 
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way, was born in Los Angeles. Although, he had many 
champions, many supporting him, including some on the 
Times staff, he very graciously said, "I will step 
down in favor of my alternate." The alternate was 
another Hollywood High School boy who had placed 
second to him, who went on then to Washington, D.O, 
for the finals. 

The Hollywood High School student body was so 
incensed that they took up a collection, passed the 
hat, and sent John along to Washington, D.C. for the 
trip. This substitute (whose name I don't remember 
and I wouldn't bother to remember, although he's a 
prominent attorney in Hollywood now) took the national 
championship, and when he came down off the platform 
the lad there to greet him and extend congratulations 
was Japanese John Aiso. Well, John's family was 
well-to-do. The big prize was a university scholarship 
somewhere and a trip to Europe. John's parents sent 
him on a tour of Europe and paid the bills themselves. 

John returned to California and then he went on 
to law school somewhere in the East—it seems to me 
he took his prelegal work at Brown University and I 
don't know where he took his legal work, but he 
returned to Los Angeles and entered the practice of 
law. After a year or so he felt that there was no 
place in California for a Japanese of his ability, so 
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he went to Japan though he'd never heen In Japan 
before and he wasn't Japanese to all Intents and 
purposes. He was promptly received with open arms by 
the Japanese government and appointed to a high 
position in the Japanese administration of Manchuria. 
However, he didn't stay long: he found the weather, 
the climate, was too rigorous for him and it threatened 
his health. He returned to Southern California, and 
it may be remembered that when World War Two came on 
he joined the Army and was at the elbow of the 
commander in the Pacific throughout the war. General 
MacArthur had Aiso as his interpreter and translator. 
He came out of the Army with the rank of major, and 
it is said that Aiso was surrounded every place he 
went during the war by a special bodyguard equal to 
that which General MacArthur himself had, because Aiso 
was a particular target. If the Japanese could have 
gotten him they would have been deli^krc^. 

Naturally I was very much pleased when Aiso 
shortly after was appointed first to the municipal 
court, I believe by Governor Warren, and not too long 
ago the present governor appointed him to the superior 
court. I have occasionally met him and always recall 
taith great pleasure my association with him back in 
the late '20's when he was a high school debater at 
Hollywood High School. 
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I "became very much interested in student self-
government which I had observed in operation at 
Polytechnic High School and Manual Arts High School 
in Los Angeles. There came an opportunity to establish 
it at Inglewood. To tell it briefly, a very serious 
disciplinary problem had arisen there. The students 
were rapidly out of hand, and the principal simply 
called together one day some of the leading students, 
a number of boys with whom I had worked intimately, 
including the student body president and Jim Lewis 
and the editor of the student paper, the football 
ooach, one of the other athletic coaches, myself, the 
printing teacher, and the teacher who was the head of 
the science department. He just told us bluntly and 
frankly that things were getting out of hand and he 
wanted some advice and help* 

Well, my Intimacy with the students played into 
my hands then. As soon as the principal had asked 
us to think it over and come back for another meeting 
the next day, the boys all congregated In my classroom. 
They said, "Pop, what do you suggest?1' 

I suggested Immediate student self-government, 
and I said, "Let's start this thing the way all 
governments start—with a vigilance committee. Don't 
go too far with it, hut I suggest that a half a dozen 
of you big fellows on the football squad and Jimmy 
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here and a few of the others just go out during the 
lunch period today, when most of the trouble occurs, 
and take things into your own hands, since the 
teachers haven't heen able to handle the situation at 
all. Now you just clean it up and do it right away. 
This moment." 

Instantly, there was a vigilance committee. They 
took a few small boys out behind the barn and spanked 
them—they took them out and paddled them. It had 
taken the entire custodian's crew all afternoon every 
school day to clean up the school grounds after the 
noon-hour lunches, but immediately the custodian's 
crew had nothing to do. There wasn't a scrap of paper, 
there wasn't a pie plate, there wasn't a paper bag or 
a candy wrapper anywhere to be seen. If a boy dropped 
one, he was told by one of these big fellows to pick 
that up and put it in the trash can. If he said, 
"Well, who are you to order me around?" he was taken 
by the ear off around behind the gymnasium somewhere 
where he was gently paddled and firmly admonished. 

Miracles were performed, and the principal didn't 
know what was going on. He noticed the change at 
once, because the head custodian came in and said, 
"Why, Mr. Green, something has happened here. We 
don't know what, but there hasn't been any pie throwing 
and there aren't any scraps around—immediately after 
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your meeting this morning something took place, and 
it seems that the older students are straightening 
the situation out," 

So the next day when our second meeting occurred, 
the hoys said, "Mr, Green, we would like to attempt 
student government," 

The principal said, "Well, I'm a little doubtful 
about student government. I know they try it in some 
other schools and they have some misfortunes, but go 
ahead and bring me a plan." 

Well, these boys then got themselves together and 
brought some of the girls in, too, and they organized 
themselves into a constitutional committee. I was 
the sole sponsor. I met with that committee for hours 
over a period of about two weeks, and we drafted a 
constitution modeled after the constitutions of the 
United States and the State of California, and the 
thing was set up. I was named with two of the women 
teachers as the chief sponsors of the thing. They 
elected a house of representatives, they established 
a cabinet with a responsible cabinet system much 
like the English one, and they adopted all the proper 
formalities. The house of representatives had to 
listen to cabinet bills before they could introduce 
private bills, and it ran through beautifully. We 
had a girl's court of three judges and a boy's court 
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with three judges. We had an attorney general; and 
hy the way, two or three of my attorney generals 
in subsequent years became lawyers thereafter, and 
good lawyers. We had a supreme court consisting of 
all six judges, the three girls and the three boys 
sitting in bloc. Believe it or not, we had defense 
attorneys—they had a public defender, and they needed 
one. I remember when we were going over the con-
stitution of the State of California, picking out the 
things we wanted, we came to the parole board provisions 
and I said, "Well, I guess we can skip that," and 
Jimmy Lewis said, "No, Pop, we're not going to skip 
that. We need a parole board around here." And he 
said, "Give a kid another chance if he gets in trouble." 

Already the school had set up a demerit system 
which ran through all four years. Every youngster 
was started with a hundred merits at the beginning of 
his freshman year, and it was understood that if a 
youngster got below seventy-five merits, that is if 
he accumulated twenty-five demerits, he would be 
subject to severe discipline and possible suspension. 
If he dropped below eighty-five merits he was 
automatically out of all student activities, including 
athletics. That policy had been long established there. 
Every year the principal and the teachers lectured 
the youngsters on the importance of the merit system, 
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because, as they said, "When you get out of high 
school and you get ready to find a job somewhere, 
the chances are that your prospective employer will 
get in touch with the high school to find out what 
your record has been. We will give your deportment 
record along with your scholastic record, and if you 
are down below about ninety merits, we will have to 
report that we had trouble with you." So it had a 
little bit of sting to it. 

Wow, when the students took over, their system 
was to assess so many demerits in accordance with 
the gravity of the offense. They didn't actually 
assess the demerits, but they recommended to the 
principal that two or three or five or ten demerits 
be given to this student. And when a youngster would 
get to the point that he was down to about eighty-five 
and it looked like he might be off of all athletic 
teams, couldn't hold any student body office, couldn't 
debate, or would be ousted from all student clubs 
and everything of that sort, then he had a chance to 
come before the probation board, which was a special 
student board appointed by the student body president 
with the advice of the sponsor, and plead his case. 
They would inquire into what kind of grades he was 
getting and what he did with his time, and they would 
say, "Well, now, your grades wren't so good. The 
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next quarter, if you will bring up your grades to a 
certain degree, we'll recommend to the principal 
that you get three merits." It was a give-and-take 
proposition. It had always been provided that there 
were ways by which a student could go to the principal 
and get some of the merits given back to him, but 
this all went over now to the students. I will say 
this for "Daddy" Green: he abided strictly by the 
student recommendations thereafter, both the student 
court recommendations and the probation board 
recommendations. 

We set up a police system. e had about fifty 
students detailed for the control committee. They 
wore little specially made chromium badges, and it 
was a matter of some distinction. The first chief 
of the control committee (in other words, our chief 
of police) was the captain of the football team, and 
it was a good thing for him, because he was something 
of a disciplinary problem himself and considerably of 
a scholastic problem. We almost graduated him with 
a clear record. He never was able to bring his 
scholastic record up because he was too lazy except 
on the football field, but he served as an excellent 
chief of police for the first year. 

I watched the thing develop in three successive 
years after it was established at the end of my first 
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year, and I was very proud of the way it operated. 
I still think that student self-government would solve 
a lot of student disciplinary problems if it were 
properly sponsored by sympathetic, understanding 
teachers who could put the utmost confidence in the 
students. 

Dixon: Do they still have that constitution there? 
Story: Oh, no. I think it has long since disappeared. 

Indeed, the student self-government only lasted about 
two or three years after I left, because they couldn't 
get teachers who would put the energy into it. It 
took an enormous amount of time. You had to watch 
every little thing. Perhaps I had it too elaborate 
to suit most teachers, anyway, but I can tell you 
this, that the students took to it like ducks to 
water. It was beautiful to see them operate. 

I recall one time the students were handling 
traffic in the halls in changes of classes. We'd had 
some terrible traffic jams. They'd all try to gang 
up and go through one door in order to get to the 
next building. Well, the students themselves planned 
the routing of trgffic: when you leave a building to 
go to another building you leave by a certain door; 
when you come into the building you come in hy a 
certain door; if you're going to the second floor 
you (..0 up a certain stairway. We had one-way routing 
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of students. It took them much less time after they 
got accustomed to it. 

Our students were not supposed to leave the 
school grounds at noon unless they had special 
permission to go home for lunch, so we had to have 
guards out. Before, teachers had tried to control it; 
now, we had a student on the job. These students 
were all assigned for particular times. They checked 
in in the morning, they checked out at night at the 
control committee office. They performed just like 
policemen on duty. But many a time when a student 
control officer saw a teacher trying to handle a 
disciplinary problem, the student would step up and 
say, "Mr. So-and-so, Miss So-and-so, let me take care 
of this." And they carried little citations to court 
with them and the student who had committed the 
offense was given the copy. "You are to appear in 
court on such-and-such a day at such-and-such an hour 
to answer such-and-such a specific charge, and I will 
be there. If you have any defense, you'd better see 
the public defender." And it worked. 

I remember once that one of the women teachers 
who was new to the school, In perhaps the second or 
third year of the operation of this control system, 
was quite offended when one of the girls of the 
control system stepped in during some little altercation 
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in the hallway and said, "Miss So-and-so, will you 
please step hack in your room? I'll handle this." 
The teacher was completely taken aback and didn't like 
it. She reported the control officer to the principal. 
The control officer was called in with the teacher 
to the principal's office, and the upshot of it was 
that the control officer received the teacher's 
apology. She said she hadn't understood and that she 
would not interfere any more, that she would be more 
than glad to be relieved of the burden. It was 
understood that in the classrooms at all times when 
the teacher was present, the teacher had charge, but 
if for any reason a teacher had to step out of the 
room, instantly any control officer present was in 
charge. With my newspaper work and other work I often 
left my classroom for as much as a half an hour at a 
time. I was dealing mostly with older students, 
anyway, and usually there were several student body 
officers in my room, but if there was a control 
officer present, that officer was in charge. 

) 

I recall with great satisfaction that one of 
the deputy county superintendents was touring the 
school one day unbeknownst to me. I was next door 
from my classroom in the print shop seeing to the 
make-up of the paper which was about to go to press, 
when in walked the deputy county superintendent, 
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much to my astonishment. 
I thought, "Holy smoke, what did he run into 

when he was in my classroom?" 
I was recognized, and he said to me, "I want to 

compliment you, Mr. Story. I went into your class-
room and found all the students at work. It's very 
unusual—they were conversing, but they were working." 
(I knew that their conversation was essential to 
their work.) He said, "It's an informal procedure, 
but it's wonderful the way they carry on by themselves." 

I said, "Yes, I'm quite proud of them, I had been 
out of the classroom for twenty minutes, but I'd 
better go back in now and give them some help. They 
will need my advice." 

Such things happened frequently. 
In my third year at Inglewood, it was decided 

that another high school was needed in the high school 
district. The district already owned a site down on 
the southern boundary line between Hawthorne and 
Lawndale, Rosecrans. They wanted to build a school 
there, but they had to put on a rather large bond 
election to get the money. A faculty meeting was 
called by the principal, and he explained what the 
board of trustees wanted to do. He said that it 
would take a very strenuous campaign to put it across, 
because bond elections were being defeated. Remember, 
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this was in hard times. He appointed me chairman of 
a committee of five teachers to handle the bond 
campaign. 

I called my committee together and found that it 
was utterly inept. It knew nothing of political 
campaigns. They were willing to give a moderate 
amount of time and energy, hut nothing like what a 
campaign would require, so I told them as gently as 
possible that I'd work out a plan and let them know 
what I expected of them. 

Then I went to the students, and I organized a 
campaign committee of one hundred students, all with-
out the principal knowing anything about it. The 
faculty didn't know anything about it. I told the 
kids, "Now, keep this to yourselves. We're going to 
win this campaign by student effort, and it's going 
to be a house-to-house canvass of every house in this 
high school district." By this time El Segundo had 
separated from the Inglewood High School District and 
was busy building its own high school at that time. 

We went into the campaign, and we discovered 
there was going to be strenuous opposition, but I 
did the best I could. I had all the newspapers 
working for me and I wrote newspaper articles myself. 
I rounded up my teacher's committee just a few days 
before and I said, "I want just one thing from you 
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men: I want you to get a group of teachers with auto-
mobiles to take voters to the polls. We will supply 
you with the names and addresses." 

They said, "Well, where are you going to get them?" 
I said, "Don't worry about that. On election 

day I will supply you with the names and addresses of 
voters who want transportation." 

I think it was on the evening before the election 
that I dropped into the principal's office and he 
said, "Well, Story, I guess we're going to lose it, 
aren't we?" 

I said, "No, Mr. Green, we'll carry it by some-
thing between a hundred and a hundred and fifty votes." 

"Oh," he said, "that's a close margin." 
I said, "Yes, but that's the best we can do." 
That was in the spring of 1928. I remember now 

when it happened. 
"Well," he said, "how do you know that it's 

going to go over with such a close margin?" 
I said, "Mr. Green, the students and I have been 

counting the votes. We know exactly how every person 
in this school district is going to vote. We added 
them all up, and we know how we're coming out." 

I had made some campaign speeches, by the way, 
myself. I think X got one or two teachers to make 
some campaign speeches where we could find meetings, 
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and students had made speeches, too—of course, their 
speeches were worth far more than anything we could do. 

We were victorious by a narrow margin- I think 
it was around a hundred and thirty votes< My count 
was extremely close to the facts. Immediately, the 
next day after the election, I met teachers over the 
campus. They rushed up and congratulated me and said, 
"Well, we hope you will enjoy your principalship in 
the new high school." 

I said, "What are you talking about? I wouldn't 
be principal of any high school for any amount of money." 

And they said, "Well, why? What's the matter 
with the principalship? All you have to do is ask 
for it." 

"Oh," I said, "I'd have to do one other thing 
beside ask for it. I'd have to go to summer session 
and get an administrative credential, and that's one 
thing I have sworn I would never do, because if I had 
one I might some day be tempted to become an admini-
strator, and I love teaching. I don't love office 
work. I've done a deal of office work in my time 
and I want to be a teacher. I don't want to be a 
principal, at any price." 
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CHAPTER XIV 
LOS ANGELES MUNICIPAL AIRPORT 

Well, daring the summer, the publishers of the 
Daily Californian in Inglewood, having seen some of 
my activities, asked me if I wouldn't come in and 
take over the editorship of their paper for one 
month while their editor took a vacation, which I did. 
In the beginning of 1928, my wife and I were separated. 
I was living at that time with my parents in Bell-
flower. 

In the summer of 1929» I became the permanent 
editor of the Daily Californian and resigned from 
my position in the high school. I did it with a 
great deal of hesitation because I loved the teaching, 
but I felt I was getting in a rut. I knew I had 
some opposition in the town and I didn't want to get 
into a great ruckus there and have to fight for my 
place, which I knew I could hold, but I didn't want 
to do it over a fight, for the sake of the school. 
I kept my night school classes, though; they asked 
me if I wouldn't stay on with the night classes, which 
I did. 

So for two years I was editor of the Daily 
Californian in Inglewood, and from there I also, in 
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1930, took on a voluntary unpaid job as public 
relations director of the new Los Angeles Municipal 
Airport. It was then popularly known as Mines Field, 
although it was officially the Los Angeles Municipal 
Airport. It happened in this way. I had been watch-
ing the development of the airport. I had seen the 
first national air races there, and as a newspaperman 
I had covered the visit of the Graf Zeppelin, the 
great dirigible. I was invited down with other 
newspaper men to have a blimp ride from the field one 
day. The invitations were extended by the Director 
of Airports, [Lt. Gol. Richard Barnitz], whom I had 
already met in the course of my newspaper work, and 
after our blimp ride I said, "Colonel, what you need 
down here is more public relations. You have a good 
beginning of an airport but you're not getting any 
place." 

He said that he knew it. He knew he needed a 
public relations man, and he'd asked the city council 
to provide one, but they said they didn't have the 
money, that they were putting too much into the rental 
of the property and the necessary improvements and the 
maintenance of a small staff, and they just couldn't 
afford a public relations director. 

Well, almost spontaneously, I said, "I tell you 
what I'll do: I have time off from my job. I've no 
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family, and I'd like to come down here if you could 
get me a telephone and a typewriter and a desk, for 
nothing, and try to get the thing going." I was 
interested in it. I wanted to see something happen, 
and I figured I could come down in the evenings after 
I got the paper put to hed, and on Saturdays and Sun-
days and holidays (I usually got away from the 
newspaper office early Saturday afternoon), and see 
what we could accomplish. 

Well, he said he could certainly get me a tele-
phone and a typewriter and a desk. There were plenty 
of vacant rooms around there. So I was provided with 
that much equipment and plenty of scrap paper, and I 
started turning out newspaper releases. They paid 
the postage and I mailed news releases to local papers 
and the Los Angeles city papers and got a good reaction. 
They already had a clipping service, so I could tell 
whether I was getting results or not, and the results 
were quite gratifying. Colonel Barnitz thought that 
I ought to be getting some money from somebody, so 
he went around among the operators of the flying 
schools and the two or three airplane agencies and 
got them to put in a few dollars each a month just to 
help pay my expenses. I don't believe I ever got 
over twenty dollars a month out of the thing, but 
twenty dollars a month was twenty dollars a month 
in those days. 
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By December, however, he had commenced to call 
on me for so much work, including the preparation of 
official reports and drafting official correspondence 
(he was no good at that sort of thing and he con-
sulted with me on all such matters) that finally he 
asked me if I would accept a hundred dollars a month 
for half time. He was going to have to fire one of 
the attendants, anyway, since the chap was on night 
duty and he had caught him asleep several times, and 
he would just get this attendant replaced hy me as 
public relations man under civil service. So about 
December 15• 1930, X became half-time public relations 
representative of the Los Angeles Municipal Airport 
on emergency appointment. Shortly after I took the 
civil service examination, which I passed easily. 

My experience at the airport was very interesting. 
I met Charles A. Lindberg and Aielia JSarhart and Wiley 
Post, who flew in that fatal flight with Will Rogers 
when they were killed in a crash up in Alaska. X 
met Admiral Byrd when he came touring the United 
States. X knew a great many of the fliers of prominence 
in this part of the country in those days. I 
covered the second national air races at the airport, 
which hy that time was under my direction for public 
relations. 

The Director of Airports was Colonel Barnitz, 
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whom I have mentioned, a lieutenant colonel in the 
Army Air Force, retired. The assistant director was 
Woodruff De Silva who retired only a few years ago; 
I believe he is now manager of the Ontario Airport. 
Harley Brown was the accountant. Amy Spiess, the 
only woman on the staff, was a stenographer and 
operated the switchboard. With myself, the five of 
us constituted the office staff. 

There were five field attendants, headed by 
Henry Bakes. Henry is still at the Municipal Airport, 
now the International Airport. He was the first 
employee of the Department of Airports. 

The airport property was just short of a mile 
square. It lacked a mile because the east-west length 
of it was cut off by the Santa Fe Railroad right-of-
way to Redondo Beach. The facilities consisted of 
one runway paved about two thousand or twenty-five 
hundred feet in length. We had some flood lights, I 
believe, mounted along the boundary somewhere. There 
were five buildings. There was the Curtiss-Wright 
Building at the eastern end of the line; the little 
Interstate Cafe; two large hangars with the admini-
stration offices and tower between; and, to the west, 
Larry Talbot's airplane service and flying school 
hangar and offices. While I was there another hangar 
building was constructed on out beyond. They were 
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all on the south side of the field. 
The remainder of the property, more than half 

of it, was simply a vacant weed and grass-grown area 
with thousands of rabbits ranging over it. We kept 
down the growth of grass by grazing sheep in the 
spring. There was a wild dog that ran loose over on 
the far side of the field. We often saw this dog 
scurrying back and forth barking at the planes as 
the student fliers took off and landed. The dog was 
a hazard to the fliers. No one knew where it had come 
from, but it just lived out there, apparently eatching 
rabbits and squirrels, until finally one of the 
attendants, Max, managed to entice it to come up close 
and domesticated the little animal, giving it the 
name "Queenie." Queenie was a shaggy little non-
descript dog, but became the extremely popular airport 
mascot—visitors always looked for her. ^ueenie's 
picture was in all the Los Angeles newspapers, and 
while she produced annually a litter of puppies that 
was about as mixed up as any litter of puppies could 
possibly be, we never had any trouble disposing of 
them. They were always in demand. To get one of 
t^ueenie's puppies was the equivalent of getting a 
blue-ribbon winner, to aeronautical enthusiasts. 

The six-hundred-plus acres were all held by the 
city under a fifty-year lease. The south two-thirds 



538 

was from James R. Martin, and the north quarter was 
from the Los Angeles Extension Company, which was a 
Los Angeles corporation; a large part of its stock 
was held by the Security-first National Bank. The 
city paid -$24,800 a year rent on the acreage, and it 
had an option to buy at $3500 an acre. There had 
been a great deal of political ppposition to the 
whole arrangement. It was with some difficulty gotten 
through the City Council, and I believe that the mayor 
at that time, disliking the whole business, took a 
vacation when the ordinance came to his desk for 
approval. He left it to the president of the City Council. 

Dixon: Who was mayor then? 
Story: Porter was mayor at that time, John C. Porter. I met 

him at the airport on two or three occasions rather 
briefly. 

In my efforts to promote the airport, I met two 
immediate obstacles. It was reputed to be much too 
far out from the center of the city, and also much 
too foggy. So, being stuck with the Job, I started 
some studies. I'd been told by the operators on 
the airport, the tenants, that it was too far out 
and too foggy, but I asked one of them one day, "Have 
you ever compared the amount of fog here with the fog 
in the competing airports?" 

He said, "Oh, no, I never made any statistical 
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studies on it, but I just know it's too foggy, that's 
all. Some days we can't get off the ground here." 

I started my studies, and I found first that 
the municipal airport occupied the only available level 
and clear square mile within the city limits: in 
the San Fernando Valley, Boyle Heights, East Los 
Angeles, the southern part, no place else, was there 
an available clear, level square mile. I found that 
the travel time from the working post office In Los 
Angeles and the principal hotels compared favorably 
with all existing airports except Grand Central, 
which was at Glendale. Then after a year of carefully 
supervised weather observations made by the attendants 
under my instructions, I proved that it was meteorolog-
ically superior to any of the other plaoes with 
respect to fog and ceiling. I discovered also that 
it was the safest location by far, with reference to 
the surrounding terrain. The only obstruction close 
by were the Baldwin Hills, and they rose only a few 
hundred feet above the level of the airport. Wind 
conditions and the climatic conditions as to 
temperature were excellent. 

Even Colonel Barnitz was incredulous when I 
laid the facts before him, and as for the sarrounding 
terrain, he said, "Oh, that doesn't make any difference. 
A good pilot can fly out of any of these airports." 
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I said, "You mean to tell me that when a flier 
goes out of Grand Central and he has to hank around 
to head in another direction and he's staring a mountain 
in his face whichever way he goes, that that is safe?" 

"Oh," he said, "I don't think that makes much 
difference." 

I said, "Within half a mile of the Glendale air-
port you have the Griffith Park hills, and on the 
other side wittLn two miles, you're right up against 
the mountains that tower up anywhere from fifteen 
hundred feet to five thousand." 

Well, he thought mayhe I did have something 
after I argued with him awhile. I said, "They're not 
much better off at the United Airport at Burbank and 
believe it or not, I have found that ceiling conditions 
are much better down here close to the coast than they 
are up there for a large part of the year, even though 
they don't have as much ground fog as I admit we have 
down here." 

Well, I got news releases. I made contact with 
the metropolitan reporters. I found down there in the 
hands of one of the agencies a mimeograph machine 
which I borrowed and used to get out news releases 
for the community papers. I promoted Sunday afternoon 
airplane shows. They were rather ridiculous little 
affairs, but we had some daredevil pilots down there 
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running little training schools, and they would loop 
the loop and fly upside down and do all sorts of 
things of that kind. At one time, we had a chap, an 
old-time balloonist, who was an expert on parachute 
jumping, and he came down and trained our pilots for 
a small fee in how to do parachute jumps. One after-
noon we had twenty parachute jumps all under the super-
vision of this old-time fellow who had been so badly 
battered up with his own parachute jumps from balloons 
that he was crippled. It was quite a show we put on 
that afternoon, and I breathed much happier after all 
of our pilots got down alive. We used our own tenants 
as talent, and I announced the affairs with a megaphone 
from a platform that I had rigged up. James R. 
Martin helped with a few donations for prizes— 
perhaps he'd put up a hundred dollars for a Sunday 
afternoon and we'd split it up, so the boys got a 
little money out of it. Between stunts, they would 
round up joy riders for a dollar or two apiece. 

Our chief regular business was flying schools, 
airplane agencies, repair and maintenance service, 
and joy hops. The revenue to the city was limited 
to sales of gasoline and oil, upon which the city 
kept a monopoly, the rental of hangars, and a 
percentage on the business of the cafe. 

Among some of the early incidents that I remember 
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was Richard Halliburton's take-off on his round-the-
world flight. I handled the publicity on that, and 
met Richard Halliburton a number of times. 

We had the women's endurance record set down 
there by an amateur who was a very poor flier, really, 
but she was a handsome blond and had a business-man 
sweetheart who wanted to give her some publicity and 
get some for his own automobile agency. Of course, 
the aeronautics authorities wouldn't allow this 
woman to undertake an endurance record all by herself, 
so they employed one of the few women in the United 
States at that time who held a transport pilot's 
license, a very wonderful little girl by the name of 
Bobby Trout who lived over in Boyle Heights somewhere> 
She was a splendid flier and a very fine person, and 
Bobby really ran this endurance flight while the other 
gal got all of the fame out of it. 

One night they came down. Bobby came in and 
landed. The manager of the affair, the promoter, 
was wrathful. He was fit to be tied. All the news-
paper men were gathered around, because an endurance 
record was something in those days, and they had 
fallen about a week short of a record when Bobby 
landed. Well—he demanded to know what this was all 
about. Was there something wrong with the plane? 

"Wo, there wasn't anything wrong with the plane," 
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says Bobby. "There's something wrong with the weather. 
We have a thunderstorm coming up, and I'm not flying 
any plane in a thunderstorm." 

Well, he berated her roundly then, in the presence 
of all the newspaper reporters and the flashing 
cameras and myself, Bobby said, "Sir, I am in charge 
of this plane. You may own it and Miss So-and-so may 
be getting all the publicity, but I am legally in 
charge, due to the fact that I am the one who holds 
the license from the Department of Commerce. When 
we take off again it will be at such time as I 
determine, and we will stay up probably to set your 
record for you, but that again I will decide." 

They were refueled and they were fed, and they 
established the record in a matter of a week or so. 
Today it looks like a silly stunt. All they did was 
just circle around over the airport and the surrounding 
country day after day and hour after hour, and were 
refueled from the air, which wa3 a hazardous operation 
that Bobby herself had to manage. 

I remember a training plane one time that, as 
it took off on the far side of the field, lost its 
landing gear support on one side, but neither the 
student pilot nor the licensed pilot, the instructor, 
knew that it had happened. Only those of us on the 
ground saw it take place. Now, in those days, in 
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training (and I suppose still in that kind of training) 
they simply take off, circle, and come in and make a 
landing. The first landing would probably be fatal 
if they didn't have their landing gear intact. Almost 
at once one of the boys who had his plane on the line 
warmed up, jumped in and flew downwind, instead of 
upwind, to meet them. He was an expert pilot him-
self. He flew up and almost right into them, enough 
to startle them, and then banked over and flew 
alongside of them and pointed, until finally the 
instructor in the training plane got the idea, looked 
down, and saw that his landing gear was just hanging 
there by a thread. 

Well, we didn't have the slightest idea what 
they were going to do. We got an ambulance and fire 
equipment all ready. They disappeared. They flew 
out over the sand dunes, and we all decided that they 
were going to go and drop in the ocean as the softest 
landing they could probably make. I took over the 
switchboard and called all the police stations along 
the Bay Cities to watch for this plane, get life 
guards ready to haul them out of the water, to send 
out ambulances. I also, of course (this was my 
routine duty as public relations man), called all 
the Los Angeles newspapers. We waited. 

After awhile, here came the plane back again, 
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circling around and around, and what did we see hut 
a man hanging out of the cockpit almost by his toes, 
reaching down and trying to get hold of the landing 
gear. In due time, he pulled it up into place and 
apparently it stayed in place after he had been 
hanging there for awhile, and he got hack in. We 
knew it couldn't possibly be the student who did 
this, it had to be the instructor. 

They flew around a little more and then came in. 
Well, we all held our breath. He made the landing, 
and the only thing that happened was that the plane 
swung around and dragged one wing (it was a biplane) 
and just tore the end off of it. They climbed out 
of the cockpit, two badly scared but fairly alive men. 
What he had done was to yank a wire loose from the 
controls, reach down, pull up that landing gear, and 
wire it in place, hanging upside down while his 
student held onto him to keep him from dropping out 
on his head, all while flying at an altitude of not 
over five hundred feet. It was the sort of thing 
that really put goose pimples all over you just to 
watch. 

Another time on a Sunday morning (Miss Spiess 
was always off on Saturday afternoons and Sundays, 
and I took the switchboard and did a large part of 
my work then), I got a telephone call long distance 
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from Elsinore, where they had a few airplanes and a 
little runway alongside the lake, saying that a flier 
there with a small six-passenger cabin plane who had 
been giving people joy rides for a dollar apiece had 
taken off and lost his landing gear completely. It 
had been ripped off by a piling sticking out of the 
lake. He knew what had happened, but all his 
passengers knew was that there had been a little jolt. 
He got into the air,aand flew around and pondered 
his problem for a little while. Then he wrote a note, 
tied it to a monkey wrench, and flew back over 
Elsinore and dropped it where he knew somebody would 
pick it up. The note said that he was coming into 
the Los Angeles Airport which had lots of room. He 
didn't have much room on his runway at Elsinore, and 
he was picking out the biggest airport in Southern 
California because he felt he might need all of it. 
He would attempt a belly landing, hut he wanted 
ambulances, fire apparatus, doctors, everything 
possible there. 

I was alone at the airport except for the ground 
crew, so I was in charge of handling the affair. I 
called in Henry Bakes immediately and told him the 
problem. He said, "I'll take care of the ambulance 
and the fire equipment. You take care of the rest 
of it." I got on the telephone and saw that doctors 
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were there. I alerted police departments in Los 
Angeles and in Inglewood, and we waited. The pilot 
unloaded his gasoline, all but what he needed to 
get in, and, of course, he was smart enough to cut 
his switch so there wouldn't he any serious danger of 
a spark and an explosion. All of the operators on 
the field were alerted and were waiting for anything 
that they might he able to do. 

He came in and made a beautiful landing. He 
told all of his passengers, mostly elderly women, 
what the problem was, but he said, "Now, don't be 
afraid, this is a customary affair." He'd never been 
through such an experience in his life before, but he 
didn't want any panic among his passengers. He had 
enough trouble with his plane. He came in and made 
a belly landing. By that time, I had all the news-
papers in Los Angeles there with their photographers, 
and they interviewed the passengers, all of whom were 
delighted with their pilot. They thought he was a 
wonderful man, and they said they weren't scared 
until they got out and people told them what risk 
they had run. 

The International Air Races occurred for several 
successive years, all promoted by Cliff Henderson 
and his younger brother Phil Henderson, whom I found 
to be neighbors of mine in Brentwood when we first 
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moved out here. 
The Municipal Airport had no radio facilities. 

It did have a revolving beacon, which is still there 
just as it was then. Of course, it had no control 
tower and no transport or mail service, but it had 
plenty of cutthroat competition from private airports. 
There was the United Airport at Burbank which is now 
the big Lockheed Airport; the Grand Central Airport 
at Glendale; the Western Air Express Airport at 
Alhambra; the Long Beach Municipal Airport; Clover 
Field, which belonged to Santa Monica; and there 
was a private airport on Western Avenue near Century 
Boulevard operated by Jack Fry, who later became the 
founder of Transcontinental Western Air, the ancestor 
of the present Trans World Airlines. Jack Fry remained 
president of that company until Howard Hughes took 
over ownership by acquiring from General Motors the 
majority of the stock. 

During the early years that I was there, flying 
was still an extremely hazardous and daring business. 
A number of my best friends were killed in those days. 
However, we didn't have a single fatality while I was 
there at the airport—we had some close by, but never 
one at the airport. In fact, there have been very, 
very few fatalities at the airport right down to the 
present day. I would say that its record of safety 
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is the hest in the United States, verifying what I 
had discovered about the weather and surrounding 
terrain. 

Now since I was only on half-time at the airport 
and I was still editor of the Daily Californian in 
Inglewood, I was in a somewhat precarious financial 
position. With the beginning of the Great Depression 
in 1929 I started looking for another job. I'd 
already passed the Los Angeles City teachers examina-
tions for secondary schools, and I rated first on the 
eligibility list in English and second in history. 
I was immediately in demand by a number of principals, 
but I turned them all down. They didn't offer exactly 
what I wanted. Finally in March, 1931, I was offered 
a position and I took it. It was an appointment to 
teach English at Jacob Hiis High School, a special 
school for problem boys—and what a problem they 
turned out to be. 

In June of that year, I was married to Esther 
Van Vleet who was a student at UCLA and had worked for 
me a short time as a reporter for the Dally Californlan 
in Inglewood. We took a honeymoon trip up the coast 
for a month, and I made it partly a business trip 
because I visited airports, especially municipal 
airports, all the way up, in Santa Barbara, San 
Francisco, on up into Portland, Oregon, Seattle, and 
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Vancouver. I wanted to find out how they operated 
their airports and especially what public relations 
programs they had. Before we really started on our 
trip, though, after our very informal wedding here, 
we went to Cambria Pines for a week, because we both 
needed a rest. She was at the end of her second year 
in the university and she was very tired, and so was 
I. I just finished my school year, and we were both 
worn out, so we just took a week's rest. We'd never 
been to Cambria Pines, but I just rented a cottage 
there by mail on a chance, and we found it was a 
perfectly delightful place for a newly married couple 
to go and be quite to themselves as much as they 
wanted to be. 

Then we went on up to San Francisco, followed 
the Redwood Highway, visited the Oregon Caves, went 
to Grants Pass, and on up to Portland and Seattle 
and Victoria and Vancouver. We took a week-end 
steamer trip up the inland passage. I think we 
left on a Saturday afternoon, stopped at the little 
island resorts on up in the inland passage, and 
reached the end of the trip in a small inlet sometime 
Sunday. We woke up Sunday morning and found ourselves 
in this inlet entirely surrounded by tall timber; 
nearly all the passengers had been dropped off on the 
way because we made perhaps fifteen or twenty stops 
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during the evening and the night. Then we started 
hack and picked up passengers going hack to Vancouver. 
We enjoyed that little trip immensely. 

We returned to Southern California and spent one 
month more of vacation at Long Beach, and then came 
to Westwood Village for my wife's convenience in 
getting to the university. I returned to my duties 
at Jacob Riis, stilJ putting in twenty hours a week 
faithfully at the airport. It was left to my own 
decision as to when I would put in that twenty hours, 
and I usually did about eight hours of it on Saturday 
and maybe ten of it on Sunday. I gave the city full 
value for its hundred dollars a month, which, by the 
way, had been reduced to ninety-five dollars a month 
when every city employee took a voluntary five 
percent cut, the extra five percent being put into a 
fund to aid the unemployed, of whom Los Angeles had 
at that time about ninety thousand. Today ninety e3 

thousand unemployed in Los Angeles wouldn't seem any-
thing, but then it was imminent disaster. The money 
from the airport employees was returned to the airport, 
and we hired an extra attendant who wasn't on civil 
service. He was a very fine chap, but he knew nothing 
about airports. He came from Arkansas or somewhere 
and didn't know much about anything, but he was a very 
fine fellow and for the fifty dollars I think he got 
out of us, he worked his head off and ultimately 
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became a civil service employee of the airport. 
I was invited that fall by Cbauncey L. VanderBie, 

principal of the Los Angeles Evening High School, to 
take a public speaking class there. He'd had a Mr. 
Lincoln as his public speaking teacher but he had 
dropped out for some reason, and Mr. VanderBie 
suddenly needed a replacement. He found I'd had a 
good many years' experience in that kind of work and 
hired me promptly. I found at once that I had some-
thing more than a hundred students enrolled. Public 
speaking was immensely popular. It was a heavy 
burden, but extremely interesting work. 

I had a difficult year at Jacob Riis. There 
were no psychological studies made of these problem 
boys. There was no information available on their 
home environments. All we knew when a boy came in 
was, maybe, that he was a bad boy from Lincoln High 
School or Polytechnic or Manual Arts or Los Angeles 
High (we got them from all over the city); all we had 
was a report of what grades they'd been getting. We 
knew nothing about them. We didn't know what trouble 
they'd been in. I had a boy in class for several 
weeks before I discovered that he had just been released 
from the State Reform School at Whittier. Actually 
he turned out to be one of the best boys I had. 

It was a man-killing job just to maintain any 
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semblance of discipline in the classroom. I even 
had a fist fight start in a classroom right behind my 
back one time, and the only thing I could do to stop 
it was to use my own fists on the first boy I could 
reach. Another time a big boy in one of the shops 
drew a knife on the teacher, and the shop teacher 
just picked up a big seork bench stool and hit him 
with it, knocked hiiu out cold, sent for the ambulance, 
and took the boy away. We had that kind of incident 
going on all the time. 

The tension was really terrific, and yet we 
attempted what was the impossible, a standard high 
school curriculum. I was handed one time by surprise 
the job of teaching a senior English class something 
about Emerson's essays. They didn't understand one 
word that Emerson used. They couldn't make head or 
tail out of a single sentence, and they were utterly 
disinterested. The school was not adapted to them 
at all except on the vocational level and in athletics. 
I looked forward to getting a transfer to some other 
school for the next year. I didn't think my nerves 
would stand it, with all of the other work I had to 
do. Remember, I was teaching night school two nights 
a week and I was putting in twenty hours at the airport, 
and I had a wife and an alimony to support. I wanted 
to hang on, though, until I could at least establish 
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tenure in the Los Angeles City System. 
Then, suddenly, at the end of the school year, 

I was out of a job. The Los Angeles City Board of 
Education found it didn't have revenue enough to meet 
the payroll for the next year, and their only remedy 
was to let out all probationary teachers. There were 
twelve hundred let out in June of 1932, and it was 
a bleak outlook. 

There was only one glimmer of brightness I had 
at that time. I had gone Into a candy store in West-
wood Village to buy my wife a small box of candy one 
day, and the clerk had handed me a little slip and 
said, "Here's a contest we're putting on, a slogan 
contest. Use the box top and send it in with your 
slogan." Well, I just stuck the thing in my pocket 
and didn't think much about it; but one day a little 
later, when I was on the way to school, I reached in 
my pocket and found this entry blank. I thought, 
"Well, it won't cost anything but a postage stamp-
let's see what I can think of." So I thought that 
day and I came up with a slogan: "Masterpieces of 
confection craft." I sent it in with my wife's name 
on the blank. 

A few days later, early one Saturday morning, 
the landlady knocked at our door and said, "I have a 
telephone call for you." It was for my wife and, after 
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being sure that they were talking to the right party, 
they said, "Would you like to have a new automobile?" 

3he said, "Yes, but I'm not in the market for one." 
"Well, you come on over—we have one for you. 

You've just won the prize." 
I had told her that I had put the slogan in. I 

didn't think we had one chance in ten thousand. But 
she won a new car. It was very fortunate, because 
we desperately needed that automobile. My old car 
was about to fall to pieces. 

I got through the summer on my airport salary, 
but I remember I was stumped on about one month's rent. 
I was really quite worried about it. l'hen I won 
another contest. (All companies and merchants were 
putting on contests to get business in those hard times.) 
This was the second place in a national contest put 
on by the United Cigar Company, for fifty words on 
"Why I Smoke a Upe." Well, I thought I'd try that 
one, the joke being that I didn't smoke a pipe—I 
smoked cigarettes, but I wasn't a heavy smoker of any 
kind. I took second place and the prize was seventy-
five dollars, most of which I used to pay the month's 
rent, but with a dollar of what I had left over I 
bought a pipe. After all these years since 1932 it's 
still my favorite pipe, and I bought it from the 
United Cigar Company. I thought I ought to be loyal 
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to that extent I 
The next school year my wife was a senior at 

UCLA. She was appointed a reader for professors in 
"both the Political Science and Sociology Departments, 
so she was earning a little money. The Board of 
Education, to help those of us whom it had had to 
turn off because we were probationaries, did its 
bast to find other work for us. I was given a maximum 
of five nights a week adult education work, and a 
little later in the school year I picked up a one-day 
class in public speaking, of which I will say some-
thing in a moment. I also continued with the airport. 
The Board of Education set up a placement program 
for other types of work for teachers who were out of 
jobs, and I got some tutoring in Latin. 

I tutored, I remember, a Beverly Hills High 
School student in Latin, and to be certain what his 
problems were, I called on his teacher at Beverly Hills, 
who turned out to be a wonderful old lady about seventy 
years old. She said, "Well, I'm glad you have this 
boy, and I'm sure you can give him some help. He 
does need some coaching and he needs a passing grade, 
a college recommendation grade in Latin. But," she 
said, "what are you doing tutoring, with the experience 
in teaching that you have had?" 

I said, "Well, I'm out of a job." 
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She 3aid, "You get busy and work for better 
teachers' pensions so we old-timers, seventy years of 
age, can retire. Then you can get back into teaching. 
I have no business teaching, I'm too old, I've for-
gotten everything I knew." As a matter of fact, I 
knew she was really a fine classical scholar. 

My wife graduated in 1933 with honors in 
Political Science, and she received her Phi Beta Kappa 
key. Immediately she was taken into the Admissions 
Office at UCLA as an evaluator. But we continued to 
have a struggle. I was paying for the support of my 
son and his mother. 

During the next school year, I was working at 
five different places every day, part-time at each. 
I went to the airport. I had one or two other jobs 
at different places at different times of the year. 
The last six weeks of the year I was on the physical 
education staff at Eagle Rock High School. They 
called me on the telephone one day and said, "We 
need you at Eagle Rock High School for the remainder 
of the school year for full-time." 

I said, "What do you want me to do?" 
"Be on the physical education staff." 
I said, "That is the last job in the world for 

me. I don't know anything about physical education." 
They said, "That makes no difference, you go out 
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there. They won't require you to do anything in the 
last six weeks except take roll and check towels and 
a few odd jobs like that, but they need somebody, 
and we have this vacancy, and we can pay you for six 
weeks." 

I went out to Eagle Rock High School and was 
delighted to meet there my old Bonita High School 
English teacher, Elizabeth A. Wood. I was just 
sitting with the boys on the bleachers one day when 
there wasn't anything for them to do, and I heard one 
of them mention her. I went immediately the next 
period to see her, and she astounded me by remembering 
me. She remembered other people who were in the school, 
too, although she told me that she estimated that In 
the years she had been teaching she had had something 
like twenty-five thousand students go through her 
classes. 

In later years, I met Miss Wood, I remember, on 
one occasion at a civic organization meeting, and she 
said, "I want to introduce you to another schoolteacher 
friend of mine." She took me to the back of the room 
and introduced me, and then said, "I want to tell you 
something about this man when he was a student of mine," 
and she commenced to tell tales about things I had 
done that I had completely forgotten myself. A woman 
of terrific memory. The last time I saw Miss Wood 
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was at an annual Phi Beta Kappa banquet. There she was, 
a beautiful, white-haired old lady, very distinguished 
looking. I went up to her and she recognized me at 
once. I said, "How in the world does it happen? 
Yegrs ago I was a student of yours, when I was just 
a kid, and now I'm older than you are." 

Also there at Eagle Rock as the head of the 
History Department vas my boyhood chum, Robert 
Herschel Douglass, 

Por a time during the year before I went to 
Eagle Rock I had been assigned as playground director 
in the late afternoons at the Dayton Heights Elementary 
School. It wasn't very arduous and it didn't pay very 
much, but the interesting thing about this experience 
waL, that most of the youngsters were Japanese children. 
After school let out at about three o'clock, the boys 
would swarm onto the playground immediately. An nour 
later, at four o'clock, the girls would commence to 
arrive. I was puzzled a little about that, and one 
day I asked one of the boys, "Where are the girls?" 

"Oh," he said, "the girls go to Japanese 
language school after day school." 

And I said, "Well, don't you boys go?" 
"Ho, we don't want to learn Japanese, but the 

girls don't know any better." 
I had fun with those kids, I really enjoyed 
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playing with those youngsters. 
Just before Christmas, I went down to the Board 

of Education office to get my check for this month of 
playground work, and they said they didn't have a 
check for me. I said, "Well, what happened?" 

The clerk went back and looked it up and they 
said that by oversight it just wasn't made up, that 
I'd get it next month. I said, "Yes, but I need it 
now. You know that I'm out of a Job, or I wouldn't 
have this part-time piecemeal occupation." 

"Well, we're sorry, hut we can't give you a 
check until next month." 

I said, "I'm going to get it today." I went 
over and sat down. 

The clerk looked very puzzled and after awhile 
she said, "What are you waiting for?" 

I said, "I'm waiting for my check." 
She said, "I told you we couldn't get it for you." 
I said, "I'm going to stay here until I get my 

check if it takes all night." 
She scowled and looked troubled, went on about 

her business, looked back after awhile and saw me 
still sitting there, and finally got In conference 
with some of the heads of the office. They went into 
a huddle, and after about an hour a man came out and 
said, "Come on with me. We'll get you your check." 
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I went around to the controller's office and 
indeed, I got my check, and as I went out he put his 
hand on my shoulder and said, "You're the first 
fellow that has ever been able to get a check after 
it was due and by mistake had been overlooked." 

I helped that spring to organize a Probationary 
and Substitute Teachers Association which is still 
in existence. Mr. VanderBie in the spring of 1932 
sent me out to Manual Arts High School to meet a 
group of other teachers with whom he wanted me to 
represent Los Angeles Evening School. I found we 
were there to form an adult education association, so 
I helped organize that too. Both organizations are 
still in existence, but I was not active in either 
to any great extent. I had too much else to do, and 
there were other very competent men to carry on. The 
adult education people I discovered already had a 
slate that they wanted to follow, and I let them 
follow it. 

We had some social life that year, however, 
mostly with my wife's little circle of fellow students 
and teachers at UGLA including Ordean Hockey of the 
Political Science Department and Constantine Panunzio 
in Sociology. Among the students I remember con-
spicuously Wade Church, who later became a graduate 
in law from Harvard, and then went to Phoenix, Arizona 
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where he was attorney, I helieve, for the State 
Federation of Labor; ultimately, I think he became 
mayor of Phoenix. I saw much of my old University 
of California seminar friend, Malbone Graham, who was 
by this time a prominent and popular professor of 
Political Science when my wife was taking classes 
with him at UCLA. I came back into the Severance 
Club after an absence of a year or two, and we 
acquired an extended circle of friends there: the 
Gersons; the attorney C. Brooks Pry and his wife in 
Altadena; Dr. Lewis Chernoff, who was then chemist 
in the laboratory of the Pood and Drug Administration 
here in Los Angeles, a principal inspector; and the 
Auslenders. 

I had a new contact with a former Manual Arts 
High School teacher, Hay Chase, whom I had first met 
in 1924. Hay Chase was one of the most remarkably 
scholarly men I ever met. He had been a teacher in 
biology, and he had become a kind of one-man teacher's 
union in Los Angeles. He had gone to Sacramento and 
had lobbied for tenure, for retirement pensions, 
and for higher salaries, and had made himself so 
thoroughly obnoxious to the reactionary Board of 
Education that finally they ganged up on him and fired 
him. He tried to make a living, and did with some 
success write short stories for pulp magazines, but 
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he was in such desperate straits that hack in 1924 a 
group of Severance Olub people got themselves together 
and organized an adult class in bidLogy. We paid 
Ray Chase fifty cents apiece per night to teach us 
biology. 

Early in June, 1933» I went to my uncle's office, 
my Uncle L. M. Story. He was conducting a work which 
he called the Public Service League. Actually it 
consisted of himself and two or three advisers and 
half a dozen sponsors who paid the bills. The chief 
sponsor was Dr. John R. Haynes, but he had some 
other sponsors who were good friends of his, and 
after chatting for a few minutes, he said, "You're 
going to have to excuse me because I must go see 
Jimmy llartin. He pays me a little check once a month 
for my work." 

And I said, "Do you mean James R. Martin?" 
"Yes." 
I said, "I'm going right along with you, I need 

to meet that man." 
So we walked down the street to Martin's office. 

I think possibly I had been introduced to Martin at 
the airport some time previously, but he didn't 
remember and I didn't expect him to. 

I was introduced by my uncle as public relations 
representative of the Department of Airports, and 
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Martin said, "Well, how are things going out there?" 
and I said, rather promptly, "Very badly. You're 
going to have trouble with your lease on that airport 
unless it can be promoted, unless something can be 
developed out there. It's Just at a standstill 
situfefeion." 

Martin said, "How much of your time does the 
city engage?" 

I said, "I'm on a half-time job." 
Immediately he said, "I want the other half of 

your time at the same rate. I will put a desk in 
here right beside mine in my private office. You 
report here tomorrow morning." 

So suddenly my prospective salary was doubled, 
and I was employed by Uncle Jimmy Martin, as everybody 
called him, in a campaign of airport promotion. I 
also was engaged by him very extensively as a kind 
of a personal assistant. I said, "What about all 
this work and the twenty hours a week I'm supposed 
to put in at the airport?" 

He said, "Don't bother about that. I'll take 
care of it. You can run out to the airport maybe 
once a week if they need you, but you're going to 
do your airport business right here in my office." 

I have estimated that in the next two years 
while I was working with him, two and a half years 
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perhaps, James R. Martin probably spent fifty 
thousand dollars out of his own pocket to get that 
airport going. Now, it wasn't entirely an unselfish 
civic contribution on his part, because he had a 
large interest at stake. He had to protect his lease 
by being able to prove that there was something 
there that the city should value, although I had 
already said myself that his fifty-year lease of the 
airport property was a sound and valid lease. He 
also owned, however, some extensive property to the 
west of the airport, between it and El Segundo, 
which would develop in value if the airport went ahead. 

Our campaign consisted primarily of securing 
government aid for the improvement of the airport, 
first through the CWA (the California Works Administra-
tion) and then through the WPA. We had some diffi-
culty, surprisingly, because we were constantly 
blocked by the political intrigue of the competing 
airports. They would get a project called off. We 
would get the money allocated, we would get the 
project started with state or federal approval, or 
the approval of both, and then all of a sudden we'd 
get a notice that commencing Monday morning the 
project would be terminated. It meant sometimes 
laying off a hundred or two hundred men out there, 
with no obvious reason. We suspected and in fact 
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were able to prove from time to time that competing 
interests had pulled their political wires and got 
the thing stopped. It was my job under Martin's 
supervision to pull the right wires to get the thing 
started again. It was my job once to go down and 
appear before the board of the CWA (that is, the 
state administration before the federal actually had 
taken the thing over) at a meeting they were holding 
in San Diego, and put up our argument to get a 
project restored which had been halted without 
explanation some weeks before. 

Dixon: Would these projects be like laying runways? 
Story: It was a matter mostly of laying runways. Ultimately 

it involved installing a large sewer line there 
because they had no sewage, and some lighting was 
installed. 

Through Martin's influence, I had prompt contaots, 
immediate contacts, with all of the Los Angeles 
County Congressmen with whom I became personally 
acquainted, especially with John Dockweiler who later 
was district attorney of Los Angeles County, a very 
competent chap and a fine personality. I knew him 
and his secretary very well. I also was in constant 
touch with all of the city Councilmen, with Mayor Shaw, 
with City Attorney Ray Cheeseboro, and with City 
Engineer Lloyd Aldrich. For certain aspects of the 
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problems, Attorney Frank P. Doherty was engaged by 
Martin at a very high rate of remuneration, because 
Doherty was always able to command tops for his legal 
services. He was especially valuable to us because 
you might say that in those days he was Senator Hiram 
Johnson's personal representative in Southern California. 
When anything came up in Southern California that any-
one felt should have Senator Johnson's attention, the 
way to reach Senator Johnson was first to see Frank P. 
Doherty. If he endorsed it, as he frequently did by 
long distance telephone to Senator Johnson whom he 
seemed to be able to get within an hour's time, 
almost any day, then you could be assured that the 
thing was going ahead. 

I remember one time when in my presence Frank 
Doherty was talking from his office to Senator 
Johnson on the telephone. After the conversation was 
ended, Doherty said, "You can't guess what the Senator 
said to me. He said, 'What's the matter with you 
that you always call on me about Southern California 
projects? Don't you have a United States Senator 
who is resident in Southern California?"' referring, 
of course, to Senator [William G.] McAdoo. But 
Senator McAdoo was at least in those days, in my 
relations with him, a very cagey individual who didn't 
put himself out on a limb for anything or anybody 
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unless he could see a political advantage to it, 
whereas Senator Johnson was extremely willing to help 
anybody who seemed to have a worthy cause. 

I became an almost constant companion of James R. 
Martin, and through him commenced to deal with and 
meet the most prominent businessmen and public 
officials of Los Angeles County and Los Angeles City. 
I can't even remember the names of all of them at the 
moment. I do remember very happily Dave Pontius, who 
was president of the Pacific Electric. He used to 
drop into Martin's office, and I got well acquainted 
with him. I found him a most pleasant, amiable chap, 
along in years, a large, tall man with a commanding, 
imposing presence. A clear thinker. I also met 
In those days Edward Dickson, who shortly after, I 
believe, or possibly even then, was on the Board of 
Regents of the University of California. 

This was the time of Upton Sinclair's campaign 
for the governorship of California, the famous EPIC 
campaign. I had occasion in connection with airport 
business to go to the office of my old friend, John C. 
Packard, who was an attorney by this time and presi-
dent of the Municipal League. We were running into 
some opposition to airport development from the 
Municipal League, and some of it was rather shady 
opposition, so I went to John Packard knowing that I 
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could talk to him in confidence and possibly get the 
matter straightened out. Actually John did quite a 
hit to straighten the matter out, and stopped the 
depredations from the Municipal League. But as we 
were concluding our conversation in John's office, he 
asked me what I thought ahout Upton Sinclair's 
intention to run for governor. The primary election 
had not yet heen held. I said that I regarded it 
with some doubts. I knew Upton Sinclair very well 
but I didn't think he would make a good governor of 
the state of California. I was not too happy about 
the incumbent governor. I thought he was quite a 
back number and a reactionary and pretty slow to move. 

Dixon: That was Rolph, wasn't it? 
Story: No, it wasn't Governor Rolph, it was Merriam who 

was running. Rolph died in office, and Merriam was 
running. I met him at the time. Mr. Martin offered 
to Merriam my services at his expense if Merriam needed 
any help that I might give, but actually I wasn't 
involved in the Merriam campaign in any way. 

Now, I knew John Packard was a close friend of 
Upton Sinclair's, and he said to me on this occasion, 
"I'm so close to Upton that if he is nominated in the 
primaries, I'll have to go with him for the finals, 
but if Upton is elected, it will be awful, just 
awful." I'm quoting John Packard precisely. 
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John Packard had been up to this moment, and I 
believe still was, county committee chairman of the 
Socialist Party. He was a very amazingly good 
officer of a vanishing political organization, and 
as I have remarked before, he and his mother had 
always been Socialists from way back. But he was 
unhappy about the prospect of Upton Sinclair's being 
elected, and unhappy about his own feeling that he 
must go along with him. 

In connection with my airport work I also met 
Harry Hopkins, who was WPA director and President 
Roosevelt's personal assistant, and other works relief 
emissaries who came out from Washington. I assisted 
in a reception to Harry Hopkins when he came. We 
especially wanted to show him the various WPA projects 
that were going on in Southern California or in the 
Los Angeles area, but, of course, we wanted to 
emphasize the airport job, so we arranged for him to 
be taken there. I went with him, in Martin's car, 
I believe, or possibly a mayor's car furnished for 
the purpose, and at the airport we put him aboard a 
TWA plane that they had there for the purpose 
(incidentally, of course, he saw the airport job and 
what that amounted to) and we flew him then over the 
other projects. We had the city engineer along to 
point out from the air what was going on, and in a 
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matter of half an hour he had a bird's-eye view of 
every major project in the Los Angeles area. 

Then he came hack and gave a luncheon speech to 
downtown businessmen, I believe under Chamber of 
Commerce sponsorship, at the Ambassador Hotel. The 
place was crowded. Every seat was taken. I would 
suppose that the audience was nine Republicans to 
one Democrat, although we had taken pains to see that 
the leading Democrats of the city were invited. 
Hopkins made a terrific speech and he was given a 
standing ovation at the conclusion, which much amused 
me, knowing that he was getting a standing ovation 
from an overwhelmingly Republican audience that had 
its doubts about Hopkins. 

In 1935» we had a big conference at the Biltmore 
Hotel in a suite of rooms which Martin held there for 
such occasions. Among those present were Jack Fry, 
president of TWA, some General Motors officials 
whose names I do not remember, and Mr. [James Howard] 
Kindelberger, popularly known as Dutch Kindelberger, 
who was president of the North American Aviation 
Corporation. The purpose was twofold. One was to 
interest General Motors, which was the majority 
stockholder in both North American Aviation and TWA, 
in establishing at the Los Angeles Airport. 

Now, in the meantime my studies and surveys 
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which I had originally prepared for the Municipal 
League were altered, edited, somewhat shortened, and 
incorporated into an extensive illustrated prospectus. 
It was not printed; all copies were typed, hut put in 
permanent binding. I remember that one copy went to 
the mayor, one to TWA, one to American Airlines, one 
to United Airlines, one to North American Aviation, 
one to Harry Hopkins, one to President Roosevelt, 
and possibly copies went to Senators Johnson and 
McAdoo. I have one, and I have deposited one with 
the Airport Commission. In fact, the one that I 
deposited with the Airport Commission is one that I 
rescued from the mayor's office when I found that 
subsequent mayors didn't even know they had it. I 
just walked into the mayor's private office one day, 
helped myself, and sent it out to the airport where 
I knew that it would be properly filed and kept. 

James R. Martin was an exceedingly interesting 
man, and I feel that for this record some description 
of him and his activities should be mentioned. He 
was the man who almost singlehandedly put across 
the addition of the Mono Basin to the Owens River 
Water Project. In cooperation with Harry Chandler 
of the Times, he also had put across the Union 
Station project; these two combined with the airport 
in which, as I have mentioned, he invested considerable 
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money for promotion purposes while I was there. He 
also is the man primarily responsible for the establish-
ment of the University of California at Los Angeles 
on its present campus. That had taken place before 
I commenced to work for him. The Mono Basin project 
had just been finished, and Union citation project was 
just getting started. 

His method of operation was very interesting to 
me. He was a man who could foresee years ahead what 
was going to be needed by the city of Los Angeles. 
He knew, for example, that the Owens River would never 
supply enough water. The next nearest water source 
was the Mono Basin, separated from the Owens River 
Valley by a range of mountains. He went up into the 
Mono Basin and quietly got options on all of the water 
rights and all the land involved. Then he came down 
and started promoting the thing in Los Angeles. He 
promoted it very quietly; not one person in a hundred 
knew that a man by the name of James R. Martin 
existed, let alone that he had anything to do with 
this Mono Basin proposal. He sold it first to the 
Department of Water and Power Commissioners, and 
then he started work with the Chamber of Commerce 
and with the newspapers—he had everybody interested 
in the Mono Basin. The bonds were voted, the Mono 
Basin deal was authorized, and it became a part of 
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the Owens ĵ iver system hy the simple little process 
of drilling one of the most remarkable water tunnels 
in the world through the mountain range that separated 
the two. Actually it was a great benefit to Los 
Angeles, and it was of considerable benefit financially 
to James R. Martin. 

The Union Station deal he worked the same way. 
He and Harry Chandler bought up or got options on 
all of the property necessary for the station and 
for the tracks and all the facilities there, which 
you will remember is the area of the old Los Angeles 
Chinatown, and then they started work popularizing 
the Idea of building a Union Station in Los Angeles 
which the city desperately needed. At the time, we 
had three ramshackle stations: the miscalled La Grande 
Station of the Santa Fe, the Arcade Station of the 
Southern Pacific, and the very insignificant one 
across on the east side of the river at First Street 
for the Salt Lake, which became the Union Pacific. 
Our railroad facilities were just plainly bad. 

Of course, the airport deal was something where 
Martin owned three-quarters of the property himself. 
He and his wife owned the south three-quarters, and 
he was associated with the company that owned the 
northern quarter. He also was a part-owner of the 
Central Investment Company which owned the Biltmore 
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Hotel, the oubway Terminal Building, and several 
other large business buildings downtown—I believe 
they owned the R. A. Rowan building and I'm not certain 
what others. 

He was an amazing personality, self-educated. 
He could talk freely and almost as soon as he wanted 
to to all public officials of the state or the county, 
and to a good many federal officials. They were 
interested in him because he was the best raiser of 
campaign funds. If any politician needed campaign 
funds, James R. Martin was the man to see. When 
various civic organizations needed funds, he was the 
treasurer and the man who raised the money. It was 
fascinating to watch him raise money, which he did 
mostly by telephone. He didn't depend on small con-
tributions; he went for big contributions. I don't 
suppose he ever touched less than five hundred dollars, 
and he went from there on up to fifty thousand with 
no difficulty. He knew the men who had the money 
and he knew what their interests were. He would 
simply pick up his telephone and explain to them very 
briefly what the fund was, and he'd say, "Now, I'm 
putting you down for so much. Is that all right?" 
iOmost invariably with a little grousing and grumbling, 
they'd say, "Tes, put me down for that." He knew 
how much the traffic would bear in each particular 
instance. 
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Aa I said, he promoted the establishment of the 
University of California at Los Angeles on its present 
campus. That was an extensive project. I won't go 
into it now, except to tell one little story that I 
got afterwards. He himself told the story in a 
book which is entitled The University of California 
in Los Angeles, by James R. Martin. I have myself 
copy number 752 which says that it represents an 
effort to preserve a record of the facts relating to 
the selection and acquisition of the Westwood site 
for the University of California in Los Angeles. Now, 
I don't know actually who wrote this book. It does 
seem to me that I met the man some time or another. 
Of course, James R. Martin couldn't possibly have 
written a book of this kind, but it is an authentic 
statement of the extensive public relations campaign 
that was involved, the raising of money by bonds in 
Venice, Santa Monica, and Beverly Hills, with the 
contribution from the Los Angeles City government 
and, I believe, a contribution from the Board of 
Supervisors, to buy the land. That was the only way 
in which the Regents could be induced to put the 
campus anywhere, because the Regents were in a 
position to get various communities in competition 
with each other to get the university. 

But the story I wanted to tell was that while I 
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was working with Mr. Martin, I had a conversation with 
his former partner, Robert N. Frick, and Frick told 
me about how much time and energy over a period of 
about two years Martin had put into all of the maneuvers, 
the negotiations that were necessary to accomplish 
the location of the University. Old Bob Frick, who 
himself was an interesting and picturesque character, 
said, "And do you know what he got out of it? Jim 
was given a banquet by the realty board, and at the 
banquet they presented him with a gold watch." He 
said, "If I had known that he wanted a gold watch," 
he said, "hell, I would have bought him one before 
the thing ever started and saved the firm a lot of 
money." He said that he took so much of the firm's 
time that it was a heavy loss—he just didn't get 
anything done but work on the University project for 
about two years, and he got out of it a very nice 
engraved gold watch. Robert Frick was amused but 
apparently slightly disgusted at the same time. 

I should say just a word about Mr. Frick. He 
had his office in the same little office building, a 
very exclusive establishment, with James R. Martin, 
just across the hall, although they had long since 
dissolved partnership in the investment brokerage 
business. Robert N. Frick was a man of considerable 
attainment and culture. He had been an eminent 
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attorney, and he told me that he had been appointed 
by President McKinley as the first attorney general 
to the territory of Hawaii. He knew many of the 
prominent, oldtime political leaders of the United 
States from the president on down. I'll say something 
else about him a little later, but he was a very 
amiable, pleasant chap, a large man, considerably 
overweight. He just sat behind his desk and smoked 
his cigarettes all day long. Often as I would pass 
the door, he would say, "Come on in here, Story, sit 
down. Let's chat awhile." And then he would reminisce— 
those reminiscences I wish had been tape-recorded. 
They were marvelous contributions to the history of 
the United States, of California, of Hawaii in the 
early days of the territory, and of the development 
of Los Angeles. 

Now coming back to James R. Martin. He had come 
to Los Angeles as a boy, I believe, in the nineties. 
He was of Scotch-Canadian background. I know nothing 
about his parents, I don't know that I ever heard 
them mentioned. He got a job in Los Angeles back in 
the nineties as a call boy for the Southern Pacific 
Railroad. Now it is necessary to explain what a 
call boy's job was. 

Dixon: I think people in the future will want to know. 
Story: Yes, people will want to know. The train crew men 
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didn't have telephones then because there weren't 
many telephones. I suppose that when Martin was 
working for the Southern Pacific in his first days 
there as a oall boy, there weren't more than two or 
three hundred telephones in the whole city, and only 
M g business houses had them. So when it was time 
for an engineer or a fireman or a conductor or a 
brakeman to come to work, or when they wanted him, 
Martin would get on his bicycle and ride around town, 
rouse them up, and give them warning to get to work. 

But incidentally, he learned telegraphy. He 
made the acquaintance of a telegrapher for the 
Southern Pacific and he learned the Morse Code; and 
then he told me that he used to go out to a station 
to the north of the old Arcade Station, and he and 
his instructor would communicate with each other by 
telegraph, just a matter of two miles distance, 
until he became sufficiently competent in telegraphy 
that the Southern Pacific employed him as the station 
master of a very small station way out in the desert 
between Indio and Yuma. I think there wasn't much 
of anything there but a water tank, but it was 
considered necessary by the Southern Pacific to have 
a man there. I believe they had a siding where they 
ran freight cars in for some reason or another from 
time to time. 
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On this job, James R. Martin commenced to 
demonstrate his keen business sense and his financial 
ability. He commenced to hire the Indians around 
there, who were the only inhabitants for miles, to 
cut greasewood and bring it in in bundles, which he 
loaded on empty freight cars and shipped it in to Los 
Angeles. It probably cost him next to nothing, being 
an employee of the Southern Pacific and using cars 
that would have to be hauled back in to the city 
empty anyway. Now you might wonder what in the world 
people wanted with greasewood in Los Angeles. You 
have to remember that in the nineties Los Angeles 
was a wood-burning town. People had to have wood 
for their kitchen stoves, and this was good wood and 
it was inexpensive. 

Dixon: And it made an extremely hot fire. 
Story: Yes. Much of it was pretty small stuff, scarcely more 

than kindling, but it probably was sold cheaply. 
Martin paid the Indians with canned vegetables and 
fruit. He made some money out of it, and attracted 
the attention of the Southern Pacific officials. 
He was promoted then to freight agent for the Southern 
Pacific in Pasadena, which was a rather large-sized 
job for a very young man. There he very quickly 
attracted the attention of a Los Angeles investment 
broker, who told him that he thought he was wasting 
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his time as a railroad freight agent, that he'd never 
get any place there, and that he should learn the 
investment business. 

So Martin, still a very young man, was taken 
into the office of the second oldest investment broker-
age firm in Los Angeles. I do not know the name of 
the firm. He learned the investment business 
thoroughly, and eventually with Robert N. Frick, 
whom I have mentioned, he became a part-owner of the 
business that he'd gone into as a learner. It became 
known as the Frick-Martin Investment Brokerage House, 
Stocks and Bonds. Martin later bought Frick's interest 
after the firm had built its own very fine little 
two-story building, I believe at 647 South Spring 
Street, just two doors perhaps from Seventh on the 
west side of Spring Street. The lower floor I 
believe is still occupied by the Canadian National 
Bank, or it was when I was working with Mr. Martin. 
It was a very fine establishment, very distinguished-
looking, in the midst of the financial district. It 
had an imposing front architecture, and its very 
smallness gave it dignity. As I said, Frick retained 
his own office there across the hall from Martin's, 
even after they dissolved partnership. While I was 
with Mr. Martin, he sold the stock and bond business 
and later moved his office away to some other building. 
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I don't even know what firm is in there at the present 
time. 

As I said, I worked very closely with Mr. Martin. 
I even wrote personal letters for him of a somewhat 
intimate nature. He frankly admitted he had no 
ability to write at all; he was entirely self-educated, 
although in going through his suite over in the 
Biltmore Hotel I was Interested to note that he read 
the best books that were coming out, and he always 
had around the best magazines. And they weren't just 
for looks. He read them. He was always in his office 
by seven o'clock in the morning, the reason for that 
being that he'd formed the habit of being in his 
office when the stock market opened in New York. 

He always sat at his desk with his hat on, which 
he rarely would take off unless some woman came in to 
see him. Some of the very wealthy women of the town, 
wealthy widows, would come in to consult with him 
about their investments, and then he would remove his 
hat and put it on his desk. As soon as the lady left, 
he'd put his hat back on. His desk was so arranged 
in this beautiful walnut-paneled room that he sat 
with his back to a large window that opened out onto 
the light well. I soon determined that this gave him 
a psychological advantage over callers. The caller 
always had the embarrassment of facing the light, 
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and James R. Martin always had the advantage of 
having the light full in the face of the caller. They 
could see his expressions much less than he could see 
theirs, although he was a man who was able to put 
on an Indian face when he needed to. He could hold 
a long conference with no display of emotion or even 
of interest. He could wear a poker face that would 
stop anything. 

He would often sit for an hour at a time smoking 
cigarettes or little cigars, «just staring at the 
wall and thinking. Then he would go into sudden 
viient activity. He would start calling people all 
over the city, maybe all over the state, by telephone. 
Just as fast as one call was finished, he would have 
another one on the line. His voice was known to all 
public officials and to many businessmen. I never 
heard him introduce himself on the telephone. They 
knew when he started talking who was on the other end 
of the line. There was seldom a day that some city 
councilman didn't drop in, and I was introduced by 
him to all callers. 

Even then, and much later, I heard the question, 
"Was Jimmy Martin a political crook? Did he bribe?" 
I never saw any evidence that he got his way by that 
process. If anybody needed financial help, they were 
able to get it or get guidance to it by Jimmy Martin. 
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If any businessman, any public official, needed a 
job for a poor relative, Jimmy Martin usually saw 
that the job was furnished. And as I have already 
said, he was the man who raised the money for campaigns. 
He was liberal with luncheons and dinners in honor of 
various distinguished people; but I don't think he 
ever had to put any money into anyone's pocket to get 
what he wanted. 

When I was with him, he was in deep financial 
difficulties due to the depression of 1929 which was 
extending well on into the middle thirties. He had 
pledged his fifty-year lease to the city for the 
airport property as collateral for a loan that 
amounted to some $800,000. I don't know the ins and 
outs of this loan, but Pacific Mutual life Insurance 
Company and the Security-Pirst National Bank were 
jointly involved. Possibly the one had made the loan 
and the other endorsed it, or they may have divided 
the loan between them, but at any rate Martin was 
having great difficulty sometimes in meeting the 
interest payments that came due monthly. 

He often took me out to lunch, especially on 
Saturdays. We went to work Saturday mornings, and our 
luncheons on Saturday or otherwise were more frequently 
than otherwise at A1 Levy's old restaurant down on 
Spring Street between Sixth and Seventh, just a few 
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doors down the street. Usually we went out the alley 
from Martin's office, and we would come in through 
the alley door at A1 Levy's and make our appearance 
in the dining room from the kitchen. It just was a 
little easier that way. I don't think we ever walked 
a hlock hut what Mr. Martin was greeted in any section 
of the downtown district by two or three persons who 
would speak to him by name and sometimes stop him, so 
traveling by alley we evaded interruptions. 

We always saw old A1 Levy in person, and he 
usually personally saw to our orders. He, too, was 
a picturesque old character in Los Angeles. Some 
years later, after I had left Martin's office, I took 
my wife out to Thanksgiving dinner. We had no 
relatives to go to at the time, and we had our Thanks-
giving dinner at A1 Levy's place up in Hollywood. I 
never dreamed that he would be there, but he was, and 
to my astonishment he recognized me, called me by 
name, and saw to it that we were seated, which 
tremendously delighted my wife because A1 Levy was a 
man famous all up and down the Pacific coast and 
pretty well known across the United States. I remember 
that same day we had parked our car just across the 
street, and as we got out of the car Sid Grauman, the 
owner of Grauman's Chinese and Grauman's Egyptian 
Theater, was passing by on the sidewalk. He saw me 
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and called me "by name and tipped hie hat to Mrs. 
Story, and she didn't know that I even knew Sid Grauman. 
Well, I didn't know him very well, hut I was circu-
lating in such society hy this time that I was getting 
pretty well known all over town hy people of some 
distinction. 

Martin's financial position was so difficult that 
I usually had to ask him for my hundred dollars a 
month, and sometimes he had to put me off for as much 
as a week before he could dig It up. Frequently on 
Saturday afternoons after we had had our luncheon 
together he would say, "Well, let's go back up to the 
office and finish up some little odd job." We would 
go up and I would finish the odd job, while he would 
rock back in his chair behind his desk and take a 
little nap. I would just sit there, I knew better 
than to get up and go. After a while he'd wake up, 
maybe around two o'clock in the afternoon, and he'd 
say, "Walk over to the Biltmore with me." And I 
would walk over with him, and often he would say, 
"By the way, Story, can you lend me five dollars over 
the weekend? I'll give it to you on Monday." Now, 
here was a man whose holdings must have been worth 
(I'll just make a wild guess) about six million dollars, 
but he had to borrow five dollars from a two-hundred-
dollar-a-month employee to see him over the weekend. 
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The first time he asked me I was so taken aback that 
I scarcely knew what to do, but thereafter I was 
always careful to see that I had an extra five dollars 
that I could spare in my billfold on Saturdays. 

He was an impulsive man. He did things very 
suddenly and without warning. One time I had been 
out to some affair rather late on Saturday night, and 
when I got home somewhat after midnight, found a 
telegram stuck under the door. It was from James H. 
Martin, and it said to meet him tomorrow morning, 
Sunday morning, for breakfast at the Arrowhead Hotel, 
period. Well, it was about three hours to San 
Bernardino by the best driving you could do in those 
days, and I think we must have gotten up about 4:00 A.M. 
to keep that appointment. It wasn't anything except 
that he wanted to see us, that was all, he wanted 
company. He didn't like to he alone. We had a 
wonderful breakfast. He always lived well, dressed 
well, ate well, expensively. When he went to hotels 
he stayed at the best, and on this occasion he had 
his younger daughter with him, whom I had barely met 
once or twice in the office. She was about my wife's 
age, and they had a very happy time together that day. 

He took us to Oatalina once for a weekend. I'd 
never been to Catalina—I'd been to Honolulu, but I'd 
never been to Avalon. I had never had much curiosity 
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to go, but he insisted that my wife and I join a 
little party in Catalina, so we met them at Wilmington 
and went over on the steamer. We were put up at the 
St, Catherine's Hotel in very fine rooms, and with 
him, I believe, was his older daughter, Mrs. George 
Brock, and her husband, George Brock the jeweler. I 
think it was also that time that Francis H. Lindley, 
who is now president of the Haynes Foundation and who 
was the nephew of Dr. John R. Haynes and one of the 
leading attorneys in the city, was in the party, and 
we had a wonderful gay time, no business transacted 
at all, just a good time for the weekend. 

On another occasion he asked me the night before 
Thanksgiving to come in in the morning, although it 
was Thanksgiving Day. There was a little job that 
he thought we should finish, and so I went in with 
some reluctance on my part and considerable reluctance 
on my wife's part. Along about eleven o'clock he 
said, "Telephone to your wife and tell her to come 
on downtown and join us for Thanksgiving dinner at 
the Biltmore Hotel at one o'clock." So we joined him 
and had a fabulous dinner, but the grave difficulty 
was that we had long before accepted an invitation 
for another Thanksgiving dinner that evening with 
friends, and I think we were on the verge of being 
seriously ill before we had put away both of them. 
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Martin and his family, with two servants, lived 
then in a suite on the eighth floor of the Biltmore 
Hotel. Due to his financial circumstances he'd 
given up a palatial residence out in the Holmby Hills— 
he had rented it and was living in the Biltmore, where 
he had another suite of rooms reserved for guests or 
for business conferences down on the fifth or sixth 
floor, as I remember. There's a little joke in that 
connection. He had his teeth all taken out while I 
was with him and had dentures made, but his wife never 
knew it. He just told her that he wasn't feeling well 
and that he thought he would spend the day, and possibly 
the whole weekend, down in his other suite, and just 
not to bother him. He had a dentist come in who 
pulled his teeth and fitted the new dentures 
immediately, and he had a nurse stay all night. The 
next day he was feeling fine, came to the office, and 
nobody knew anything had ever happened—I wouldn't 
have known it except that he told me. 

As I said, he was secretary of the Central 
Investment Company which owned the Biltmore, the 
Subway Terminal, and other downtown business buildings. 
Several times he took me to directors' meetings to 
make notes for his personal use later on. My wife 
and I were entertained for dinner at his suite at one 
time. We came to know Mrs. Martin and the whole 
family. Once he took us to the races out at Santa 
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Anita—he was quite a race fan hut a little reluctant 
to he seen at tracks. He told me that it wasn't the 
thing for an investment hanker to be seen at a race 
track. 

We finally wound up our deal with the North 
American Aviation Company for its location on a 
twenty-acre site at the airport. A very complicated 
lease was written in terms worked out by Frank Doherty 
as attorney for Martin, together with Ray Cheeseboro, 
city attorney. In this connection and in other 
connections I sometimes saw Frank Doherty several times 
a week. Just a word about him: he was a man of very 
impressive ability, a large man, a prominent Roman 
Catholic from Baltimore, and one of the outstanding 
attorneys of the city, employed by many of the larger 
business establishments, including the Times. He 
was a man of very great influence. Politically I 
would classify him as a progressive Republican. He 
was very well to do. He had a fine ranch home out in 
the neighborhood of La Canada, and a large family. 

In connection with our airport negotiations, it 
was necessary one time for him to go to Washington 
in a hurry. The TWA heard about it and they said, 
"We are going to provide you your transportation 
round trip because we're interested in seeing the 
airport developed." Well, he'd never ridden on an 
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airplane in his life. He and his family were doubtful 
about the idea but we took him out to Grand Central 
Airport and saw him aboard the plane—all of his 
children were there to see him off. 

His oldest boy is now an assistant city attorney 
of Los Angeles. I had a long conversation with him 
recently on city business, and our conversation went 
into some of my relations with his father. He knew 
I had had some associations with his father, but he 
didn't know the details and he was very much interested. 
I haven't seen Frank Doherty for several years. The 
last time I saw him I just ran into him accidentally 
in the City Hall one day when he was in there for 
business. I often think I'd like to drop into his 
office to chat—he's a man who is easily approachable, 
but he's a man also who is very, very busy, and you 
don't just drop in on him casually unless you have a 
tremendously good excuse. 

I was sent by Doherty and Martin to negotiate 
the approval of the airport lease by the City Council. 
The mayor didn't want to step into the thing personally. 
He thought it should just be handled from the outside, 
so I went alone to the Council. The president of 
the Council, Howard Davis, called the Council into 
executive session in his private office, where I 
addressed them, and told them what this was all about. 
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Row, the reason for the secrecy was that there was 
competition for the North American Aviation lease. 
San Diego and Long Beach particularly were bidding 
against us. Mr. Kindelberger, President of North 
American, was very anxious to come to the Los Angeles 
airport, but they were receiving very attractive 
offers from San Diego and Long Beach, that is, free 
land and possibly even some cash subsidy to get them 
started. We had to move quietly and quickly to get 
the tentative lease approved by the City Council, 
which was a necessary act. It could not be put across 
simply by the Department of Airports. Besides, 
strangely enough, all of this went on with the director 
of airports, Colonel Barnitz, scarcely knowing any-
thing about it. He was kept out of the entire nego-
tiations, because Doherty and Martin simply didn't 
feel that the man was competent for a negotiation of 
this kind. They even felt that he might be a little 
bit afraid of it, that he might dislike it a little 
bit. So they trusted the whole thing to me, a 
hundred-dollar-a-month employee, so far as the city 
was concerned—they didn't know that I was getting 
another hundred dollars a month from James R. Martin 
(which I sometimes almost had to extract with a 
corkscrew). 

So I appeared personally before the City Council 
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in executive session, and talked them into it. They 
argued with me, they were hesitant, hut finally all 
of them agreed that they would vote approval, except 
Councilman John Baumgartner. He was, I "believe, the 
only Democrat on the council at that time. He refused 
to go along under the procedure that we insisted upon, 
which was that it go on the council floor without 
being published on the calendar, and that it be 
approved immediately at that session. The regular 
procedure in the City Council is that any matter that 
is presented other than some matter of formality, of 
rule, procedure of order, has to go over a week, dur-
ing which time the public may come in, the opposition 
may come in and argue against it, or it may be referred 
to committee to go over it for several weeks. When 
the committee report comes back, then that is laid 
over for a week, except by unanimous approval. It 
may be taken up at once as an emergency matter. 

Now, we needed every vote. Baumgartner said, 
"No." He just didn't like to see any matter like 
that put through without lying on the table for a 
week, though he would approve it on any other basis. 
They all went after him then. I just could sit back 
and watch the rest of them fight my case for me, and 
finally they got him to agree. In fact, he suggested 
that they go back in open session because no vote 
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could be taken and recorded except in an open council 
meeting. He would stay with me in the council 
president's private office and listen on the public 
address system to them taking the vote. He said, "I 
will not be there to cast in a negative vote. I will 
come back in the room after you've taken your vote, 
but my vote will thus not be recorded." So he sat 
there with me. We heard the vote taken and it went 
through as I had hoped, unanimously, fourteen to 
nothing. Baumgartner got up, shook hands with me, 
said, "Well, Story, hope this all works out for the 
best. I just don't like this way of doing business." 
And he went back into the council. 

The city was hit by a taxpayers' suit to invali-
date the lease, the contention being that under the 
city charter it was not legal for the City Council 
to commit itself to any obligation beyond the revenues 
for a single year. That is still in the city charter, 
but our contention to the contrary was that it was a 
year-to-year lease, despite the fact that the city 
had it for fifty years and was stuck with it for 
fifty years. But if ever the city shouldn't have the 
money, then it couldn't pay, and that would be the 
end of that little matter. 

I did all the legal research on the brief, and 
my very small law training with Judge Ryckman and a 
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little reading of the law that I did on the side came 
in well. I spent hours in the law library and I 
actually put the case together, although it was 
handled by Mr. Martin's personal attorney, James 
Patten, and by Mr. Doherty for Martin. Patten is 
now one of Doherty's partners, I believe. But the 
city and Martin, of course, were interested because 
the suit was against the city, so that brought the 
city attorney in. The Security-First National and the 
Pacific Mutual were both involved because if the lease 
were invalidated their collateral for their $800,000 
loan to Martin went up in the air. Title Insurance 
Company was involved because it had approved the lease 
to Pacific Mutual and the oecurity-First National Bank. 

When the case came up before the Superior Court 
one morning, all with very little newspaper ballyhoo, 
I think just a little uninteresting newspaper story 
had been written, most of the audience consisted of 
a battery of legal talent such as rarely gets together 
in the city of Los Angeles outside of a Bar Association 
meeting. I remember that the judge, who apparently 
had not looked at his docket, came in and took his 
seat, looked down and saw this array of legal talent 
in front of him, and spoke with some surprise. He 
said, "And to what cause am I indebted for this 
gathering this morning?" The case was held in our 
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favor in the Superior Court. It was ultimately-
appealed to the California State Supreme Court, and 
the lease was there held valid. I was rather proud 
of my legal talent hy this time. I had seen a criminal 
oase through the state Supreme Court some years before 
when I was in trouble, and now I saw a major civil 
case carried through on the basis of my legal research. 

The suit had been inspired by Grand Central and 
United Airports. They are the people who went out 
and found some taxpayer who didn't know any better, 
or who was willing to earn a few dollars by the process, 
as well as a little notoriety. It was a man by the 
name of Krenwinkle, I believe, [name unverified], whom 
nobody knew, and he didn't have too competent a lawyer. 
In fact, the legal talent on the city side in the 
case completely overshadowed anything that they had 
employed on the other side. 

Principally in connection with our frequent 
contacts with the federal government on the airport 
development, I commenced to draft letters for the 
mayor's signature. Martin would get in touch with 
the mayor, or Prank Doherty would get in touch with 
the mayor and say, "Now we need the letter." Some-
times it was to the President, sometimes it was to 
the Works Progress Administration, sometimes the 
Department of Commerce, sometimes to certain members 
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of Congress or a Congressional committee. They would 
say, "This letter must come from the mayor," and Frank 
Shaw would say, "All right, you draft it and bring it 
in, talk to my field secretary, Ray Jones, and when 
he okays it, it'll be on my desk for signature and 
we'll send it out right away." 

I got acquainted with field secretary Ray Jones 
in the mayor's office, and he liked my letters. Some-
times he would suggest certain changes—I didn't even 
know the forms of address or signature that were 
used in the mayor's office, but I caught on after a 
time or two. I commenced to make a little contact 
with the mayor, but for the most part it was indirectly 
through his field secretary. 

Now Colonel Barnitz, director of airports, was 
frequently absent from duty for several days at a 
time, and then there would be two or three weeks. 
On one occasion he disappeared from sight for nearly 
a month. His assistant director, Woodruff De Silva, 
didn't know where he was. I didn't know where he was, 
and his wife didn't know where he was. Actually, he 
was an alcoholic, and he was in such serious condition 
that he didn't know himself where he was sometimes. 
He just was gone, It got to be pretty serious. After 
all, he was director of airports and there were occasions 
when we needed him, if for nothing more than his 
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signature or just to give him some inkling about 
what was going on so that he wouldn't bob up at the 
wrong place at the wrong time and say the wrong thing. 

I remember one time I got a telephone call from 
DeSilva, the assistant director, asking me if I 
couldn't come out the next morning. This was one of 
those times when Barnitz had for a long time been 
missing. I went out to see DeSilva the next morning, 
and he took me into Barnitz' office. He said, 
"Look at what you see on the desk." There was a great 
heap of mail, because Barnitz had insisted that he 
should open all airport mail personally, nobody else 
should touch it. Now, this was mail that had been 
accumulating for several weeks while nobody knew 
where the director was. 

DeSilva said, "There is rent money, there are 
checks in that mail. There are bills that should be 
paid. There are possibly complaints and other matters 
of urgent business. What shall I do?" 

I said, "Well, I'm going to suggest that you 
open it. I'll sit here wibh you, just the two of us. 
We'll open the mail, all of it that doesn't appear 
to be strictly personal, and we'll list everything. 
We will send the checks in to the city treasury to be 
deposited. We will take care of any business that 
seems to be necessary, and then having done that, let's 
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have copies made of our list. Bundle the stuff up and 
leave it for the Colonel when he finally turns up." 
Then I said, "I think you and I had "best talk to Roy 
Knox about it." 

Roy Knox was Director of the Bureau of Budget 
and Efficiency, and in a certain way he was the man 
to whom we reported about airport department matters. 
By a fortunate coincidence, Woody DeSilva and I both 
had our independent close connections with Roy Knox. 
Woody DeSilva's wife was a sister to Roy Knox's wife, 
and Knox had gotten DeSilva his job at the airport 
in the midst of a depression when DeSilva badly needed 
a job. TTy contact with Knox was that he was a native 
of the same little Iowa town where I was born, 
Stewart, Iowa, and I remembered him as the big boy 
who lived down in the next block. He remembered me 
as the little kid that lived up a block. I had a 
vivid recollection of him. He knew my parents very 
well, and they had seen him from time to time ever 
since he first came to California some considerable 
years after they came here. 

So DeSilva and I went to see Roy Knox, and I 
also went to see Councilman Jim Wilson, who was a 
very good friend of mine. Jim Wilson was a druggist 
and at one time he had bought a drug store from my 
father at San Dimas—I had gotten acquainted with him 
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out there. He had come in to Los Angeles and had heen 
in the drug business somewhere out in the Valley for 
a while, and then he'd gone into the hardware business 
and had become quite prosperous. He was elected to 
the City Council from the Valley district and, of 
course, I was very happy to have a friend in office 
in the City Council. Jim Wilson was chairman of the 
Council Finance Committee, and the Finance Committee 
handles all airport matters, so we had a good contact 
there. We simply told them what we were up against 
at the airport and what we had done despite the 
orders of our superior. They were interested and 
said, "Well, probably the Colonel will have to go one 
of these days, but we don't want him to go right 
away and we don't want any scandal in connection with 
the airport while all of these negotiations are on 
to get the development there." We were protected so 
far as all that was concerned. 

Then one day I got a telephone call from the 
mayor asking me to come out to see him at his home 
that night to talk about the airport. I went out 
to Mayor Shaw's home on Fifty-ninth Street, as I 
remember it, just off of Main Street. He lived in a 
very modest district in what had been a small house 
that he had remodeled in a very interesting manner by 
building rooms all around it, but it was well done, 
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well worked out. He also owned the corner property-
facing Main Street. It was the first time I had ever 
been in his home. In fact, I harely knew him; hut 
he was very cordial that evening, after I got through 
the gate where I was stopped by the policemen who 
was constantly on guard at the mayor's house, not 
conspicuously however, because he would simply sit in 
a car across the street, and if he saw anybody go 
to the gate he'd hop out of the car and go over and 
inquire about their business. 

I told Mayor Shaw very frankly what the situation 
was at the airport, how the management was not 
dependable, and the reasons why. I told him that I 
had a very high regard for Colonel Barnitz. I thought 
he was a good man, that he knew aviation, that he 
was good when he was sober, but that I also was quite 
certain that consciously or unconsciously Colonel 
Barnitz was opposed to the airport development because 
he was afraid it would become very quickly too big 
a job for him to handle. He was a retired army man. 
He had no business training. His educational back-
ground was in a private school somewhere in the south. 
He had never gone to college, that I knew of, though 
he had a little engineering training somewhere. While 
he was a handsome man, fine appearing, very extremely 
courteous in his manner, he had no self-reliance, he 
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never was sure of himself. He was easily embarrassed, 
and I was confident that he felt very deeply that if 
the airport got big the way that we were trying to 
make it get big that it would get beyond his control 
and his ability. 

The mayor, after hearing my story and asking me 
some questions, asked very abruptly, "Well, are you 
ready to take over the airport?" 

That took the breath away from me almost, and 
I said, "Ho, I'm not ready to take over the airport 
for two reasons. One is that if you must change 
the airport management, Mr. DeSilva is in line for 
the job. He is now assistant," I said, "I would be 
at the very closest second in line for the job. I 
don't consider that I'm competent to take over an 
airport job. It needs somebody who knows a lot more 
about finance than I do, about the employment 
problems, about engineering, and about aviation. I'm 
a public relations man and I wouldn't take the job 
if I could get it." 

The mayor said, "Well, you can get it all right. 
I can give it to you. That's all there is to it. 
I can take care of that part." 

I said, "Besides, it's not my line. I'm not in 
line for it and it's not in my line. My interests 
lie elsewhere. I'm intensely interested in the airport 
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at the moment, hut as soon as it gets rolling, I'll 
lose interest in it. I like to see things move. I 
like to help things move, but once they get moving I 
know myself pretty well." 

So that was dropped, and Colonel Barnitz stayed 
in until well into the succeeding administration of 
Mayor Bowron, when they finally had to let him go. 

Dixon: Were you able to get the mail opened? 
Story: Oh, yes, we got the mail opened. We didn't have much 

trouble with him after that. I think he knew that 
he was pretty well on the shelf and was shunted aside. 
De Silva was actually managing the airport on the 
ground, and I was handling all of the outside nego-
tiations, most of which he knew nothing about at all. 

I worked with Frank Doherty in the summer of 
1935» or the spring it possibly was, of 1935, on 
opposing an initiative or a referendum ballot scheme 
coming up at the municipal election for municipal 
ownership of the Los Angeles Railway System. I don't 
remember how the campaign got started. Possibly it 
was an initiative measure, or it may have been a 
referendum, but it was to be on the ballot. Shall 
the city bond itself for so many million dollars, 
fifty million or something like that as I remember, 
to buy the Los Angeles Railway System? Frank Doherty 
was campaign manager for the opposition. I was employed 
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to help him, particularly to do research work, to 
write newspaper stories and help with some of the 
other publicity, and occasionally to give a campaign 
talk before some civic group. I personally favored 
municipal ownership. I was still socialistic enough 
for that. But in this particular case I found no 
difficulty in opposing municipal ownership of the 
streetcar system, because the anticipated price was 
much too high for a worn out, decrepit streetcar 
system. 

Dixon: And it was. 
Story: It was a very poor system, and the price that was 

set on it tentatively was way out of sight. I knew 
enough about the courts and the influence of the 
Huntington interests here to know that when it came 
before the court for setting a valuation under con-
demnation proceedings the price would bo probably 
in the neighborhood of fifty million and maybe more, 
and that the city simply shouldn't afford it. 



CHAFTER XV 
FIELD SECRETARY TO MAYOR SHAW 

In August, 1935, much to my surprise, I was 
called to the mayor's office to relieve his field 
secretary, Ray Jones, who wanted to go on sick leave 
for a month by advice of his doctor. He was close to 
a nervous breakdown and he had a bad heart, and he 
just wanted to quit for a while and get some rest, 
take a trip, and get away from the city. He'd 
recommended me to the mayor when he asked for a 
leave of absence, and the mayor said, "Who can you 
get in here to take your place while you're gone?" 

I learned from the mayor later that Ray said, 
"Better get Story. He's the only man in town who 
knows how to write a letter." 

I was rather flattered, especially because Ray 
Jones was very competent and very confident of his 
own competence. He was a former top newspaper 
reporter on the Times. That's where Shaw got him. 
The mayor told me, after I went on the job with only 
a few days' warning, that Jones probably would never 
return to the job, that his health was poor, and that 
he simply couldn't stand up to the wear and tear of 
the office very much longer. 
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The mayor's executive secretary, who was his 
own brother, Lieutenant Joseph Shaw, and who was 
retired from the Navy, was absent in Mexico when I 
came Into the office, and he knew nothing about the 
arrangement. He was very much surprised and a little 
taken aback when he found me there upon his return, 
and I learned long afterward that he made some 
objections to the mayor. In fact, he went straight 
in to the mayor's office after seeing me at the desk 
and said, "Who is that fellow out there and where did 
you get him and how did you happen to get him here 
without me checking?" because Lieutenant Shaw had 
heen with the Naval Intelligence Service and he 
believed in checking every employee in the mayor's 
office, clear back to the date of his birth, to find 
out what he'd been up to. As soon as he found that 
I was to stay there by the mayor's insistence, he 
surrendered, but came in and asked me to make out a 
full report of my life history, all the organizations 
to which I belonged, my education, and all of my 
associations, which went into the file. I learned 
this, as I say, a long time after from one of the 
assistant secretaries. Actually Jones returned at 
the end of the month, but in October I replaced him 
again for one week when he had to drop out on account 
of a briefer illness. 
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I also sometime along there (I don't remember 
the exact time of the year) happened into Jones's 
office one time on some matter connected with the 
airport business, and found that he and his secretary 
were extremely busy—they had one or two other people 
in there working their heads off. As soon as I 
stepped in, Jones looked up and he said, "Hi, Story, 
you're just the man I want. We've got a big job 
here. President Roosevelt is coming to the city 
within a few we&s and we're working on his itinerary 
for the time he's in the city. He and Mrs. Roosevelt 
will be here." 

Now, I didn't have any idea how difficult that 
was. This was 1935 • He came again in 137, I think. 
I had to do with that occasion, too. They had 
street maps, all kinds of things laid out there, big 
especially prepared street maps from the city 
engineer's office, and I didn't know it was such a 
complicated matter to route the president on a parade 
through town. The mayor's office and the police 
department had to work very closely with the Secret 
Service on every minute activity of the president 
while he was in the city. Later, as I say, on another 
occasion, I had to handle it myself with Lieutenant 
Shaw. But this was my first introduction to it. I 
suppose my work on that occasion with Ray Jones was 
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a matter of a couple of hours, maybe. I do remember 
seeing President Roosevelt and Mrs. Roosevelt on 
their arrival from the railroad station that day. 
They came up Seventh Street from the Southern Pacific 
Station, went west on Seventh to Spring, and then 
turned and went east on Spring to the City Hall. 

I should mention also that meanwhile, that same 
year, 1935» I had renewed a long and very unhappily 
severed contact with my little son. His mother was 
of such a disposition that it had made it utterly 
impossible for me to see the boy, so for the boy's 
sake, in order to avoid horrible scenes, I just 
didn't go near him. I kept track of him. My mother 
went once in a long while, although she was very 
inhospitably received when she went. I kept track 
of the boy partly through visiting his school and 
talking with his principal, and I saw him at a 
distance once in a while when he didn't even know I 
was around. 

But one afternoon, while I was working at 
Martin's office, I got a telephone call from my wife. 
We were living in an apartment house on west Eighth 
Street near Fairfax at that time. She said, "Xou 
can't guess who's here. Can you get away and come 
home at once?" It was perhaps four o'clock in the 
afternoon. She said, "Gene is here," and she said, 
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"I'll keep him if you can get home." 
So I got home right away and the hoy was there 

waiting for me. It seemed he'd gotten curious about 
me and without his mother's knowledge he'd found out 
where I lived. He was ahout nine years old at the 
time and he was selling Saturday Evening Post as many 
hoys did in those days, a house-to-house deal, so on 
the pretext of going a little far afield to see if he 
could find Post customers (and, of course, he did 
find one) he came to the apartment and introduced 
himself to my wife and sat down and waited for me. 
I saw a great deal of him after that, usually at 
least once a week. For Thanksgiving that fall I had 
him over. My father and mother were there and I 
think one of my sisters and her husband were there, 
and he got acquainted with the family. I bought him 
a bicycle and saw him frequently during the next ten 
years. After we built this house, he came out here 
occasionally, and when my daughter was born in 1942 
Gene was the happiest boy in town. The idea that he 
had a baby sister tremendously pleased him. He 
came with very great frequency to see her, and he 
brought his girl friend along. He was in high school 
by that time, at Los Angeles High; although he was in 
technically, I believe, a different district, he very 
much wanted to go to Los Angeles High, and got special 
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permission to go there. 
Starting late in December and throughout the 

month of January, I put in a lot of time preparing 
an Airport Department exhibit to occupy a booth in 
an airplane and motor boat show to be held at the 
Pan Pacific Auditorium toward the end of January, I 
believe, in 1936. How this was a job that required 
much more than my half-time at the airport would pay 
for. I was no longer working for Martin, I needed 
the job, and Barnitz arranged for me to design and 
build this exhibit and attend it on a contract with 
the city. So I did it as a contractor and got my 
extra hundred dollars a month doing that. I had to 
sublet a part of the contract for the actual con-
struction, for we made a model airfield just like the 
airport, with little buildings on it and a rotating 
beacon. Then I planned and designed a backdrop effect 
with a silhouette of the hills and the buildings of 
the city, and we had it very nicely lighted. One 
of the airport attendants came out and helped me with 
some of the final painting and carpentry work, and 
on that Saturday afternoon at the end of January, as 
I was finishing the final touches on the booth (the 
show was to be opened that night and I had worked, I 
believe, close to thirty-two hours straight through 
with no sleep) I was ready to drop. Over the loud-
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speaker and above all the hubbub of noise of a 
hundred booths being finished off for the show to 
open that night, I could hear my name called, and I 
was asked to report to the public telephone. 

I went to the telephone and was advised that this 
was the mayor's office calling. "You are ordered by 
the mayor to report to his office Monday morning to 
take over as a regular full-time field secretary. 
You have been appointed by the mayor." 

It was a little astounding, considering I had 
never even asked for the job, but I seemed to be the 
man that the mayor wanted and, of course, I had had 
a month and a week of experience on the job, so I 
was just commandeered in there. Jones was resigning 
on account of his health, so I stepped into one of 
the most difficult and yet most interesting positions 
I have ever held. As I explained to one of my 
secretaries one time, when after a bit of difficulty 
she rushed into the office in tears and it was up to 
me to get her calm and comforted, I said, "Oh, forget 
it, forget it. Of course, you've been criticized. 
You have taken a letter that I dictated and it was 
torn all to places and sent back and you have to do 
it over again, but so do I. Remember this: we are 
the trouble shooters of the mayor's office. That's 
what we're here for," 
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It was ail intensely interesting job. It was 
extremely difficult. There were emergencies and 
challenges and crises almost every hour, day and 
night. I was often called out in the middle of the 
night. I always had to let the mayor's staff know 
where I was going if I left town or was out for the 
evening, in order that they might reach me. But I 
took it on. 

Immediately I cut my adult education time to 
four hours a week, hut I held on to that much, with 
Mayor Shaw's permission. He thought it would be a 
good thing for me to have that contact with this 
large world affairs foreign group that I had developed, 
and besides, he knew enough of the school system to 
know that if I dropped it entirely I would lose a 
valuable tenure. I went to work with Mayor Frank L. 
Shaw on February 1, 1936. 

Dixon: Could you explain what the difference is between the 
secretary of the mayor and the field secretary? 

Story: Yes, I thought I should explain something of the 
difficulties and the nature of the position. In the 
first place, all positions of secretary to the mayor 
and field secretary were exempt from civil service, 
so I lost civil service rating. As airport public 
relations representative, I was on civil service and 
had passed an examination, but when I went to the 
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mayor's office I lost my civil service status for a 
period of about a year, which incidentally I found 
recently affected my retirement pension, affected it 
ahout eight or ten dollars a month because of that 
year I was in the mayor's office. 

But it was a flattering position and I needed 
the money; it paid considerably more than I had been 
getting. I should say that Colonel Barnitz had been 
doing his best to get me put on full-time at the 
airport at two hundred dollars a month. I believe 
the job now pays around a thousand dollars a month, 
the job that I held, and it isn't as strenuous a job 
today as it was when I was doing it, because we 
were building the airport then. Now it's a tremendous 
institution. The present incumbent as public relations 
representative has a whole staff. I did everything 
myself. I did my own typing. I never dictated a 
letter. I did my own mimeographing. The present job 
there has nothing to do with administrative nego-
tiations, but I was a chief administrator of the 
airport for a period of about two years. 

Now getting back to the job I had when I went 
into the mayor's office. The secretary to the mayor, 
which is an office provided by city charter and is 
exempt from Civil Service, is his chief executive 
officer, makes his appointments, and handles all of 
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the major correspondence. Everything for the mayor's 
personal signature goes through the secretary's hands. 
He is the head of the entire office staff. The 
secretary is an appointive position, and most mayors 
have appointed someone very close to themselves. I 
had known Mayor [George Edward] Cryer's secretary. 
I did not know Mayor [John C.] Porter's secretary, 
hut his secretary was his son. Mayor Shaw, who 
succeeded Porter, appointed his brother, Lieutenant 
Joesph Shaw. Mayor Bowron had Mrs. Norton, who had 
assisted in his campaign and with whom he was closely 
associated, and who is now Mrs. Bowron. Mayor [Norris] 
Poulson brought to the position his former secretary 
in Congress, and Mayor Yorty did the same thing: his 
present executive secretary is his former congressional 
secretary. Most of the secretaries of the mayor 
have been exceptionally able people—they couldn't 
have held the job otherwise. They had to be rather 
skilled politicians. 

The field secretary's job was misnamed, because 
the field secretary never had any time to go into 
the field. I never got to the field. It had become 
primarily a public relations position. I handled all 
the press relations, prepared all the press releases, 
wrote all the mayor's speeches, prepared the mayor's 
messages to the Council, and the annual budget message. 
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I took care of all of the problem correspondence, and 
handled all complaints of that kind that came in by 
mail. Very frequently also they sent to me people 
who came to see the mayor with complaints. Sometimes, 
if it was an important person who was making the 
complaint, Lt. Shaw would take care of the matter, 
but otherwise it came to me. All of the screwballs 
and the loose nuts and the fakers and frauds were 
shunted to me. I prepared all of the mayor's procla-
mations. All civic events were in my charge. Letters 
and telegrams of condolence, congratulations, that 
sort of thing, I took care of; and when any special 
conference was being held in the mayor's office, he 
always wanted me to be present. I remember one 
tremendously big series of sessions that I went to 
relate later (it had to do with a strike), negotiation 
sessions that were held in the mayor's office on two 
strikes. One was a streetcar strike and the other 
was in the cleaning and dying business. Anything of 
that sort. Budget conferences. I sat at the mayor's 
side. 

When distinguished visitors came to the city, 
governors, senators, visitors from foreign countries, 
I was expected to be in the mayor's office. I briefed 
him in advance on the nature of the call. I would 
find out who the man was and what bis duties were in 
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his country, what his history was, what his political 
affiliations were, and put all of that in front of 
the mayor. Of course, all the newspapermen, all the 
radio men (there was no television yet) knew me, and 
they knew that I was the man to see if it was a 
question of news. That's why sometimes at two o'clock 
in the morning I would he called out of bed and 
expected to make a statement for the mayor or to 
provide the newspaper with information which it needed 
subsequently. 

Sometimes I had to work at the mayor's office 
until, oh, fifteen minutes before time for me to 
appear before my class out at Los Angeles High School 
with a well-prepared lecture, and the mayor would 
forget all about it until it was absolutely necessary 
for me to tell him, "Now, Mayor, I've got to break 
loose here now and get on out to school." 

He'd say, "Oh, I forgot entirely. What time 
are you supposed to be there?" 

And I'd say, "I'm supposed to be there at seven 
o'clock." 

He'd say, "Holy smoke, it's ten minutes of seven 
now. " 

I'd say, "Well, they often expect me to be a 
few minutes late. They all know what I'm up against." 

He would then call in the driver of his car, who 
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was a lieutenant in the police department, and he 
would say, "Francis, take Harold out to the Los 
Angeles High School right away in my car." 

So I would go out there with a red light and 
siren. It got to he quite a joke out at LA High, 
that the teacher arrived late for class with a red 
light and siren. I could make it in ten minutes. 

The mayor was really very liberal in that 
respect. Often he would order me to take a day off 
or half a day off or go home early when he felt that 
I had been under more pressure than I could stand. 

James R. Martin and Frank P. Doherty both 
advised me against taking the job in the mayor's office. 
They were friends of the mayor, but they were afraid 
that it might keep me from getting something else 
that would be bigger and better, that I might get 
into deep political water. 

Dixon: Well, disturbances were building up even then. 
Story: Yes, there were tremendous disturbances all the time, 

both political and economic, because the depression 
was still on very seriously even at that time in 1936, 
and they didn't want me to go into the job. But I 
needed the money and I felt that I couldn't justify 
myself in refusal. And I anticipated it might be a 
very useful experience to me later on. I'm not 
certain but what in the long run Martin and Doherty 
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were right that I might have done better by myself 
elsewhere, but they didn't have anything to offer at 
the moment, and a man in my position at that time 
wasn't able to wait and hope. This job was available 
now, so I availed myself of it. 

I've already indicated the variety of activities. 
The entire staff at the mayor's office at that time 
consisted of his secretary, who was his brother, myself 
as field secretary, a young woman who was assistant 
secretary (she had a stenographer), and an executive 
secretary who'd been there for many years and under 
many administrations. He held a civil service position. 
He had worked under perhaps five or six mayors. He'd 
been there for a long, long time, and he was what we 
would call today the legislative secretary. He did 
nothing but read and analyze the measures that came 
from the council for the mayor's signature. Every 
morning he had the mayor's first hour, when he would 
explain the ordinances that were sent over from the 
Council, The mayor would either sign or would call 
me in to write a message to the Council saying why 
he didn't sign. So Mr. Murchison, Tom Murchison, 
the old executive secretary, and I sometimes worked 
at the mayor's desk at the same time, Tom explaining 
why the Council wanted him to approve the ordinance, 
and the mayor having me write the letter as to why he 
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wasn't going to sign the ordinance. 
Mr. Murchison had with him an elderly stenographer 

who had heen in the city service longer than any of 
the rest of us. She'd heen with the city for, oh, 
thirty or forty years, and she stayed on for some 
years after that. I remember when she retired, while 
Mayor Bowron was in office, Bowron held a little 
reception in his office. He had all the past mayors 
who were alive and able to travel come in and partici-
pate in this little affair to see her off, and I was 
invited in, too, for the occasion. Tom Murchison 
was still there, so she had a lot of friends there. 
Beulah Padgham was her name (I think that was how she 
spelled it, as I remember). A very fine woman, well 
along in years, long past what would be compulsory 
retirement today, slow moving but loyal and faithful. 
She was Mr. Murchison1s assistant, and then she had 
two girld who worked as typist and file clerk. I 
had a secretary who was all my own, and they usually 
picked out the best they could get to assist me. I 
had actually three girls work with me in the time I 
was there, and all of them were experts. 

Mayor Shaw had previous political experience as 
a member of the City Council, and as I remember, he 
had been president of that body, having been first 
elected in 1924 and re-elected in 1926. Then he went 
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to the Board of Supervisors, I believe, in 1927 or 
possibly '28, probably '28, and he had served as 
chairman of that Board. 

Mayor Shaw had come to Los Angeles in 1909 as 
the sales representative of the Cudahy Packing Company, 
for which he had long been a traveling representative 
in the midwestern and southwestern states, through 
Colorado and Nebraska, Missouri, Kansas, Arkansas, 
down into Texas, and possibly a bit in New Mexico. 
In that capacity he had become well acquainted with 
many midwestern and southwestern men who later 
achieved national prominence. I recall especially 
Jesse Jones, who at the time the mayor was in office 
here was chairman of the Reconstruction Finance 
Corporation. Jesse Jones came to Los Angeles on a 
business trip at one time, and I met him with the 
mayor, and saw him two or three times. Also I 
remember the man who by this time was president of 
the Union Pacific Railroad—I believe his name was 
[William Martin] Jeffers. He had been a very good 
friend of Mayor Shaw's way back years before, and 
he was an important contact for him. 

Shaw's first job when he came to Los Angeles 
(he told me the story two or three times) was to 
introduce old Dutch Cleanser in the Southern California 
market. You get a picture of the dog-eat-dog free 



621 

enterprise of those days in the tactics hy which he 
ran competition off the market. Shortly after Old 
Dutch Cleanser came on the market some competitor 
appeared, possibly by Swift and Company, and it was 
sold in large quantities to the grocery stores around 
the city. You remember in that day there were no 
big markets—in fact the chain grocery stores in 
small proportions had scarcely commenced to appear, 
and the products were sold on the strength of advertis-
ing campaigns to small independent grocers throughout 
the city. The competitor (I haven't the slightest 
idea what name it operated under) was advertised, 
and the small grocers bought it. In those days the 
Broadway Department Store had a grocery department, 
quite an extensive establishment on the second floor 
in the present building at Fourth and Broadway. 
Frank Shaw told me that he went to the Broadway, 
which advertised extensively, and induced them to 
buy a carload of the competing product and to put it 
in on a special sale at one cent less in cost. He 
would make up the difference to the Broadway on a 
carload of this material. So when the Broadway 
advertised it at a cent less than the retailers were 
able to buy it for in small quantities (they were 
buying it in carload quantities, of course), the small 
dealers throughout the city were disgusted with this 
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new product that was selling for less than they 
could buy it for, and they threw it out of their stores 
and never reordered any more. It disappeared, and 
Old Dutch Cleanser had a monopoly for a while. Frank 
Shaw showed me once or twice a beautiful gold watch 
that he had, with an inlaid enamel figure on the back 
of the Dutch girl chasing the dirt, which is the 
trademark of Old Dutch Cleanser, that had been 
presented to him by the Cudahy Packing Company for 
his success in Los Angeles. 

But in time Frank Shaw left Cudahy to become 
associated with the Haas-Baruch Wholesale Grocers in 
this city. I have a feeling that after associating 
with them for some little while, he acquired some 
interest in the firm, but as a Haas-Baruch representa-
tive he came to know the grocers, the druggists, 
the restaurant operators throughout the city, and it 
was they who urged and supported his entrance into 
politics as a progressive reform candidate in his 
councilmanlc district in 1924. 

Mrs. Shaw was a Texas woman. They had been 
married in Texas, I believe. At one time she was an 
elementary school teacher. She proved to be politi-
cally astute and extremely capable in his early 
campaigns. They were popular with labor and with 
Negroes as well as with small business people. Frank 
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Shaw was of Canadian Scotch-Irish parentage. His 
boyhood, however, had heen spent in Colorado on a 
ranch, and in his childhood he had been crippled hy 
polio. He walked with a marked limp and considerable 
difficulty sometimes. Nevertheless, I learned that 
even as a child he loved horses, he rode well, and he 
enjoyed outdoor life. He knew a great deal about 
farming and stock raising, about railroading and 
mining, especially coal mining and lead mining. But 
neither he nor Mrs. Shaw were persons of much academic 
education. He had a keen business mind and a tre-
mendous memory for figures. He could cite budget 
figures, city, county, state, for years back, from 
memory and with astounding accuracy. Once in a while 
some exaggerated notion would pop into his mind of 
certain figures, but he was so confident of himself 
that I often had a great deal of difficulty convincing 
him that my research for his office was correct. 
Even when I would produce the figures sometimes he 
would insist that they were wrong, and occasionally 
he would prove that the figures that I produced 
didn't take everything into account. He also had an 
excellent memory for names and faces, probably from 
his years of salesmanship experience, and he had a 
remarkable grasp of governmental finance. 

Upon coming to the office of mayor, having 
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defeated John C. Porter's hid for re-election in 
19331 he named his brother, Lieutenant Joseph Shaw 
of the Navy, to be his secretary. Now, Lieutenant 
Shaw was not an Annapolis man. He was what they 
called in those days in the Navy, and perhaps still 
do, a "maverick." He had come from the ground up, 
but he apparently had served in the Navy with some 
distinction, had been executive officer on various 
ships, and had served extensively in the Navy 
intelligence. He knew particularly well Latin 
American countries, Mexico and Central America and 
Panama, but he had cruised the waters of the world. 
I don't know whether he was ready to retire from the 
Navy when he became his brother's secretary, but 
certainly he was very recently from the Navy and he 
still regarded himself as a Navy man. 

He followed the military tradition in his 
official techniques. He was accustomed to issuing 
official orders with a brusk manner and expecting 
obedience to the letter, unquestioning obedience. 
We had some difficulties with each other for a little 
while because I was not accustomed to unquestioning 
obedience when I felt that the order was a little 
astray somehow or another, and especially when the 
order had to do with a matter in which I considered 
myself something of an expert, like letter writing. 
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I was, as I said before, in charge of a large part 
of the difficult correspondence: there was much 
routine correspondence that was handled by assistant 
secretaries, but if it was difficult correspondence 
it came to me. All the letters I wrote for the 
mayor's signature went across Lieutenant Shaw's desk, 
and once in a while he would criticize some use of a 
word or an expression or even the punctuation when 
I knew I was right; but usually I managed to reach 
some kind of a compromise with him. A few words he 
intensely disliked. One was "anxious" or "anxiety." 
He didn't want that used in anything. I don't know 
why, but apparently he thought it meant something 
quite different from anything I understood by the word. 

I must say, though, that he and the other 
members of the office staff commenced to congratulate 
me all at once and quite genuinely on the letters of 
condolence and congratulation that I frequently had 
to write, for Mayor Shaw insisted that his staff 
know who his personal friends were and all the branches 
of his official family, all his connections, and any 
illness or death or marriage or birth required an 
immediate letter of condolence or congratulation. I 
took some pride in avoiding making these form letters, 
and although I might write two or three a day on 
occasion, and certainly never fewer than four or five 



626 

a week, I tried to make them all different and, insofar 
as I could possibly work it out, distinctly personal. 
It was quite a challenge, but I took some pride in 
doing my duty in that respect, and I was immediately 
appreciated by the stenographers, the assistant 
secretary, and ultimately by Secretary Joseph Shaw, 
as well as by the mayor himself. Rarely was one of 
those letters changed In the least. 

Lieutenant Shaw was impatient of red tape and 
of bureaucratic technicalities, and sometimes to his 
peril or to the peril of the mayor or all the rest 
of us, he just cut through them and brushed them aside. 
Even when the letter of the law might be involved, 
he'd say, "Well, let's get the job done. To hell with 
all of this nonsense. Let's get on through. We'll 
manage if we get any criticism later on." He said, 
"I would rather be criticized for doing the job than 
for not doing the job." 

His manner was altogether different from the 
rather quiet, persuasive and highly politio methods 
of Brother Frank, although Frank Shaw was capable of 
losing his temper at times in a few minutes of 
violence. He would denounce everybody in the office 
if any blunder was made, and he would threaten to 
fire us outright. I was quite startled the first 
time or two that this happened, but then I discovered 
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something very unusual about the man. He would 
become generously apologetic to any person whom he 
had thus scolded, but his apologies were never verbal. 
They appeared in some other form an hour or so later 
or perhaps the next day. He would become very kindly, 
very generous. Maybe he wouldn't have taken me out 
to lunch for several days, and he would come in my 
office about noon and say, "Harold, put on your hat. 
We're going to lunch." This perhaps will reveal the 
character of the man in certain aspects better than 
anything else. 

For the official car which the mayor used, there 
were two drivers who changed off. One was on one 
day and the other was on the next. They were theoreti-
cally on call for twenty-four hours, and then had 
twenty-four hours off. He was extremely considerate 
of these two men. They were both police department 
officers. One of them was Lieutenant Kerney and the 
other was Harold Wolfer. (I just read in the paper 
the other day of Harold Wolfer's death.) They both 
continued in the police department for many years 
after Mayor Shaw went out of office. They were both 
very capable, reliable men. When we went out to 
luncheons or dinners or breakfasts, even though they 
might be official civic occasions, Mayor Shaw usually 
managed to smuggle his driver into the banquet with him. 
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I went with him frequently, too, just as a part of 
my duty, hut he liked to have his drivers with him. 
He especially enjoyed Francis Kerney who had a quick 
Irish wit. He was funnier than a circus and the mayor 
got a great deal of relaxation with him. Kerney had 
come from somewhere in the east, I think it was New 
Haven, and he had as a very young fellow seen a lot 
of gang politics there. He had participated in some 
ruthless hut hilarious escapades, and he always had 
a comment to make on everything that turned up, 
usually a pretty bright and shrewd comment. Wolfer 
was a much quieter man but observant, absolutely 
dependable. The mayor relied on these fellows not 
ohly for companionship but for advice. 

Harely did a week go by but what the mayor would 
drop in my office and want me to go to lunch with 
him. One of the two drivers, whichever one was on 
duty, joined us. Now, these were not official civio 
affairs; it was just the mayor going out for his 
noonday meal. He favored places that were frequented 
by truck drivers and working men. One place where we 
used to go was down on East Fourth Street at Towne 
Avenue, a very plain sort of a restaurant where they 
served excellent food. He was well acquainted with 
the proprietor but he ate right along with the other 
people, vie used to go to a place over on Aliso. I've 
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forgotten the name of it now. It was one of those 
places with sawdust all over the floor. 

Dixon: Felipe's? 
Story: Felipe's, yes. French dip sandwiches and that sort 

of thing. In order to he free from intrusion, we 
would go into a hack room where the help ate lunch, 
and we would eat with the waiters, the waitresses, 
the cooks who'd drop in—it wasn't anything to them 
that the mayor was sitting there eating. He expected 
them. He knew them hy name, and they'd bring in 
their bowls of soup and their cups of coffee and 
pieces of pie and put them down on the table and say, 
"Hi, Mayor," and sit down right beside him and join 
in on the conversation. 

Sometimes, however, we'd go to the Athletic Club 
or the Jonathan Club or some such place as that. It 
just depended upon the mayor's mood at the moment, 
and when he'd say, "Let's go to lunch," I never had 
the slightest idea where we were going until we got 
in the car and he gave directions to the driver. 
Something like that nearly always happened the next 
day after I had been scolded—I would be taken to 
lunch, or if I'd gotten my scolding in the morning 
I was sure to be taken to lunch that day at noon. I 
got my work all in shape so that I could be free for 
an hour and a half. 
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It was extremely difficult for any man to "be 
mayor of a large city in the United States, and Los 
Angeles was perhaps the most difficult of the lot, 
at the moment, aside from Chicago and New York City. 
Los Angeles had experienced some serious political 
scandals and much ineptness in political office during 
the twenties and the early thirties. The 1925 Charter 
was still settling into operation. People weren't 
quite used to it. We were still having to get city 
attorneys' opinions and occasionally an issue would 
have to he tried in court before we knew exactly 
where we stood under the Charter. The effects of the 
1929 depression were still extremely serious in 1936. 
There was a great deal of unemployment distress. At 
its height it had reached about ninety thousand in 
Los Angeles. I believe we had it down slightly to 
around eighty thousand, but that was a large body of 
unemployed for the city in those days. The population 
of Los Angeles then was about 1,250,000. 

We still maintained the border patrol. Now, the 
border patrol requires some comment, because it got 
us into a lot of criticism and difficulty. Steinbeck's 
Grapes of Wrath rose out of the situation that created 
the border patrol. At Yuma and Blythe and Needles, 
where the main highways come into Southern California, 
and for a time even on the Oregon border at the north, 
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the Los Angeles police department maintained guards 
who stopped all people coming across the border. If 
they had no visible means of support, if they had no 
jobs, if they were indigents, they were turned back. 
Now perhaps this was all entirely illegal. The police 
department and the mayor, backed by the city attorney 
and receiving no interference from the state attorney 
general or the governor, insisted that it was legal, 
that indigents, people without visible means of 
support, could be stopped and not allowed to enter 
the state, 

But the situation was desperate. It's almost 
impossible, as I remarked before, to recall in any 
detail the desperate plight that people were in during 
that depression period. I've indicated that, even 
though I had a job and sometimes several jobs through-
out the period (I was never unemployed at any time 
from 1923 clear on up until I retired last December, 
and now I'm very much unemployed in a very busy way), 
those were extremely hard times. I remember going 
out with my wife on little trips from time to time, 
out into the country or up to Yosemite, up to Sequoia. 
We would drive along beside the railroad tracks and 
we would see freight trains literally loaded with 
transient xtforkmen, with no attempt on the part of the 
train crews to put them off. They were not interfered 
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with hy the police as they went through the towns. 
Any man who wanted to climb on a freight train could— 
they didn't ride the rods: they rode out in the open, 
and the cars were black with them sometimes. There 
would be more people riding on a flatcar, more men 
and occasionally women riding on a flatcar than you 
could get into a passenger coach. It was a ghastly 
situation. And we were faced with this. Many people 
don't realize it and just couldn't believe it at the 
time, but I knew positively that it was a fact that 
in the Middle East, in Illinois, even as far east as 
Ohio, Michigan, Iowa, Missouri, Kansas and so on, 
indigent men and occasionally girls were actually 
put on the freight trains by the police. The police 
in those communities in the Mississippi Valley would 
round up their indigents, load them on the freight 
trains, and start them to California, wiring ahead 
to all stations on the way that a load of indigents 
"will be coming through your city. Be on your guard." 
oo when the freight train would roll into Denver or 
Oklahoma City or some place along the road, the 
police would be there to meet the train. They would 
supply the people with food but keep them on the 
trains, see to it that they never got off the train. 

Of course, the police patrol could not stop them 
at the border because they just rolled right on across. 
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However, they did stop transients coming with their 
broken-down jalopies which had been supplied with 
gasoline at various places along the road In the same 
manner. If somebody was migrating to California to 
look for a job in the hope that things might be 
better here, and he needed gasoline, he'd go to the 
police station and they'd load him up and get him on 
his way. If he needed a tire repair, they'd fix him 
up and ship him along. These people by the thousands 
were coming here, anxious to come for the simple 
reason that they considered California and especially 
Southern California as the place in the United States 
where people could starve to death with more comfort 
than anywhere else in the nation. They would come 
without food, without clothes, and without jobs, and 
would possibly be sick, but they didn't have to worry 
about freezing weather. They might get caught in a 
rainstorm, and they might get a little chilly out-
side but they could build themselves a shack. We 
had shacks, Hoovervilles, as they were called, out 
in Bell Gardens and along the railroad yards. Nobody 
interfered with them. The health department didn't 
move in on them. They were built of gunny sacks and 
boards and tin cans and orange crates, anything that 
anybody could stick together to keep the rain off. 
Then they would huddle around their campfires, not 
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by the dozens but by the hundreds and the thousands. 
Los Angeles was a major attraction for these people. 

We had in Los Angeles, in the early thirties, 
times when we were just short of food riots on our 
streets. There was great criticism of Franklin D. 
Roosevelt. There are a lot of things about Franklin 
D. Roosevelt that never enlisted my enthusiasm, but 
to the people who called him a socialist, a man who 
was trying to build a welfare state, I often used to 
say and never with any contradiction, "Nevertheless, 
whatever you think of him, he and his administration 
kept blood from running in the gutters of the streets 
of Los Angeles." And usually my good wealthy friends 
would agree. 

Property values and assessed valuations were 
down very low, so there was no further possibility 
of floating bonds. I believe we floated a bond issue 
by popular election in 1933 perhaps for a million 
dollars for unemployment relief. It melted like snow 
on a hot day. It wasn't a drop in the bucket. It 
disappeared almost before you knew what had happened. 
Tax collections were delinquent. Many people lost 
their property. The taxes that piled up were worth 
more than the properties were, so they'd just walk 
off and leave them, especially in new subdivisions 
or the suburban communities that had just put in 
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extensive paving and sidewalk and curb and street 
lighting and sewage improvements. The assessments 
against the property for those improvements, even 
though the people had voted for the Improvements, were 
greater than the lots were worth. 

I remember that the town of Hawthorne, for 
example, was in a ghastly condition. It had gone 
ahead with some improvements in the middle twenties, 
around 1924 and 1925 > with great enthusiasm. They 
were going to make a big industrial city there. All 
of a sudden the shops were closed, the stores were 
closed. People moved out of their homes. Weeds grew 
up in the streets. There weren't any crews to clean 
them. Nobody had any money and they couldn't pay 
their taxes, so they lost their property. We were 
loaded with what we called "sour bonds," that is, 
assessment bonds for which there was no sale, and we 
couldn't do anything with them at all. The city's 
financial condition was just unbelievably bad. 

Public treasuries everywhere were being scraped 
to the bottom every year. There was appalling unrest, 
political, economic, moral, and everything else, 
accompanied by a due proportion of muckraking. 
Upton Sinclair contributed his bit, but very notably 
in Los Angeles was the Reverend Robert P. Shuler. 
Dr. Shuler was a minister of the Trinity Methodist 
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Church, Southern Methodist. He was a rabble-rousing 
evangelist in his manner. He had quite large con-
gregations, and he had a radio station upon which he 
broadcast some scurrilous denunciations of supposed 
vice conditions and corruption and graft. He got so 
much out of hand that finally the Federal Communica-
tions Commission took his radio license away from him, 
and that somewhat shut him up; but he still preached 
his sermons and he still reached the newspapers on 
the average of once every two weeks with front-page 
headlines. 

Now, I'd had some little experience with Robert 
P. Shuler previously while I was teaching at Inglewood 
High School. In a sermon one Sunday he came out with 
a denunciation of what he declared were conditions 
of extreme immorality in Inglewood High School. The 
principal of the school sent for me immediately as 
soon as this got into the newspapers, for it got 
lurid headlines, and asked me to go down and listen 
to Robert Shuler's sermon the next Sunday evening 
when he promised that he would go into details. So. 
I was there with a notebook in hand. The principal's 
secretary went along with me to take in shorthand 
everything she could get down. Some attorney must 
have gotten to Dr. Shuler during the week and suggested 
that he be a bit cautious because he said nothing 
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especially sensational, at least nothing upon which 
we could take legal action against him. But he had 
utterly misrepresented things with which I was completely 
familiar. He was a lover of sensation and did his 
hest to stir up all of the excitement he could because 
it filled his church every Sunday evening, and the 
collections were good for the entertainment. 

In these days, the Communist Party also was 
active openly and through alluring front organizations 
that attracted many liberals, especially clergymen, 
teachers, and college professors. 

So this was all part of the social and political 
scene in Los Angeles when I became field secretary 
and, I should say, second lieutenant to His Honor, 
the Mayor. We had multitudes of emergency problems 
and explosive tensions almost daily, as well as the 
business of carrying on the routine affairs of a vast, 
complex city of one and a quarter million people 
spread over the largest municipal area in the United 
States. In fact, I believe it was even then the 
largest in the world. 



CHAPTER XVI 
MAYOR SHAW'S OPPICE: 1956 

In Mayor Shaw's office, I had immediate dealings 
with Police Chief James E. Davis. I'd had one 
unpleasant experience with Chief Davis previously. 
I had heen issued while I was at the airport a police 
badge, supplied to me at the request of the director 
of airports hy the police commissioner. I had 
carried that hadge for about three years when suddenly 
I got a letter from the chief of police demanding 
that I appear in his office, which I did. 

He said, "Do you have a police badge?" 
I said, "Yes, I have a police badge." 
"Let me see it." 
I took it out of my pocket and handed it to him. 

He opened a drawer in his desk and threw it in. He 
said, "That will be all." 

I said, "Just a minute, Chief, you didn't issue 
that badge to me. It was issued to me by the Police 
Commission." 

He hollered for his secretary. The young man 
came in and he said, "Show this fellow out. I don't 
like his attitude." So I went out. 

Davis was a burly, dictatorial, somewhat sadistic, 



639 

bitterly anti-labor man who saw Communist influence 
behind every telephone pole and looked under his bed 
at night to see if there wasn't a Communist there. 
He exploited this anti-Communist campaign to the 
big business interests of the city for all it was 
worth. He was intensely suspicious of all liberalism, 
of all reforms. He was strongly backed by the Los 
Angeles Times, the Merchants and Manufacturers 
Association, the Chamber of Commerce, all the conser-
vative business elements. He was hated to the 
ultimate degree by labor, by liberals, and by radicals. 

I hadn't been at my desk in the mayor's office 
more than three or four days when Chief Davis walked 
in to get admission to the mayor. He was taken aback 
when he saw me dtting at the desk. I'm sure he 
remembered me. There was a flash in his eyes and a 
flush in his face, but he said nothing. He knew 
that I wouldn't be there unless I had the confidence 
of the mayor, and the mayor in those days was not a 
man to be questioned about anyone in whom he had 
reposed confidence. I'll say this for Mayor Shaw, 
he was overtrusting. He trusted people whom he 
shouldn't have trusted. But once he confided in a 
person, put his trust in any man, he would stand by 
him to the limit, and woe be unto anyone who criticized 
that man. He would listen to no criticism of anybody 
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in whom he had put his faith. And Jim Davis knew it. 
One little story about Jim Davis right now that 

will bring out some of the very early development 
in my relationship with him. I was told immediately 
upon going to the mayor's office that I had a whole 
staff of assistants: these were the public relations 
men of all of the departments of the civic government. 
Not all departments had such men, but the Department 
of Water and Power had an extremely capable and a 
wonderful chap, Jimmy Dunn. Everybody who knew 
Jimmy Dunn loved him. He was a wonderful fellow. 
There was Dave Ross in, I believe, the Harbor 
Department, and there was a man in Public Works. 
Various departments had these public relations men, 
and I was told that they should constitute my staff. 
When any big event came along and I needed help, 
these were all experts, all of them former newspapermen, 
and I just could call on any of them without needing 
permission from the mayor. 

Dave Ross came in one day, sat down on my desk, 
having shut the door behind him, and said, "There's 
a situation out on West Adams Boulevard that's going 
to give us trouble." He said, "Maybe the mayor 
knows about it, maybe he doesn't. But if he does 
know about it, he isn't giving enough attention to it, 
and it had better be cleaned up in a hurry or we're 
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going to have a scandal on our hands. Every pool 
hall out there, every beer parlor, has a slot machine, 
and some of them have several slot machines with open 
gambling going on. Certainly the police must know 
about it. I suggest that you take it up with the 
mayor and warn him that there's trouble brewing." 

I heard the story, and without saying anything 
to the mayor, that night I made the rounds of five or 
six of the pool halls and beer parlors on West Adams. 
Sure enough, there were slot machines. I saw men 
playing them. The next morning I reported to the 
mayor what I had seen. He instructed me to notify 
Chief Davis and ask him to bring back an immediate 
report within two days, 

A typed report came from Chief Davis within two 
days, saying that he had sent men out there and there 
were no slot machines visible. Of course, I saw the 
report before the mayor did, because all such matters 
came to my desk. 

I took it to the mayor and said, "Well, this is 
the chief's report, I will swear that I saw them. 
Haybe they're gone now." 

The mayor said, "You go out there tonight and 
take another look and see if they're gone; if they're 
gone, we won't say anything about it, but if they're 
still there, we'll do something." In fact, Davis had 
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included in the report the statement that two of the 
addresses that I had given, of which I was absolutely 
confident, did not exist. 

Well, I went back as the mayor had Instructed. 
I saw the slot machines. In fact, in one place I saw 
a repair man working on one of them. I sat there and 
drank a glass of beer and very leisurely watched him. 
In another place, I not only saw a slot machine but 
I knew it was a slot machine because I put a dime in 
it and played it. To my astonishment I won a little 
money on the first play, which I promptly turned 
around and lost on a pinball machine. But I was able 
to tell the mayor the next day that the slot machines 
were exactly in the places where I had seen them. 
The addresses were authentic. 

The mayor said, "Well, I will talk to the chief 
about it, and then I want you to go hack in about two 
weeks and bring me another report." 

A day or two later, Lieutenant Shaw called me 
into his office and said, "I understand that you made 
a report about some slot machines out on West Adams 
Boulevard." 

I said, "Yes, under the mayor's instructions." 
He said, "I want to warn you to leave that sort 

of thing alone—you are fooling with dynamite." The 
gangsters that operate those slot machines would just 
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as soon kill you as look at you. We have a dangerous 
gang in this town, and we're going to get rid of 
them, hut It's going to take time and we're going to 
have to do it with a great deal of caution." 

He said, "Of course, there are slot machines. 
There are slot machines in some of the big clubs 
that the well-to-do men of the city go to. There are 
slot machines down in the harbor where the sailors 
hang out. We know where they are and we're going to 
move in on them quietly and a little bit at a time, 
but," he said, "it will get out that you're the man 
who spotted these machines and had them knocked over. 
You be careful." 

I feel today that Lieutenant Shaw was perfectly 
sincere in that statement. I remember other remarks 
that he made to me from time to time that convinced 
me that he was opposed to gambling, opposed to 
prostitution, opposed to the dirty shows on Main 
Street; but he was also a practical man who had been 
around the world and had been in the Navy, and he 
knew the difficulties of these things whereas 
preachers and college professors and high school teachers 
didn't even dream of the problems involved. 

I remember once long after the Shaw administration 
went out, I was talking to Joe Shaw in his home. He 
told me the story of being at a little social affair 
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while Frank Shaw was in office, and the subject of 
prostitution came up. One of the women in the party, 
a club woman, a woman of culture, said that while she 
deplored prostitution she felt that it was almost a 
necessary evil. She gave the old argument that the 
decent women and girls of the community had protection 
because there was a prostitution district in the city. 
He told me, and this was not apropos of anything 
particular, nothing political whatsoever, that he 
replied to the distinguished lady, "Well,yes, mother, 
I agree with you. Your argument is good. Unfortunately 
my two daughters are a little too young, but I believe 
you have some daughters who are older. Are you 
willing to devote them to the cause?" And the mother 
admitted that she and her argument were promptly 
defeated, [laughter] 

Well, I did go back to West Adams about two 
weeks later, and I went there .several times thereafter, 
and saw no more slot machines. I don't know who did 
away with them. I don't know what the process was, 
I simply know that it happened. 

But after his first effort to circumvent me, 
Chief Davis apparently decided that I had support and 
that I was not exactly a moron, and he cooperated well 
in all proper police matters where I needed assistance, 
where I had to refer anything to the police department, 
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or I had to ask for a report from the police department. 
Sometimes I needed police to maintain order in a crowd 
or to keep a line in order, and I got prompt and 
adequate assistance from khief Davis. Interestingly, 
the man he invariably assigned to me for that purpose 
was then a lieutenant of police, Lieutenant Parker, 
who is now chief of police and has been chief for 
a long time. 

One of my early big assignments in the mayor's 
office in which I was asked to take very large 
responsibility was the visit of President-elect Miguel 
Gome.z of Cuba. He had been elected, I believe, late 
in March, I think in the first election In Cuba uhder 
their established constitutional government. Dr. Gomez 
was elected by a substantial majority. There was a 
circumstance about it all that aroused my curiosity, 
not to say my suspicion, that almost immediately 
after the election President Gomez put himself and his 
family on a passenger steamer, came through the 
Panama Canal, and up the Pacific coast to Los Angeles. 
We had some instructions on protocol and itinerary 
details from the State Department, which sent a man 
out here, and we were told to make no contacts with 
the Cuban consul in Los Angeles. I think he made some 
feeble contact with us, but he didn't know what his 
status was under the new Cuban administration for the 
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most part. Therefore, he kept out of sight. 
The plan was that the president-elect was to 

spend a few days in Los Angeles and go on to San 
Francisco. From there he was to go to Chicago and 
Philadelphia and Washington, and then up to New York, 
from whence he would sail home in time for his 
inauguration in May. As I said, I felt that was a 
peculiar tour for a man to take immediately after 
his election and before his inauguration. I just 
had a feeling that he considered Cuba was not 
particularly healthy for president-elects right then, 
and he decided to stay out until he had the authority 
of office. 

I was instructed by Lieutenant Shaw to be down 
at the City Hall at the office very early in the 
morning on the day that President Gomez was to arrive, 
and to go to San Pedro where arrangements had been 
made for me to be taken out on the harbor pilot's 
launch to the outer harbor where the liner, as it came 
in through the breakwater, would stop to take aboard 
the harbor pilot and the quarantine officer. I was 
to go aboard and meet the president's secretary. We 
understood that President Gomez himself spoke very 
little English. 

I got to the office early, but as I fearfully 
anticipated there were immediate emergency matters 
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to be taken care of that had nothing to do with this. 
I had a car standing by, though, and the police driver 
took me all the way to San Pedro with the siren wide 
open. It was a thrilling and a somewhat risky drive. 
It seems to me that there'd been a little sprinkling 
the night before and we had some wet pavements, which 
added to the excitement. I never needed any Coney 
Island or Disneyland after that trip! But I arrived 
safely at San Pedro, went out as planned on the harbor 
pilot's launch, and went aboard the liner while the 
presidential salutes of twenty-one guns from both 
Port MacArthur and the Wavy were being fired. 

I believe the ship's master met us as we came 
aboard. I introduced myself immediately and was 
presented at once to President Gomez' secretary, who 
spoke good English, and to the president and his wife, 
his two lovely daughters, and his small son of about 
eight or ten years. Then I told them what the 
immediate program was, that the ship would dock at 
Wilmington pier, that there would be a military guard 
of honor (I think it was the Wational Guard that 
furnished the guard of honor, although I think there 
was also a detail of men from Fort MacArthur, and 
possibly the Navy or the Marine Corps were also 
represented, because we weren't playing favorites on 
this deal), that the mayor would be there to greet 
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the president, and that they would inspect the guard. 
Then there would be a motor cavalcade to take the 
president and his family directly to their suite which 
had been engaged for them in the Biltmore Hotel. 

We docked at the pier with the band playing the 
Cuban national anthem, whatever that is—how they 
managed to dig it up I don't know. It was a Marine 
Corps band, ard they would have had the national 
anthem, I think, even of the smallest country in the 
world. There were Cuban and American flags hanging 
and there was quite a little ceremony. Of course, 
all the newspapermen were there, press representatives 
from all ovef the United States. To me it was a 
rather spectacular affair, the only thing of that 
sort that had ever been my responsibility. I don't 
recall where Lieutenant Shaw was at the time, but he 
was pulling the strings from behind the scenes some-
where and possibly making arrangements at the hotel. 

I went in the mayor's car then with him directly 
back to the city hall, because protocol requires 
that as soon as an official visitor has been greeted 
by the mayor at the train, the pier, the airport, 
wherever he has arrived, then he (the visitor) must 
return the call just as quickly as he can. The mayor 
on such occasions always had to get back to his 
office in a hurry, or his guest would be mad. That's 
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protocol. But it all worked out smoothly. 
I later in the day went up to the hotel to 

ascertain for the mayor that everything was established 
there as it should be. Next to the president's suite 
we had a police headquarters established where we 
kept a police guard on duty in the hallway every hour 
that the mayor or the president or any member of his 
family was in the hotel. We didn't allow them to go 
without police guard anywhere, or even to stay in the 
hotel without a guard. We had a guard at the door 
all night long. 'We were quite apprehensive. Cubans 
were then, as now, politically a very uncertain and 
undependable quality. 

I remember that the man in charge of the police 
guard was a lieutenant, Angelo Perez, who spoke 
excellent Spanish and excellent English, and was an 
admirable interpreter for us as well as a good police 
officer for that particular duty. He was a nephew of 
the very famous or infamous Captain Delgado, whom we 
will mention a little later. Delgado was captain 
of the police department in those days. He is the 
proprietor of one of the largest hotels in Chihuahua, 
Mexico. He left the United States in a big hurry 
and has never crossed the line since. Delgado was a 
man of some status in Mexico, of a distinguished and 
well-to-do family down there, and my relationships 
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with him were always on a friendly basis. I found 
him to be a competent and a very friendly chap. When 
I passed through Chihuahua several years ago, I hoped 
to see him, but I got there later than he expected 
and he had some business that took him away from the 
hotel, so I missed seeing him, much to my regret. 
Lieutenant Perez remained in the police department, 
though, for quite some time after his uncle left the 
city. He was a good officer but ultimately somebody 
brought some charges against him and I believe he 
simply resigned in disgust. He was a very fine young 
chap. 

Well, President Gomez and his family toured the 
studios. They were tendered luncheons and dinners by 
business and civic organizations. The one thing that 
they especially wanted to do was make a trip to 
Boulder Dam, which was then a rather new establishment, 
and as they went out of the city on their way to Las 
Vegas, the president saw the General Hospital in the 
distance. It was a new building then, and he asked 
the driver, Lieutenant Francis Kerney, whoks driving 
the car, "What is that big building?" 

Kerney said, "It's the General Hospital." 
"Well, what's the General Hospital?" said the 

president. 
Kerney said, "Well, that's the hospital where the 
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poor people go." 
"What—that tremendous "big building for that 

purpose?" 
"Yes, and it's a wonderful hospital," replied 

Kerney. 
And then the president turned to his secretary 

and said, "Cancel my visits to San Francisco, Chicago, 
and Philadelphia. I will go directly from Los Angelea 
to Washington. There's enough here for me to see 
before I go to Washington to be the guest of President 
Hoosevelt." 

So it was done that way, and we had him on our 
hands for two weeks. I was much relieved when Gomez 
and his family went on to Washington and no harm had 
come to him or his family. He was safely inaugurated 
in Havana in May, and was ousted by impeachment on 
December 24, 1936. He came here in April, 1936. 

We had a daily problem of relief for people who 
were simply down and out, and most of that came to 
me. People not knowing where else to turn, having 
done everything they could think of, would finally 
come to the mayor's office to beg for help. No food 
in the house. A family of children, maybe babies, 
and not even a can of evaporated milk in the house. 
The lights turned off; the water turned off; the gas 
turned off; and desperate, they would come to the 
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mayor's office, Well, we didn't pass the huck. My 
instructions from the mayor, which were quite in 
accordance with my own disposition for all the years 
that I was in public office in Los Angeles, were not 
to pass the huck. Do something about it, and if you 
pass it on to somebody else, be sure that you're 
passing it on to someone who can do something about 
it. Send it to the right person. 

Most of these cases would be sent to the Volunteers 
of America or to the Salvation Army. The city had no 
funds for that purpose at all; any funds that we'd 
ever had were long since exhausted. If the case could 
wait for a few days, maybe we could get the man or 
the woman on a WPA job somewhere so they'd commence 
to get a little bit of money. We'd get sometimes 
some immediate county help, but county help usually 
was a matter of unwinding red tape so long that a 
family could starve to death in the meantime. 

And I want to say a word here for Aimee Semple 
McPherson. She was a very remarkable character, 
whom I had first seen, I think, in 1922 in Oakland 
when she was conducting revival meetings. She had 
a big circus tent pitched on a large vacant area 
right behind the Presbyterian church in Oakland, and 
before she got through, the Presbyterian church shut 
down business until she should leave town. In fact, 
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virtually all of the churches shut down business—I 
think only the Catholic churches were holding forth. 
She even had Episcopalian ministers on the platform 
for her rip-roaring revival meetings. I went to 
many of them, fascinated by her procedure and the 
tremendous psychological laboratory that she had 
there in front of me. I always sat well back where 
I could see the whole audience. 

Dixon: Did she sport the flowing cape? 
Story: Yes, yes, she was very dramatic in her appearance. 

A handsome woman and an actress who could have made 
a hit on the stage. She hadn't risen to the heights 
of her glory, though, when I saw her in Oakland, but 
I knew something of the nature of her work. I also 
had known of some occasions when she had attempted 
faith healing and had been curbed in her activities 
by an attorney friend of mine up in Fresno. After 
she'd taken all the money that a poor old couple had 
and then couldn't restore the old man's sight, or 
whatever was wrong with him, she wouldn't give the 
money back until the attorney went down, and then 
she restored it in a very large hurry. 

So I was not enthusiastic about Aimee Semple 
McPherson. I can't say I ever got enthusiastic about 
her, but I do want to say that when we had a case on 
our hands that needed immediate help within a matter 
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of an hour or two, if it could be done, we sent them 
to Aimee Semple McPherson. If the baby needed milk, 
the baby had milk within an hour. She waited to save 
their souls after she'd got them fed; and for her way 
of putting clothes on their back, getting the water, 
the lights, the gas turned on promptly, I want to 
pay my respects to old Aimee Semple McPherson. She 
never failed. We were cautious not to call upon her 
except when the emergency seemed to be great, but if 
it were an emergency we sent the people to her. 

I mentioned a little while ago Mayor Shaw's 
and Mrs. Shaw's popularity with the Negroes. They 
maintained their home, as I think I have said before, 
out at Fifty-ninth and Main Streets in a poorer 
district of town surrounded by small factories and 
laundries and very modest cottage homes. They knew 
those people, they knew their problems. They lived 
with them. Years later when present Supervisor 
Kenneth Hahn was in the City Council, I was in his 
office one day on some little matter of business. 
He had learned that I had been in Mayor Shaw's 
office, and he said, "I don't care what anybody says 
about Mayor Shaw, he was a man that we loved out in 
my neighborhood when I was a little kid." He said, 
"Often when Mayor Shaw came home in the evenings with 
his big car, he would round up the youngsters of the 
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neighborhood, load them into the car, and tell the 
driver to take them for a ride. I often rode in the 
mayor's car with a half a dozen other kids, and that 
was a big treat to us." Kenneth Hahn with his several 
brothers were the sons of a widow who had a very tough 
time. They lived on a very limited income because 
she supported her family by her own work. So many 
people experienced that sort of thing from Mayor Shaw 
and his wife, Cora, and remember them with a great 
deal of affection regardless of all the charges that 
were brought against them in subsequent years. 

Dixon: Was that the district that he represented as a 
councilman? 

Story: Yes, he represented that district as a councilman, 
and then a much larger district thereabouts on the 
Board of Supervisors. 

My first contact with Mrs. Shaw, although I had 
just met her casually on one or two occasions, was 
when she called me on the telephone shortly after 1 
went into the office and gave to me the name of a 
Negro girl who was working as a clerk in the city 
attorney's office. She told me that the girl needed 
help immediately. I Identified the girl as soon as 
Mrs. Shaw told me about her, although I had not known 
her name up to that time, because I had often been 
in the city attorney's office in connection with work 
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at the airport and in connection with my work with 
the mayor, and I had seen this girl. She was poorly 
dressed and, I think, as homely a human being as I 
ever set eyes on. I always wondered what in the world 
they had her around the city attorney's office for as 
a clerk. She certainly wasn't any adornment. Mrs. 
Shaw told me that she was a brilliant girl, had legal 
training, and had passed the bar examination, and 
that she had suddenly received an appointment to a 
position in the office of the United States Attorney 
General in Washington. But there was a difficulty 
about accepting the position, because she was 
supporting her mother and her younger brothers and 
sisters with the little salary she got as a law clerk 
in the city attorney's office. It was a big oppor-
tunity for her to go to Washington. Mrs. Shaw had 
already arranged for her transportation, tut the 
problem was to find some means of caring for the 
family here until the girl could commence to get her 
salary from the federal government. 

Mrs. Shaw just said, "Now, you get busy and do 
something about it." 

I haven't any recollection in the world of what 
I did, but I do remember that I accomplished the 
assignment to Mrs. Shaw's satisfaction, and the girl 
went on to Washington and got her job in the office 
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of the Department of Justice. 
I remember this, too. An old Negro from Watts 

was brought in to me one morning, I believe by a 
Negro minister, who told me that the old man simply 
had to live on. He couldn't pay rent on a little 
shack he lived in. He had no food. He was helpless 
and hopeless. What could I do? 

Well, I puzzled about the matter. This was the 
sort of thing I had on my hands every day, every day 
in the week. 

I asked the old man how old he was. He was in 
his eighties. 

I said, "Well, how does it happen you're not 
getting old age relief?" 

That state pension, old age pension, was active. 
It paid, oh, forty or fifty dollars a month, something 
like that, and the old man had never heard of such a 
thing. He hadn't been out here very long from 
Louisiana or some place in the south. The minister 
who brought him in knew that there was such a thing 
but he didn't know how people got on it. He had never 
investigated the procedure. 

As representative of the mayor, I could pick 
up a telephone, call public offices, and get immediate 
attention. And I knew whom to call. I didn't have 
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to bother with secretaries or inferiors—! could go 
to the top; or if I went through a secretary, I could 
go to the one who was competent and able to take care 
of the matter. 

I called the county office first that handled 
old age relief, and said that I had this case and 
wanted it taken care of immediately. 

They said, "Send the man over. If he's qualified, 
as you say, we'll give him some money to live on 
before he leaves this office, and then we'll get him 
on the monthly payroll." 

I sent him over. He turned up in my office 
about six weeks or two months later. He was shown 
in and he was beaming with delight. 

I said, "Well, how are you getting along?" 
"Oh," he says, "I's getting along fine." 
"Well, are you getting money?" 
"Yes, they gives me money and I gets food from 

the relief surplus, and," he says, "I's living in a 
better house and I's done got married." So he was 
supporting himself, a wife, and I believe a youngster 
too, all on his relief. He was tickled to death, 

I said, "Well, do you have money enough for all 
that?" 

"Oh, sure, I has plenty for all that. I's never 
so happy in my life." And he want his way. 
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Not all cases could we satisfy so easily. We 
had an old character hy the name of Apple Mary. At 
least 3he was called Apple Mary, not Apple Annie hut 
Apple Mary, hy the newspaper people and all the people 
downtown. She was a riotous old character. She had 
a stand where she sold apples over behind the old 
Times Building, and yet she never was satisfied. She 
didn't make enough money, and she would come in and 
complain at the mayor's office, always demanding to 
see the mayor personally. Once or twice she had 
seen him personally, and good-naturedly he'd gotten 
rid of her somehow or other; but he didn't do anything 
for her except to go over and buy an apple once in a 
while, which most of the judges and the city 
officials and the county supervisors did. They'd buy 
apples and pay three prices for them, and so she was 
living, hut she was very much dissatisfied and a bit 
rebellious and not too well balanced mentally and 
emotionally. Once in a long while a daughter would 
turn up and apologize for her or ask if she was making 
a nuisance of herself, saying that she couldn't 
handle her mother. Long after Mayor Shaw went out of 
office and I was still there, Apple Mary got by the 
doorkeeper and into the mayor's office and created 
such a scene, although I had warned them against her, 
that they had to call the police and have her removed 



660 

by force. I had her on my hands maybe once every 
three weeks, and it would take me ten or twenty 
minutes to get her on her way. 

That sort of thing took a large part of my time, 
a lot of my energy, and all the ingenuity I could 
muster, to find out what in the world to do with 
these poor people. 

I also was writing the mayor's speeches, three 
or four of them a week. There we had a special 
technique that had been originated by my predecessor 
as field secretary. (J. was already recognizing that 
the term "field secretary" is a misnomer, because I 
saw little of the field. Usually I got to the office 
about nine o'clock} and frequently I was there all day 
Saturday and sometimes a large part of the day on 
Sunday, because the work stacked up in great quantities.) 
But the speech-writing procedure was interesting and 
unusual. We wrote the mayor's speeches, and he read 
them. He didn't trust himself to ad-lib on much of 
anything. He was not a fluent man and did not speak 
extemporaneously with any ease or self-confidence, 
although when he wasn't aware he was giving a speech 
and thought he was only engaging in emphatic con-
versation, I found him able to express himself quite 
fluently. I studied his manner of expression, his 
vocabulary, his sentence structure, in order that I 
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could write as far as possible in the manner of his 
accustomed speech. We put the speech manuscript on 
eight-and-a-half by five-and-a-half cards, or half 
sheets of letter paper, depending on the circumstances, 
I usually favored cards because he could handle them 
a little easier, and if he were before a microphone 
it wouldn't make noise. The speeches were typed In 
primer type in capital letters fully a quarter of an 
inch high—it was a special typewriter we had exclusively 
for that purpose. 

Now, my method, I suspect, was suggested to me 
by Ray Jones, my predecessor; at any rate I developed 
It and used it. When I was assigned to prepare a 
speech, very often the mayor knew nothing about it. 
I knew what his dates were, and would prepare the 
speeoh in this manner: I would go in and say, "Mayor, 
next Friday you are to be at the Chamber of Commerce 
meeting where you will be expected to talk on such-
and-such a subject. What are your thoughts?" 

I would see him hy appointment and I would usually 
talk to him anywhere from fifteen minutes to half an 
hour, and he would give me his ideas on the subject. 
Then I would write the speech embodying his ideas, 
some of which I had often drawn out of him in our 
preliminary interview. I would do any research 
necessary to put body into the thing, and then I would 
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have it typed and take it in for him to read. (These 
did not go through Lieutenant Shaw. They went directly 
to the mayor.) He would read the speech out loud to 
me. He would make comments. Sometimes he wanted some 
changes or corrections. Or I would discover some 
phrase or word that seemed to he difficult for him, 
and I would make note of that for a change. Then we 
would make a final copy of the speech. 

If I went along to the event, I carried the 
speech with me and handed it to him in advance; but 
previously he would call me into his office, read it, 
and get me to coach him on delivery, because he knew 
his delivery was not good. Indeed, his manner of 
reading was hesitant and a bit stilted. He had 
difficulty with long or unfamiliar words. However, 
in time I got him to the place where he did quite well, 
and while his speech making was regarded with some 
amusement by the business people around town and by 
the club women and the people of education, I decided 
I was going to have some fun with them. On one very 
big occasion, I think it was a Chamber of Commerce 
luncheon of some kind with many hundreds of people 
present in the Biltmore, I slipped in a very elegant 
Latin phrase. I coached the mayor by the hour on 
pronouncing that Latin phrase, and then I sat back 
in the audience and sweat blood until he read It. He 
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hesitated just an instant, while my heart was in my 
mouth, and he went on as smoothly as anything. A gasp 
of astonishment went up from the hundreds in the 
audience. They expected no Latin from Mayor Shawl 
Of course, in the hundreds, there were at least many 
tens who knew that I wrote the speech, and knew who'd 
put him up to it. They kidded me for years about the 
Mayor Shaw's sudden burst of Latin, but I enjoyed it. 

He commenced to send me out in his place to 
represent him at minor events. Often some PTA would 
want the mayor to appear at a special meeting; well, 
it was impossible for the mayor to go to a thing of 
that kind, and he would send me. I remember the open-
ing of some small art gallery close to the Otis Art 
Institute. I don't remember the name of the establish-
ment but it was quite a fine little place, a new 
building, and It wasn't a commercial establishment. 
It was an exhibition place of some sort, and I went 
out there. Many of these things I enjoyed and I was 
able to do them, I think, quite well. Often people 
would ask me if they might not have a copy of my 
speech. Sometimes I could supply it and sometimes I 
couldn't, because sometimes I spoke extemporaneously, 
but later I learned that I had best get these things 
down in writing, too. Indeed, I found that the mayor 
of a city, the governor of a state, or anyone 
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representing such persons, should speak from manu-
scripts and it should he typed, because you never know 
what repercussions, what misrepresentations, may arise, 
and you had best stick word for word to what you have 
written down In order that you may refute trouble 
afterward. 

With Mayor Shaw we usually made press release 
copies of his speeches, too, and had them mimeographed 
if we expected to make a considerable handout of this 
thing to press representatives. They would he 
supplied by me directly to the newspaper reporters 
before the mayor made the speech, which in effect 
put them on notice: now, this is what the mayor is 
going to say; you will have an opportunity to check 
it through and see to it that that is what the mayor 
says; if he makes any offhand comments you can insert 
them, but you had best not put anything in the news-
paper that you can't prove that the mayor said. I 
said to the boys from the papers, "If the mayor makes 
any other comments, remember, I'm there as witness. 
Don't let me catch you off your beat on anything of 
the sort." 

My relationships with the newspapermen, though, 
were very pleasant, very cordial, with the exception 
of one man, Bill TeGroen, a Dutchman. Bill TeGroen 
was representative of the Evening Herald, before it 
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became the Herald Express* or I guess it had just 
become the Herald Express two or three years before 
that. Bill was a deplorable chap. He had had a bad 
experience in World War I—supposedly he'd been gassed, 
shell shock; at any rate, he was a psychological 
problem. He was an excellent newspaper reporter and 
a ruthless one. He was an alcoholic. He had a 
large family to support, larger than he could handle. 
The mayor knew his circumstances; Lieutenant Shaw 
knew. They helped him out financially from time to 
time on the side. But Bill TeGroen was often absent 
from the press room. It didn't take me long to find 
out why he wasn't around the City Hall picking up a 
news story at a commission meeting or at some depart-
ment manager's office or at City Council: he was across 
the street in a bar, and often on the floor, helpless. 
I kept Bill covered when there was a news release and 
I couldn't find Bill after I'd passed the story out 
to the other men, who also helped protect him. The 
Times reporter and the Examiner reporter, all the 
rest of them, if they chuld help Bill out, they did. 

But sometimes they'd say, well, they didn't know 
where Bill was, or they could assure me that Bill 
wouldn't be around for several hours. If there was a 
story that had to get to the afternoon paper in a 
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hurry, maybe it was close to the eleven o'clock dead-
line, I would call his city editor, Aggie Underwood, 
whom I knew. She's still on the job down there. 
She's one of the top city editors of the nation, 
Agnes Underwood, a grandmother, but what a newspaper-
woman she is I She'd been on the old Los Angeles 
Record and she knew the newspaper business, and she's 
hardboiled and softhearted all at the same time, 
extremely competent. I would talk to her. I'd tell 
her, "I have a story that you need right away. I 
can't find Bill. He's on an assignment somewhere." 
I'd usually give a good excuse. I never said, "He's 
at the US Bar in the old hotel across the street." 
I never did that, but I suspect she knew, and I'd 
give them the story. 

I got from Bill TeGroen the gratitude that one 
usually gets from an alcoholic. He hated me. He 
tried to doublecross me every time he got a chance, 
I'd had that experience with those poor devils before. 
I never resented it, but I always had to be on my 
guard against it, clear up to the last day that Bill 
TeGroen was on the job many ye$rs afterward. He 
always resented the fact that I had done him these 
favors. Only once did he ever break down, and that 
was when I had a death in my family (my son, who died 
during the Second World War); Bill TeGroen was very 
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sympathetic and for several weeks he was very decent. 
Oh,yes, I will say this for Bill too: when my daughter 
was born in 1942 (this was long after Mayor Shaw 
went out of office), Bill saw to It that her birth 
was announced in the society columns of the Evening 
Herald. She made the society page on her first day. 

But generally with newspapermen I got along 
pretty well. I attended to their needs promptly. I 
never tried to cover up a story. It was a difficult 
position, because I had to protect the mayor and at 
the same time realize that the best protection he 
could get from the newspapermen was to let them have 
the full story as promptly as possible, not try to 
hide anything from them. that process you could 
often soften down what they could have made a scandal 
or a sensation out of. 

Very quickly all federal and state contact 
matters in the mayor's office came into my hands. I 
had the files on all the contacts with the federal 
government on relief matters, the WPA, Navy matters 
pertaining to the harbor, Pederal Trade Commission, 
Federal Communications Commission; all departments of 
the -federal government and all state matters were 
handled by me personally for the mayor. He ultimately 
just expected me to report that I'd had such-and-such 
a problem come in, and that I'd taken care of it in 
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a certain way. He finally expected me to handle it 
without bothering him about it. 

I worked with him through the 1936 budget hearings 
in the months of April and May, the preparation of the 
budget, and I prepared for him his budget message to 
the council. 

Airport matters were still of great importance. 
We were working very hard on airport development and, 
of course, the mayor expected me to take care of all 
that with little reference to him. So I worked 
directly with Colonel Barnitz on those things. Of 
course, James R. Martin and Frank Doherty came directly 
to me on everything of that sort. 

Often people throughout the city commenced to 
come directly to me instead of trying to get to the 
mayor, hoping that I would be able to conclude the 
matter and they wouldn't have to bother the mayor. 
Heads of civic organizations, Chambers of Commerce, 
downtown businessmen's association, labor leaders, 
heads of departments of the civic government, county 
supervisors, federal officers in the city*—very often 
if they wanted to see the mayor they wouldn't go to 
the reception room, they would come to my office which 
was in the back hallway, knowing that I had a key to 
the mayor's back door, and I could determine pretty 
well whether or not they could see the mayor. I tried 
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to deal with them honestly. 1 would say, "No, there 
isn't a chance today." And often they would leave 
the matter with me to take up with the mayor and to 
call them on the telephone in due time, or thay would 
go ahout their business. 

I not only had the key to the hack door, hut I 
had a copy of the mayor's daily calendar on my desk 
early every morning. There was a buzzer in my room, 
and when the mayor wanted me, as he did sometimes as 
often as six or eight times a day, he would touch 
the buzzer and I would come in. Sometimes he wanted 
to give me some Instruction; or frequently, as I 
learned promptly, I would go in and see that he was 
in conference with somebody* Maybe several people 
would be in the room, a delegation of some kind. 
Often I'd know who they were, or sometimes it would 
be a total stranger. I knew that It was my job just 
to sit down quietly and wait, unless the mayor 
immediately Introduced me or asked me some question 
or I was Immediately taken in. Sometimes the con-
ference would be concluded, the people would leave 
the room, and the mayor would turn to me and say, 
"Thanks, you can go on back to your work." After 
being puzzled a few times, I caught on. He wanted a 
witness. Mayor Shaw never talked to anybody without 
a witness being present. 
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I remember during those years that he got into 
some controversy with a woman who was at that time on 
the Board of Education. I don't remember her name 
now, but it's of no importance—it was Margaret 
something. I think she was of German background. A 
woman of a lot of ability. She came to the Severance 
Club once to give a talk, and in the course of her 
talk, she discussed this controversy she'd had with 
the mayor, which had gotten into the newspapers. 
She didn't know who I was, sitting there across the 
table from her while she was speaking. 

After she'd finished speaking, to my embarrassment 
the president, Br. Gerson, said, "Well, we've heard 
this very interesting story. Now, we have the mayor's 
field secretary here. We'd like to hear what he has 
to say." 

Well, I felt that that was no place, the 
Severance Club meeting, for a political controversy 
of that kind, because I knew the woman had completely 
misstated what had taken place in the mayor's office. 
She didn't know that anybody knew what had taken 
place but herself and the mayor, so she could go out 
and say what she pleased. The mayor could only deny 
it. But after that Severance Club meeting, she 
didn't talk much more, because I said, "Well, I 
don't want to contradict what our guest speaker this 
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evening has said, and on the whole I have enjoyed 
her talk. I think her ideas on education are 
excellent, and as an old-time teacher I approve of 
them, hut as for her little controversy with the mayor 
concerning employment for her son, I would rather 
not say anything. I would only remark that she 
should he a little careful, as she doesn't know that 
there was a witness in the room at the time that she 
was talking to the mayor. She probably thinks that 
she was speaking privately, but the mayor never speaks 
to anyone privately unless it's a close personal 
friend or somebody upon whom he completely relies. 
Nobody coming casually into his office, even though 
he may be acquainted with them, ever has a private 
interview." I said, r,I wasn't there. I can't say 
what was said, but the assistant secretary to the 
mayor, a very capable young woman, was sitting just 
inside the doorway. Probably our speaker tonight 
doesn't know that she was there, because she got 
up and softly left the room before she was ever seen, 
but she heard the entire conversation. Mayor Shaw 
is not foolish." And that was the way it went. 

My second big assignment came in June or July, 
as I remember; I can't exactly spot it, and I'm not 
a keeper of a diary. It was the Western Regional 
Meeting of the United States Conference of Mayors 
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which was held in San Francisco. Somewhat to my 
surprise the mayor told me a few days in advance, 
after I had prepared materials that he needed to take 
up there, that he would expect me to he in San 
Francisco for the conference, and that he hoped that 
I would have a little relaxation out of the event, 
even though it would he of some business importance 
and he needed me there as an observer. He said that 
I might go up on the train or that I might drive up, 
or my wife and I might go up with him. He was going 
up in his own car. I said, considering that the 
conference started on Monday, I would like to drive 
up on Saturday and Sunday and take my wife, and we 
would stop over on the way and make a little twenty-
four hour vacation out of it before we started business 
in San Francisco. 

So we drove up, stopping at Cambria Pines, I 
believe, on the way, and arrived in San Francisco 
on Sunday afternoon. Instead of going to the St. 
Francis Hotel (of course, I was on a city expense 
account and didn't need to worry about expenses except 
to keep them respectably low) partly just to be a bit 
to ourselves, we went to a small hotel in the vicinity, 
I think just around the corner in the same block as 
the 3t. Francis. We immediately got a sample of San 
Francisco hospitality. We hadn't been in the hotel 
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room, I think, a half an hour before there W&S 9L 
knock at the door, and there was a florist's messenger 
with a huge bouquet for Mrs. Story. They knew we were 
there. Apparently every hotel manager in town had 
been Instructed that if anybody for this conference 
arrived (and they knew whom to expect) that the mayor's 
office in San Francisco should be at once notified. 

The conference started at the City Hall on 
Monday morning. There were some seventy-five mayors, 
mostly from the west but others from all over the 
United States, who arrived for the event. The mayors 
of the larger cities generally came. The president 
of the United States Conference of Mayors, Fiorello 
La Guardia of New York, arrived to preside, as he 
presided at all the regional conferences as well as 
at the general national sessions* The first event 
was on the grand staircase in the center of the City 
Hall in San Francisco where all the mayors and their 
staff members were assembled; but as was customary 
with me when the mayor was having his picture taken, 
I was behind the camera, not in front of it, because 
I felt that as his press representative it was my 
duty to see that pictures were properly taken. 
Photographers can caricature as well as a cartoonist 
can, and they do some very awful things if they are 
so minded. I stayed at the photographer's elbow always 
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when the mayor's photograph was being taken, even when 
he was in a company of seventy-five or a hundred other 
people. 

I met Mayor Angelo Rossi of San Francisco in his 
office, and Mayor La Guardia, and I met a dozen or so 
other distinguished mayors. We had a morning session 
followed hy a luncheon at the Commonwealth Club, 
where the master of ceremonies was the former 
President of the University of California, Benjamin 
Ide Wheeler. The speaker for the occasion was, of 
course, Mayor La Guardia, Now, I had never heard 
Mayor La Guardia speak} in fact, I'd only met him for 
the first time that morning. He made a tremendous 
speech. My recollection is that he addressed himself 
mainly to the importance of realizing that the cities 
and states of the United States were no longer 
isolated units from each other, and that a certain 
amount of centralization of control in the federal 
government was inevitable. He illustrated by saying 
that only that morning he had come across from New 
York by plane and that he couldn't see any state 
boundaries from the air at all, that Infections or 
diseases that might infect plants or animals could 
be carried across state lines without any consideration 
of state or local governments. 

It was a well organized speech, very impressive; 
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and as we left the Palace Hotel dining room where the 
luncheon had been held, I remarked to Mayor Shaw that 
it was astonishing that Mayor LaGuardia could give a 
speech like that so extemporaneously, apparently 
impromptu. He had no notes. At the beginning of his 
speech he had said that the last time he had been in 
San Francisco it had been necessary for him to decline 
to speak because he wasn't prepared."This time," he 
said, "I'm equally unprepared, but the circumstances 
compel me to say something." 

Mayor Shaw turned to me and said, "That was a 
thoroughly prepared speech. As we came in," he said, 
"I was walking with LaGuardia and President Wheeler, 
when President Wheeler asked Mayor LaGuardia how long 
he would speak, and LaGuardia replied, 'My speech 
takes exactly thirty-five minutes.'" So it was not 
extemporaneous or impromptu, it was a thoroughly 
prepared speech that he had well in mind. 

We went through the afternoon session, vfaich was 
mainly a matter of discussing municipal problems in 
the various cities, with reports from committees. It 
was a very interesting session. My wife, I remember, 
was being entertained that afternoon by arrangements 
that had heen made by the mayor's office in San 
Francisco to take care of the wives of those who were 
in attendance at the meeting. 
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In the evening they also had something for the 
wives, while the city of San Francisco pat on a banquet 
for the occasion in the St, Francis Hotel. That was 
magnificently staged in the large banquet room, in 
which they had arranged a huge horseshoe table with 
the guests all seated around the outside. They 
brought in from all of the principal night clubs of 
the city, one after another by police car, all the 
big acts that were on, so we had a rapid succession 
of vaudeville.performances right there on the banquet 
hall floor within the horseshoe table. Then came the 
after dinner speaking. 

The various mayors had been greeted when they 
came into the hall by appropriate music for each 
one from a large orchestra. I remember the orchestra 
leader came to me and said, "What Is Mayor Shaw's 
favorite music, so that we can greet him when he comes 
in?" And I said, "I don't know that he has any." 
Then I thought of his Scotch-Irish ancestry, and I 
named some Scotch or Irish melody that I knew he liked. 
I don't recall today what it was. Of course, when 
Mayor LaGuardia came in, it was "Sidewalks of New York." 

Of the speeches, I recall only Mayor LaGuardia's 
again. This was not a heavy occasion. It was an 
occasion for jokes and lots of fun, so when Mayor 
Hossi introduced Mayor LaGuardia (Rossi was acting as 
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master of ceremonies and host of the occasion), LaGuardia 
got to his feet and said, "I think I had best tell you 
mayors how it happens that wops have become mayors of 
San Francisco and New York," Then he went into a 
long-drawn-out tale that seemed to he manufactured 
as he spoke, accounting for this phenomenon. I 
remember this much of its he said that a certain wop 
by the name of Christopher Columbus had discovered 
America way back in 1492, and after looking it over 
the Italians decided it wasn't worth bothering about, 
to let the Indians have it. So, he said, a lot of 
other people moved in, Portuguese and Spanish and 
English and Swedes, and finally the Germans and the 
Irish, and he said, among them they practically ruined 
the country. So, he said, a few years ago the wops 
got themselves together, the artichoke growers around 
San Francisco and peanut vendors in New York, and 
decided they were going to have to rectify matters. 
"So," he said, "they elected me, a wop, mayor of New 
York and they elected Uncle Angelo mayor of San 
Francisco," He told It in such a terrifically humorous 
fashion that the audience just howled with glee all 
the way through. 

The next day on Tuesday the conference ended 
very early in the morning, and then all of those in 
attendance were invited as guests of the city to go 
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on a tour of San Francisco Bay, and especially to see 
the first work on Treasure Island adjoining Yerba 
Buena Island (or what we used to call Goat Island) 
where they were building a new island known as Treasure 
Island as the site for the 1939 San Francisco Exposi-
tion. Mayor Shaw had decided that he needed to get 
back to LosAngeles but very kindly suggested that my 
wife and I take the harbor tour and come on down at 
our leisure in the next day or two. Mayor Shaw was 
always very thoughtful of everybody in his office. 
When he considered that there was an opportunity to 
give somebody in the office a day off he would do so, 
so we took the tour. We went aboard a rather large 
special ship belonging to the San Francisco Harbor 
Authority, roamed about San Francisco Bay, and 
finally brought up at the site of Treasure Island 
where the dredges were. It seems to me we had lunch 
aboard one of the dredges. They had a table set 
there and a splendid lunch in a most improbable setting* 

With respect to the San Francisco exposition of 
1939» I want to mention a previous meeting that I 
had attended with Mayor Shaw at the Jonathan Club 
in Los Angeles, where a delegation of businessmen 
and officials from San Francisco met with us to see 
if they could not get the support of Los Angeles, 
particularly in the state legislature, for the 
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necessary appropriations to put on the exposition. 
Mayor Shaw was a bit cagey and hesitant about the 
support. He knew that they were worried for fear 
we might put on an exposition some day. But I might 
say that Los Angeles bad always been smart enough up 
to that time to avoid all thought of putting on an 
exposition. We'd seen it done before in San Francisco 
back in 1915* We'd seen it done the same year in 
San Francisco. We'd seen the consequences in the 
exposition in St. Louis, and we knew that very often 
after an effort of that kind the town fell flat. I 
would say that from its two expositions San Diego 
twice came very near to being ruined. The burden 
is terrific and the letdown Is even more terrific. 

Dixoni Aren't they planning one in Long Beach now? 
Story: They're planning one in Long Beach, and of course 

Los Angeles will give it full support, but Long Beach 
will catch all the cost and Los Angeles will get all 
the benefit. 

But in those days, even starting in 1935, there 
had been a plan very much urged in Los Angeles by 
businessmen to establish here a kind of a permanent 
trade fair. It was tentatively called the Los Angeles 
Mercado. I had done some research work on it while 
I was in James B, Martin's office. He had asked me 
to meet with some of the men who were proposing the 
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Mercado, and I caught the idea with a good deal of 
enthusiasm. I made a historical study of trade fairs 
as they had heen held annually throughout the world, 
one in Egypt, and especially the Leipzig trade fair 
which still goes on. Some trade fairs had occurred 
way hack, shortly following medieval times in Russia, 
and there is one that is conducted, I "believe, still 
somewhere in India. Some of the fairs that were held 
in England from time to time were international events 
to which buyers came and at which merchants displayed 
their wares. 

It was proposed that Los Angeles should hold a 
Pan-Pacific trade fair and keep it gping, more or 
less, all the time. Put up special buildings for it 
and have it a more or less permanent affair, but with 
a special event of perhaps a month or two months at 
some suitable time in the year for the purpose of 
displaying the merchandise of these countries and 
inviting importers and exporters to Los Angeles for 
business purposes, and yet making it a gala occasion. 
The idea ultimately was abandoned, I think chiefly 
because of disagreement on the part of the various 
factions among the promoters as to its location. The 
downtown business people wanted it located in Chavez 
Ravine about where the Dodger Ball Park is now situated. 
They thought that would be an ideal location. The 
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harbor faction, of course, wanted it down near San 
Pedro some place, and the Chandler interests had some 
property out in San Fernando Valley that they wanted 
to sell for the purpose. The various factions couldn't 
get together on the location, and finally the idea 
was, I think, very unfortunately abandoned. 

But at this meeting at the Jonathan Club with 
the San Francisco representatives, after making quite 
a show of no enthusiasm at all for supporting an 
exposition in San Francisco, finally Mayor Shaw said, 
"Well, I'll tell you, gentlemen, what we'll do. If 
you will support us when we want to go ahead with our 
Mercado, we'll do business with you on the exposition, 
but we want you to keep your hands off of the Mercado 
idea. Let us have the Mercado and you may have all 
the expositions you please." And he made a deal with 
them then and there. 

We did support the exposition. We assisted San 
Francisco in getting Its appropriations from the 
state and from Congress for the purpose, and they 
never had to support us on a mercado. So they got 
the better of that deal. He reminded them though 
of something that I think San Franciscans are not 
sufficiently reminded of, and many Angelenos, too, 
often forget; that Los Angeles harbor is strictly a 
Los Angeles municipal enterprise. The waterfront, 
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something over ninety percent of it, is municipally 
owned both on the San Pedro and the Wilmington side. 
There Is a heavy Los Angeles City investment in Los 
Angeles harbor. To be sure, we had a great deal of 
federal aid there, especially In the construction of 
the breakwaters and other facilities, but it is a 
municipal enterprise primarily, whereas San Francisco 
harbor is a state enterprise and is supported primarily 
out of the state budget. Los Angeles is very 
interested, therefore, financially In San Francisco 
harbor, whereas San Francisco has no obligations with 
respect to Los Angeles harbor at all. 

I might remark, incidentally, that while San 
Franciscans and many others, New Yorkers, and those 
from Boston and Philaddphia and New Orleans, sometimes 
look down their noses at Los Angeles harbor, still 
Los Angeles harbor is one of the most remarkable 
harbors in the world, for it is completely a man-made 
harbor. The first time I saw what is now Los Angeles 
harbor when I was a boy, about 1902, it was just a 
little opening into a slough. The breakwater, the 
outer breakwater, had been built} no, the inner 
breakwater had been built; there were some ocean-going 
ships tied up there, but it was a sleepy place on a 
Sunday afternoon, and no passenger liners came in 
there at all. The inner harbor, of course, was not 
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really opened up and constructed in the manner that 
it is now. The channel had not heen adequately dredged* 
Those who remember the development of Los Angeles 
harbor can not help being tremendously impressed with 
what Los Angeles has accomplished in making a tremendous 
harbor that ranks very high in both international 
trade and in intercoastal trade. 

In the fall of that year, 1936, I had the task 
of getting the mayor off to Washington for the first 
time. He made about two trips to Washington every 
year, and it was principally for the purpose of 
enlisting and cooperating with increasing federal 
aid for our still very large relief problem and our 
public works program here. It was my job to pack 
his briefcase for such a trip, to collect all of the 
necessary information principally from the city 
engineer's office, but from all city departments, on 
what we were accomplishing by way of public works 
relief and what we needed further. I had also to 
get from the city Controller and the City Treasurer 
an extended statement on our own financial situation 
here to show in Washington to the president and to the 
Works Progress Administration, just how far we could 
go with matching funds to qualify for federal allo-
cations. 

I must add two or three events that happened 
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in 1936. I want to say right here that I've never 
kept a diary and my records are somewhat scattered, 
so I'm relying extensively on memory, which In many 
respects I find to he more accurate than notes and 
records would be anyway. But I'm not guaranteeing 
that the various events I recount are in any exact 
sequence. Incident by incident, I'm certain that my 
account is accurate, but the sequence may not be quite 
correct; sometimes I pick up a date and am surprised 
to find that it was much earlier or much later than 
my memory would tell me. 

1938, it is necessary to remind ourselves, was 
a time of tremendous unrest in Europe. Hitler was 
rising to power very rapidly and the beginnings of 
World War II were already in sight. There was a vast 
deal of trouble in Spain—the Spanish Civil War was 
at its height. All of this was reflected in Los 
Angeles in a most astonishing degree, I remember 
that in my public speaking class at Los Angeles High 
School in the evening school, which was still a very 
large class, the speeches ran very frequently to 
European troubles. We had a number of people of 
European background in the class, and sometimes the 
controversy became so sharp between the pro-Hitlerites 
and the anti-Hitlerites, mainly between people of 
German background and those of the Jewish element, 
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that finally I decided we'd best bring the thing to 
a conclusion. So I announced that at a following 
class meeting we would stage a debate with two or 
three representatives of each side on the stage and 
with a moderator, a very pleasant chap much liked by 
everybody, a Dutchman. We would have a friendly 
affair, discuss this thing thoroughly once and for 
all, and then drop the subject. There were plenty of 
things to 1alk about. Among the three who took the 
Hitler side of the argument, the Nazi position, it 
would surprise him to know that I remember today, was 
John [R.] Lechner, who is the Un-American Activities 
Chairman of the American Legion for Los Angeles Courty. 
Some of my people asked me if they might bring in an 
outsider, and they named John Lechner, whom I had 
met several times and knew slightly. I said, "Yes, 
bring him along. Let's have a thorough job done." 
Long afterward I learned that after the debate that 
evening (the debate having been followed by general 
class discussion, all very sharp but no bricks thrown 
and no furniture smashed and no noses bloody), long 
afterward I learned from one of the participant S) 0. 
young Jewish fellow who is now an attorney in the 
city, that he took the whole crowd home with him that 
evening and had a wonderful time, a party with coffee 
and cakes, and that they were sorry that I wasn't there. 
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But much of this tension that was felt throughout 
Los Angeles got into the mayor's office one way or 
another. The Communists were very busy, and I 
remember one occasion in which they tried to get the 
mayor's name on a proclamation they had prepared. 
They wanted the signature of a number of prominent 
people, and as usual the person soliciting the mayor's 
name was sent to me to be interviewed to discern 
whether this was a proper thing for the mayor to sign. 
It was a young woman who came into my office and 
showed me the proclamation. It seemed on the face 
of It to be possibly innocent enough. It was some-
thing, however, that could prove to be a boomerang to 
anybody who signed it. 

I was hesitant, and I recognized the young 
woman after a time. I knew that I had seen her before* 
I got her placed, and I said to her, "How did you 
happen to get Bishop Cantwell's name on this?" 

"Oh," she said, "we just went to the Bishop 
and he thought it would be fine, so he approved it." 

"Well," I said, "does the Bishop know that you 
are from the Communist Party?" 

And then she looked astounded and said, "What 
makes you think I am from the Communist Party?" 

"Oh," I said, "I was up at the Communist Party 
headquarters on city business a few weeks ago, and I 
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saw you there working at a desk." And I said, "Does 
Bishop Cantwell know whom you represent?" 

She said, "Well, he signed it." 
And I said, "Well, I suspect Bishop Cantwell 

doesn't know what he signed. I'm going to find out." 
I picked up the telephone and called the chancery 

office and got one of the principal officials there. 
I asked him if Bishop Cantwell had actually signed 
such a document, and he said he'd have to check on 
It and if I'd hold the phone for a minute he would 
look. He replied yes, that the hishop had signed it. 

I said, "Well, did the Bishop know that it was 
circulated hy Communists?" 

And he said, "Heavens no, the Bishop didn't 
realize that. Are you sure?" 

I said, "Yes, the young woman is in my office 
right now listening to the conversation, and I know 
that she is from the Communist Party headquarters." 

He said, "Tell her to take the Bishop's name off 
immediately." So she took off immediately and 
didn't bother me any more. 

Now, it happens that I had seen her in the 
Communist Party headquarters because just prior to 
this event, a week or so, I had been up at their 
headquarters because they were putting the pressure 
on the mayor to come out to the airport to issue an 
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official welcome to the Spanish Nationalist ambassador, 
who was coming on a visit to Los Angeles. Well, we 
were a little worried about the mayor going out to 
welcome the Spanish Nationalist ambassador. Actually 
he was the ambassador to the United States, fully 
accredited by our government, and while civil war was 
on in Spain, nevertheless no recognition had been 
withdrawn from the Nationalist government of Spain 
by the United States. The mayor didn't want to go 
and he had a perfectly legitimate reason. It was 
strictly nonpolitical. This was some time in October, 
1936, and the mayor had had a very hard year and I 
had had a very hard year. The mayor asked me if I 
couldn't possibly get him out of it because he needed 
the weekend for a rest, and the ambassador was due to 
arrive on a Saturday or a Sunday. The mayor said, 
"I very much want to go to the Hot Springs over the 
weekend to recuperate for a few days." 

I studied the problem and suddenly got an idea. 
I had a good friend in the City Council, Parley 
Christianson. Now, Parley Christianson was something 
of a radical. He had come to Los Angeles a number 
of years before from Salt Lake City. He had, I 
believe, back in 1920 been the former Labor Party 
candidate for president of the United States. Parley 
Christianson was an interesting chap, a tall typical 
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westerner, and when he first came into the City 
Council, in 1935, I think, I had become acquainted 
with him because in working with James R. Martin at 
the time on the airport matter we were extremely eager 
to round up all the votes for the airport business 
that we could possibly get. I had taken Parley 
Christianson along with two other newly elected 
councilmen out to the airport one day and had 
explained our whole situation to them just before 
they took office in July. And so I had become well 
acquainted with Christianson, and found that he had 
long been acquainted with my old mentor, J. H. Ryckman, 
and had known Mrs. Ryckman before they were married. 
Christianson was not on good terms with Shaw. He 
regarded Shaw as somewhat reactionary, and Christianson 
regarded himself as very definitely progressive, not 
to say downright radical. 

It occurred to me that since the mayor often 
asked members of his commissions or sometimes the 
president of the City Council or occasionally some 
eligible councilman to represent him in extending the 
greetings of the city, Parley Christianson would be 
a natural to represent him in greeting this Spanish 
Nationalist ambassador who was so enthusiastically 
supported by the Communists of the country. I asked 
the mayor if it might not be a good idea. Christianson 
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couldn't do himself any damage politically hy such 
an expedition, and he could save the mayor. Besides, 
it might win Christianson*s support over to the mayor 
on some subsequent issue. The mayor was overjoyed 
at the suggestion, and said, "By all means, ask 
Christianson if he will represent me, and put my car 
at his disposal for the occasion. 

So I talked to Parley almost at once. Christianson's 
breath was taken away. He said, "The mayor wants me 
to represent him?" I said, "Yes, and to have his 
car at your disposal to bring the ambassador back to 
the luncheon that has been arranged for him by the 
radicals of the city, and then take him to his hotel." 
Ctristlanson fell for it and performed, and the mayor 
went to the Hot Springs where he got himself in a 
different type of hot water. I was by that time 
accounted a brilliant political engineer. 

Another event that occurred late in 1936 was 
the enthronement of Bishop Cantwell as the first 
archbishop of this archdiocese. The archdiocese was 
then created. This occurred, I believe, in December, 
December 3» 1936. I had an interesting experience 
there. The Catholics were getting out a large souvenir 
program for the event. There were to be archbishops, 
some eight or ten of them, from all over the United 
States present for the occasion. It was to be a very 
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large event to take place in St. Vibiana Cathedral 
at Second and Main Streets. In connection with the 
preparation of this program, there came to my office 
a representative of the church soliciting an advertise-
ment. The program was to be paid for by complimentary 
advertisements from people. I knew immediately that 
the mayor would have to be represented in it, and I 
hesitated a little as I usually hesitated on any matter 
pertaining to the mayor while this salesman made his 
argument. He said, "Of course, the mayor will be 
expected to be present at the enthronement. He, with 
other public officials, the governor and members of 
the Board of Supervisors and the City Council, will 
have seats at the front of the cathedral, and there 
will be a seat reserved for the mayor." 

So I got a brilliant idea all of a sudden, and 
I said, "Well, you can put the mayor down for half a 
page on one condition." 

He said, "Well, what is the condition?" 
I said, "It's very simple. I want two tickets 

for my wife and myself." 
He smiled and said, "That can be arranged." So 

my wife and I had seats that rightfully belonged to 
some good Catholics in the cathedral at the enthrone-
ment of the ajchbishop. It was a tremendous pageant. 
It was a magnificent event. 
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Prior to that, in October, 1936, Cardinal Eugenio 
Pacelli came to Los Angeles. He was papal secretary 
of state. Of course, the Catholics insisted that the 
mayor should be at the airport (I believe it was out 
at the old United Airport) to receive Cardinal Pacelli 
and give him the official welcome to the city. Again, 
this was to come on a weekend when the mayor wanted 
to go to the Hot Springs. When I told him of the 
date for the occasion a week or so in advance, he 
said, "Oh, I've been counting on that weekend off. 
Can't you get me out of it? Can't you send one of 
the commissioners who is a good Catholic out there?" 
(The mayor always kept a stock of commissioners of 
all denominations and political complexions so that 
one might be available for such state occasions when 
the mayor himself felt that he couldn't or shouldn't 
or just didn't want to go.) 

On this occasion, and it was one of the first 
occasions of the kind, I was firm with the mayor. I 
said, "No, Mayor, you may not go to the Hot Springs 
this time. You must go to the airport and greet 
Cardinal Pacelli. He is secretary of state to the 
Vatican, and besides that he will be the next pope." 

The mayor, who was a pretty good Presbyterian, 
leaned back and glared at me and said, "What makes 
you think that he's going to be the next pope? You're 
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not even a Catholic." 
I said, "I know it, Mayor, hut I follow world 

affairs very closely because I lecture on them every 
week, and among the affairs that I follow very closely 
are those of the Vatican. Cardinal Pacelll is the 
inevitable choice. I grant you that there hasn't been 
a papal secretary of state who became a pope for 
several centuries. It is not the custom, but in this 
particular case the candidate is easily the most 
brilliant man in the College of Cardinals. He is a 
tremendous diplomat and a great scholar. I would he 
astonished if they didn't elect him the next pope on 
a very early ballot." 

Well, that happened. Cardinal Pacelli became 
Pope Pius XII in 1939i exactly as I had predicted. 
I only regret that when the mayor said, "Well, won't 
you go out there with me?" I said, "No, I also want 
the weekend off, and I have other plans." Thus I 
missed my opportunity to meet a future pope. 

I want to inject a little interlude here. I 
think it was late in 1936 or possibly over in 1937 
somewhere that friends of ours in Pasadena invited 
us over to spend Saturday night and Sunday with them, 
and on Sunday evening to attend a lecture to be given 
in the Pasadena Universalist Church by Chester H. Howell. 
Now, Chester Rowell had been a very famous Fresno 
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newspaper editor who later heoame editor of the San 
Francisco Chronicle. I'm not sure whether he was by 
this time editor of the Chronicle or not, but he was 
already on the Board of Regents for the University of 
California. I had met him once or twice before, 
quite some years previously, and was much impressed 
by the man. The plan was that our Pasadena friends 
were to have him for dinner that evening before he 
gave his lecture. 

I'm entering this into the record now because 
I had a remarkable opportunity that afternoon to get 
the personality of Chester Rowell. Along in the 
middle of the afternoon, we went over to the place 
where he had been entertained the previous night and 
Sunday morning, and we brought him over to the home 
of my friends. As soon as he got in the car he 
commenced to talk very fluently, very intelligently 
and intelligibly, about world and national affairs. 
I gathered that he had been immersed in such a con-
versation in the home where we had picked him up, 
that such a vivid conversation had been interrupted 
by our arrival, and he was so loaded with the subject 
that he just went right on with it when he got in the 
car. When we got him to the home of my friend, the 
conversation continued all the rest of the afternoon, 
through the dinner, and on the way over to the 
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Universalist Church. Then, of course, there was azi 
interruption while he was presented to the minister 
and the other church officials. When he went to the 
pulpit, so far as I could tell, his lecture was just 
a continuation of the conversation that we had heen 
sharing in ever since two o'clock and that went on 
until he finished his talk. He was a man who apparently 
thought in terms of public address all the time. 

Some months later I recall passing him on the 
street in Los Angeles. He was walking westward on 
Elfth Street and I was going eastward. I suspect he 
was on his way over to meet Mr. Edward Dickson, with 
whom I was also acquainted and whose office was over 
in that neighborhood, and who was a colleague of his 
on the Board of Regents of the University. I almost 
stopped him to greet him again, sure that he would 
remember me as only a month or so had passed since our 
long visit in Pasadena. But I saw a serious look on 
his face and it occurred to me in a flash that he was 
thinking through some problem, and I didn't want to 
interrupt the speech that I was sure was going on 
inside his head. So I let him go by. Sometimes I've 
regretted that I didn't stop him, because I'm sure 
that he would have said, "Well, walk along with me," 
and I would have gotten another remarkable lecture 
from Chester H, Rowell. I don't recall certainly 
that I ever saw him after that again. 
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* 

* CHAPTER XVII 
MAYOR SHAW'S OFFICE: 1937 

I had no vacation In 1936 until the very last 
week ofvthe year. I was so busy in the mayor's office 
throughout the year from the time of my appointment 
in February, so tremendously occupied with getting 
used to the job and learning the ropes of the whole 
city governmental and county governmental problems 
that I just couldn't take any time off. I felt I 
didn't dare take any more than possibly a day now and 
then to add to a weekend. But I finally got away for 
the last week of the year, and my wife and I went up 
to Cambria Fines where the weather was chilly and 
rainy part of the week. We got ourselves a little 
cottage off to one side with a fireplace. 

We got a good rest and enjoyed ourselves, but as 
we started home on the morning of the thirty-first 
of Becember it looked like we had threatening weather 
ahead. The sun was shining, but there were accumu-
lations of clouds in the distance to the south, and 
as we got on about a hundred miles, we did run into 
rain. The rain became tremendously heavy, and by the 
time we got to Santa Barbara it was so heavy that, 
deciding we needed a hot lunch somewhere, I drove 
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around the business streets until I could find a 
restaurant where we might park directly in front of 
the door and run right in. We came on south from 
Santa Barbara expecting to follow the coast highway. 
When we got between Ventura and Oxnard and to the 
road turning off toward Calabasas to come in on 
Centura Boulevard into the San Fernando Valley, I 
told my wife I was afraid to go around the Roosevelt 
Highway, afraid to stick to the coastal highway. I 
said those palisades cliffs all along there for most 
of the distance from Oxnard to Santa Monica are much 
given to landslides, and I was afraid to go that way. 
The very least that could happen, I thought, was 
that we might find the road blockaded on both sides 
of us, so we came on over to Calabasas and in on 
Ventura Boulevard expecting to take Beverly Glen 
Boulevard across the hills to our apartment in Westwood 
Village. We were rather in a hurry because we were 
scheduled to be at a Hew Year's Eve party that night 
at the home of friends on Citrus Avenue in the Olympic 
district. 

When we got to Beverly Glen, the water was 
roaring down the boulevard like a river, and I was 
afraid to drive across there. My fears, I found the 
next day, were amply justified, when I got the news 
that two men had been caught in their automobile and 
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drowned on Beverly Glen at just about the time that 
we would have been trying to get through. We came 
on through Cahuenga Pass, down into Hollywood to Sunset 
Boulevard, and out through Beverly Hills, passing 
stranded automobiles perhaps for fifty miles on 
either side of the road that we traveled. But we got 
along. I think we were driving a little Chevrolet at 
that time and we got along all right until we got just 
about opposite the Beverly Hills Hotel, when the engine 
quit, I got out on the running board in the pouring 
rain and got the hood up, wiped off the distributor 
cables with a handkerchief, plugged them back in, and 
drove on. 

We got ourselves dressed and we were the first 
ones at the party. But when we left that evening (I 
say that evening—it was early the next morning, 
perhaps 2:00 A,II. January first), it was raining so 
hard that the cars of several of the guests wouldn't 
move. We got away and back to our apartment, but a 
number of the guests had to stay in that little 
apartment all night. Our friends, the hosts, were 
somewhat crowded up—they had people sleeping on floors 
everywhere, and they borrowed blankets from all of 
the other tenants in the apartment house. 

There had been a disastrous flood that night in 
the Tujunga area. The Sunland-Tujunga area was pretty 
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badly drowned out and some considerable damage done, 
and I believe there were a few deaths. It was at 
that time that the existence of one of Mayor Shaw's 
pet enterprises came forcibly to my notice, the Major 
Disaster Emergency Council which he had brought into 
existence soon after he came into office in 1933• 
He'd gotten the necessary ordinance to create such a 
council passed by the City Council, and the thing was 
organized under the administration of Major Basil E. 
Eice, who was of the national guard, I believe. He 
was a captain in the fire department. 

It was a simple organization. I was an ex officio 
member of it myself, and attended some of the council 
meetings as representative of the mayor. Captain 
Rice, or Major Rice, had an office somewhere that was, 
I think, donated by some businessmen downtown. He 
had a stenographer. He himself was on the fire depart-
ment payroll, and I suspected his total budget possibly 
ran as much as three or four thousand dollars a year. 
Nevertheless, through business organizations, public 
service corporations of various kinds, coordination 
with the police department, the fire department, the 
public works department, the health department, he 
had built up an extensive skeleton organization which 
theoretically could go into operation at any time at 
almost a moment's notice* He knew where there were 
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large supplies of food arid drugs that could be reached 
on an hour's notice and distributed throughout the 
city. He had locations where emergency encampments 
and hospitals could be set up. Of course, he was 
contemplating, we were all contemplating at that time, 
the possibility of such a disaster as the San Francisco 
one in 1906. 

Dixont I was wondering if this was organized as a result of 
the 1933 earthquake. 

Story*. Yes, the 1933 earthquake, the Long Beach earthquake, 
Long Beach-Inglewood earthquake, as we call it, had 
inspired Mayor Shaw to think that something of the 
sort ought to be set up In preparation. It was the 
ancestor of the present very costly Civil Defense 
department or bureau now operating under the mayor's 
office in the city of Los Angeles. I don't know how 
large its present budget is, but I would guess that 
it is a hundred times what Basil Rice's budget was, 
and I may express my doubts as to whether it is even 
as efficient as his small mostly volunteer group. He 
was a hard worker, an earnest worker, a very capable 
man; and through civic organizations as well as 
various public bodies and business groups, he had a 
great skeleton plan that I am still confident could 
have been brought into operation very promptly. In 
1938, it was brought into operation during our flood 
of that year. 
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Today our civil defense organization in Los 
Angeles concentrates itself almost entirely on the 
question of nuclear bomb attack. Well, the answer 
is that we don't do anything if we have a nuclear 
bomh attack. There won't be any civil defense 
organization and there won't be any fire department 
and there won't be any police department. If we 
should have a nuclear bomb attack, as any scientist 
knows, or anybody else knows, so much of the city 
will be wiped out that nothing will happen. You can 
set up defense organizations to any extent you please 
with any kind of a budget you please, and nothing will 
happen. It is to my mind just a costly, extravagant, 
and silly example of bureaucracy gone to seed. 

I want to emphasize that point with just one 
recollection that comes out about 194-9 or 1950 when 
civil defense was being discussed and the various 
alerts discussed by the Board of Eire Commissioners 
in one of its regular meetings. The chief engineer 
of the fire department was then John H. Alderson, who 
said, "Well, gentlemen, I'm going to tell you what 
I m going to do if we ever get a red alert: that 
minute I resign from the fire department and head for 
home. I have a family to look after, my son, my 
daughter-in-law, and my grandchildren, and I'm going 
going to do all I can for them." He said, "The city 
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will have to take care of itself." I'm quite certain 
that the chief of police would do much the same, and 
that's without casting any reflections upon the chief 
of police or the fire chief or anybody else—they 
simply would do what anyone would do at the moment. 
They are, after all, human beings. 

With the coming of January, 1937, having rounded 
out nearly a year in the mayor's office, It was 
necessary for me along with the rest of us to look 
forward to the early coming of the municipal election 
in which Mayor Shaw would have to run for re-election. 
The primary was in April and the general election on 
May fifth. We started our work at once. Mrs. Shaw 
again was at the helm of the campaign, and I learned 
a good deal about managing a successful campaign from 
her at the time. She told me that when Mayor Shaw 
went into his first campaign for City Council, he 
established a practice which he had followed there-
after in his re-election to the council, in his election 
twice to the Board of Supervisors, and in his first 
election to the office of mayor. He never announced 
that he was a candidate until the necessary campaign 
fund was in the bank. He didn't collect funds as he 
went. He told the people that wanted him to run, 
"You get the money together first, and then we'll talk 
about my candidacy." Then she told me that the first 
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time he ran for mayor they knew how the election was 
going to come out long before election day, because 
whereas only a few hundred names are required on the 
nominating petition, there isn't any limit to the 
number of nominating petitions you may circulate or 
the number of names you may get on the petitions, 
provided you do not file more of these names than 
the law requires. That is, there's a minimum and a 
maximum and you must not go over the maximum; but 
she said they had enough names on the nominating 
petitions for Mayor Shaw in 1933 to elect him. They 
had just circulated the petitions throughout the 
city and they had enough names to elect already signed 
up. They knew who the people were and where they 
lived. They had their addresses and their precinct 
numbers, and a person who signs a nominating petition 
usually will go through and vote for the person whose 
petition he had signed. 

Well, for the primary election in April, there 
were three principal candidates. There was Mayor Shaw, 
there was Supervisor John Anson Ford, and Supervisor 
Gordon McDonough. I can't say all three were Republi-
cans. When I first met John Anson Ford, he was 
Republican campaign manager in Southern California 
for the unsuccessful effort to re-elect Governor [C.C.] 
Young. I was a newspaper man when I first met John 



704-

Anson Ford, and he came to my office in Inglewood to 
see if we were going to support Governor Young. But 
in 1932, John Anson Ford turned Democrat in support 
of Roosevelt's campaign for election in that year. 
Gordon McDonough was a fairly popular, rather con-
servative member of the Board of Supervisors. 

In the election, Mayor Shaw and John Anson Ford 
became the camdldates for the final general election 
in May. Gordon McDonough ran third and later threw 
his support to Shaw for the finals, I think under the 
arrangement that is frequently made, that a loser in 
the primary campaign, if he is sufficiently conspicuous, 
can make a deal with his choice for the finals whereby 
the man that he supports for the finals pays off his, 
the loser's, campaign debts. 

But Mrs. Shaw was commencing to get very uncertain. 
She seemed to be bewildered. She was issuing to all 
the campaign staff contradictory orders. I had a 
great deal of difficulty coordinating the mayor's 
office with the mayor's campaign headquarters and, of 
course, that was my job—to see to it that they didn't 
make appointments for him that would conflict with 
his necessary official appointments. I went to the 
campaign headquarters several times and found that 
things there seemed to be in complete chaos. It 
appeared to me that Mrs. Shaw was ill. Finally she 
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dropped out of the campaign entirely at a very criti-
cal moment, and much to my delight Arthur Eldridge, 
harbor manager, took over. 

Now, Arthur Eldridge was a quiet but extremely 
effident chap. I admired him a great deal. He was 
a friendly man, unobtrusive but capable of being firm, 
and a thorough businessman. I worked with him smoothly. 
I was kept, of course, extremely busy. I wrote perhaps 
two or three speeches for the mayor every day, and 
occasionally went out and gave a speech myself. I 
turned out, I might say, almost tons of campaign 
releases to the newspapers, and I remember that I 
wrote one of the principal campaign booklets myself. 

I had assistance that I still remember with a 
great deal of interest. They sent in to the office 
as my liaison man with the headquarters, a newspaper 
reporter from the Evening Herald, "Bevo" Means, employed 
by the campaign committee. What In the world his 
first name was, I don't know, but he was known to 
everybody in the city of Los Angeles as Bevo Means. 
Bevo was the name of a near beer, an imitation beer 
that came as close as possible to the real thing back 
in prohibition days. I never asked Bevo how he 
happened to be called by the name of the beverage, 
but he was a good man. He could write good stories. 
But he blundered once in a while and required pretty 
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close supervision. He didn't understand public rela-
tions—he was a newspaperman. 

One of his blunders had to do with poppy day 
when the veteran's organizations sold poppies on the 
streets supposedly for the aid of disabled veterans. 
Now there is, and was even then, a Disabled Veterans 
Association, and then the American Legion also sold 
popples. They were rather antagonistic to each other, 
the two groups, and they always wanted an appointment 
with the mayor in order that they might have newspaper 
photographs taken selling the mayor the first poppy. 
Of course, if the mayor bought a poppy, then it was 
up to everybody else in town to buy a poppy, 

I scheduled them. The mayor was extremely busy 
and I sheduled them both at the same time. I said, 
"I'm not going to give you preference, one group 
over the other. You'll have to come together at the 
same time." 

They arrived in the mayor's reception room and 
I said, "Bevo, go out and take care of that crowd, 
and get them in and get the photograph taken, and 
get them on their way as quickly as possible. The 
mayor has other appointments." 

He hadn't been gone for more than five minutes 
when two or three assistant secretaries rushed into 
my office and said, "There's a riot about ready to 



707-

break loose in the reception room. You'd better come 
out and settle it." 

I rushed out there to see what was the matter, 
and found that Bevo had decided that one group should 
go in first, the American Legion, and have its 
picture taken with the mayor, and he was either going 
to dismiss the other group entirely or make them wait 
until later. I apologized to everybody and straightened 
the thing out, and then scolded Bevo. I aaid, "Before 
you get in a jam like that, come and talk to me first 
and I'll see if I can't handle it." 

I had no more trouble with Bevo after that. He 
really was an excellent assistant, but I learned from 
that experience that he shouldn't handle the public. 
He should write newspaper stories which I in turn 
would edit, and then he could take them In. He 
knew all the newspapermen in City Hall. He was an 
excellent liaison with the newspapermen but not with 
the public generally. 

Now in addition to Bevo I had assigned to me, 
also on the campaign fund, a rather picturesque 
character as a stenographer. She was a hard-boiled 
specimen who could swear like a sailor, and did, 
whether there was any occasion for it or not. Her 
vocabulary was as picturesque as she was. She proved 
to be absolutely faithful and loyal, and extremely 
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competent. She could only type from recordings. 
She knew no shorthand at all, hut she was a rapid 
and accurate typist, the best that I ever saw for 
taking things off a record. I enjoyed having her 
around the office. She was lots of fun, although 
she was a cantankerous character, too, and not particu-
larly useful when it came to public relations. She 
was a little too rough In her manner. 

On May 5, Mayor Shaw was re-elected by a large 
majority. 

Dixon: What were the issues in the campaign? 
Story: The issues Involved all kinds of denunciations of the 

Shaw administration as being graft-ridden and crooked. 
We were opposed by the do-gooders of the city. A 
considerable combination of perfectly well-meaning 
and awfully innocent preachers were working against 
us. We also had the liberal element very largely 
and the radicals who were quite powerful against 
us, but we did have the labor movement officially for 
us as well as the downtown business interests and the 
manufacturing interests of the city. I saw some of 
the dirty work that goes on in a political campaign, 
and I would say this applies to every hard, bitterly 
fought campaign. I've seen many of them since, and 
I have never seen one that was free from this sort 
of thing on both sides. The misrepresentations, the 
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downright scathing, almost libelous arguments put up 
hy the opposition were pretty sickening to me, for I 
knew the truth of the matter and I knew it from my 
own knowledge and observation. The opposition can-
didate, John Anson Ford, was a friend of mine, and 
occasionally we would meet. Many of his supporters 
were good friends of mine, too, and it hurt me dread-
fully to hear them repeat these complete falsehoods 
aind distortions and misrepresentations. 

But I remember on our own side of the fence there 
were some things that were just plain dirty politics. 
One time I was in the Shaw campaign headquarters dis-
cussing some situation that had arisen, and I discovered 
that they knew all about all of the details. It was 
something that had come out of the opposition camp, 
and they knew far more about it than I knew. I'd 
only heard some intimation. 

They said, "Oh, we know all about that." 
I said, "Well, how in the world do you find out 

about these things?" 
"Oh," they said, "the switchboard operator in 

the Ford campaign headquarters is an employee of our 
campaign committee, and she keeps a record of all 
important calls that come in all day long and turns 
it over to us every evening. We know more about their 
campaign than they know about it themselves. We know 
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every appointment that John Anson Ford makes. We 
know everybody that comes in to see him. We know 
every call that he puts out. He isn't smart enough 
politically to screen his campaign office workers. 

I said, "Well, do you screen yours?" 
"Oh," they said, "we know the background of 

every person that works for us, just where they came 
from, how reliable they are-*and those we have any 
doubts about we keep on the outskirts. 

At another time I remember getting a tip-off 
that the opposition had a very large load of campaign 
literature coming from a print shop. I believe I had 
gotten a proof of some of the material they were 
putting out, and I was a little worried about how we 
were going to handle this, how we were going to offset it. 

I inquired at campaign headquarters, and they 
just smiled and said, "Oh, we'll take care of that. 
That will never be delivered to John Anson Ford's 
headquarters." 

I said, "What do you mean?" 
"Oh, we're going to send a truck around and pick 

it up just as soon as it's printed. The printer will 
never know. We'll just say we came from campaign 
headquarters, and Is that literature ready? He'll 
say yes, here it is, and we'll pick it up and take it 
down and dump it in the ocean somewhere. John Anson 
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Ford will pay for it, but he'll never see it." 
That sort of thing was going on on both sides. 

I knew of great quantities of Shaw campaign literature 
that were stolen and ditched and burned. 

But, of course, all through the campaign, both 
the primary campaign and the final campaign, I had 
my routine office duties to take care of because the 
mayor's office was still a going concern, with municipal 
official duties. We had our WPA and PWA projects 
going, and these involved not only the airport, which 
I have discussed extensively, but we had some tremen-
dously large storm drain projects and a large outfall 
sewer project. We were building the police academy 
with federal money, and we had an art project for 
artists who were out of work. We had a theater pro-
ject. We had a sewing project for women who couldn't 
do anything else but sew—we had them in a large loft 
building somewhere, running sewing machines to make 
clothing to give to destitute people. Then we had 
an immensely interesting juvenile pre-dellnquenoy 
project. I want to say a word or two about each of 
these undertakings, aside from the airport which I've 
already mentioned, and the police academy which 
everyone knows about. 

Storm drains we had found were exceedingly 
important, due to the several large floods that we'd 



712-

had in Los Angeles, In 1914, and especially the very 
recent one in 1936, We had a huge storm drain running 
across the south portion of the city—I think it was 
called the Slauson Avenue storm drain. It very much 
followed the old Los Angeles river bed route. 

Now, the Los Angeles River at one time, I believe, 
before the first white settlers were in this part of 
the country, ran across the south part of the city 
where there's still a very low area, right across 
where the low dip is in Crenshaw Boulevard, north of 
the Baldwin Hills, and went out to the ocean through 
what Is now La Ballona Creek. It emptied into the 
ocean down near Venice somewhere. Then it cut a new 
channel, probably during some flood, and went Out 
through the Dominguez Slough and Nigger Slough into 
the Wilmington area. By the way, there have been a 
number of switches of rivers. The Santa Ana River 
one time switched its course. It cut an entirely new 
channel, and the San Gabriel River also cut a new 
channel. At one time the Los Angeles River was 
tributary to the San Gabriel through what is now known 
as the Rio Hondo, which runs from a little north of 
Ilontebello across to the San Gabriel River. I have 
a recollection of a time when water would run from 
the Los Angeles into the San Gabriel, The two rivers 
were connected by the Rio Hondo. I have heard 
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Mexicans tell about the terrible storm way back in 
the 1880's some time when the Newhall River was 
created. That Is when the San Gabriel River cut its 
new channel, 

Dixon: It was 1884. 
Story) 1884, Well, it cut its new channel across to its 

present outlet down near Seal Beach. A lot of people 
drowned that night and the whole country was swept with 
water. 

We realized the great importance of storm drains. 
We built a storm drain (this is all a WPA federal 
project) that started up in the Hollywood area and 
came down to La Ballona Creek, That also was a big 
project. We built a very extensive new outfall sewer 
along Wilshire Boulevard, which no one had ever 
dreamed would become a business street, or that on 
either side there would be great apartment houses. 
When it was laid out it was a residential street with 
single family residences for blocks on both sides} 
apartment houses were confined to what we now call 
the downtown area. When they commenced to build 
apartment houses out as far as Western and clear on 
out beyond that, we were in trouble for sewage. 
There were more people living in a block, in 1937 &r><4 
1938, in the Wilshire district than there had been 
living in ten or twelve square blocks before that. 
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So we got the federal government to appropriate for 
a new outfall sewer. It took a long time to construct 
that project and carry It into the existing outfall 
sewer which parallels Ballona Greek, runs in the slope 
just helow Loyola University, and on around past 
Playa del Rey to the Hyperion Sewage Plant. We got 
a lot of that sort of thing done. 

In the art project we didn't get an awful lot 
accomplished, but I can still go to the City Hall 
and various public buildings and point out some very 
fine pictures, mostly water colors because they were 
cheapest, done by good artists, accomplished artists 
on WPA stipends. One of them I especially remember 
and greatly regret that we couldn't do anything about 
it. Robert [Treat] Paine, an eccentric old artist, 
a sculptor with whom I was somewhat acquainted as he 
was a member of the Severance Club, had what I still 
think was a grand idea. Robert Paine made the various 
concrete or plaster figures that are seen mostly in 
the County Park about the La Brea pits, figures 
representing the prehistoric animals of this area, 
the saber-toothed tiger and the giant sloth and the 
mammoth and the mastodon. He had what, to many people, 
was a fantastic idea: that the saber-toothed tiger 
should be the totem animal for the city of Los Angeles, 
since the remains of so many of the saber-toothed 
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tigers were found in the La Brea pits. They told me 
out at the museum one time that they had enough hones 
to reconstruct ahout eleven hundred saber-toothed 
tigers. Paine had done what I think were really some 
very fine pieces of work, but nobody regarded them as 
art, just as being of scientific interest. Really he 
was one of the finest workers in bronze castings in 
the United States. The great bronze doors to the Gity 
Hall, which are fins works of art, were not made by 
Paine, but the young artist who made them had never 
cast a piece of bronze before in his life, and when 
it came to the casting he was afraid of it. He went 
to Robert Paine, who took care of the casting for him. 
Paine got no credit for it. His name isn't remembered} 
but he was extremely eager to get on a WPA project 
to create two huge saber-toothed tigers to be mounted 
in front of the City Hall on either side of the 
Spring Street entrance. It would have been a wonderful 
thing, but somehow I Just couldn't get anybody going 
on it. Robert Paine was already an old man, somewhat 
In his dotage, and already showing signs of a complete 
breakdown which soon after followed. 

I was more than a little interested in the 
juvenile pre-delinquency project which was attached 
to the police department. That was one of the finest 
things of its kind I ever knew of. We had a whole 
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staff of people on the WPA, men all of them, some of 
them previously school teachers. I don't know who 
initiated the project, but it consisted of these men 
going with the police department and building files 
on youngsters who were in danger of getting into 
trouble. They had a detail that did mostly the 
clerical work. The policemen themselves, with this 
kind of assistance, were able to select or to find 
the children. 

One evening while I was interested in this I 
went out with a pre-delinquency detail of the police 
department prowling the east side in an automobile. 
Now, we had an automobile that was not marked with 
police markings at all. There were two policemen. 
I rode in the back seat, and the two policemen rode 
in the front seat of the car. 

Jixonj Were they uniformed? 
Storyt No, they were plain-clothes men. It was remarkable 

how these police officers could determine, just by 
seeing a youngster walking along the sidewalk, that 
he needed to be asked about a few things. That 
evening we picked up a Mexican boy. There were two 
or three boys in the car with four or five girls. The 
boy who was driving the car had stolen It from his 
uncle. The uncle didn't know that the car was gone. 
The policeman saw this carload of youngsters turn the 



717-

corner in a rather dangerous fashion, so we just 
followed it and pulled it over to the side. (They 
had a red light and a siren that they could use.) 
They got the youngsters all out, put the girls in 
the police car, and then asked them where they lived. 
One of the policemen got in the stolen car. He took 
it back to the uncle's home with the boy along. 

They didn't arrest anybody, they didn't book 
anyone. They looked up the parents. The girls were 
all delivered to their homes, and the police talked 
to the parents in each case, just suggesting that 
they watch their daughters a little more carefully, 
saying that they might have gotten killed, that they 
came very near having a bad accident, and that they 
were riding in a stolen car. They just cautioned 
them and then said, "We will come back in a few days 
and talk to you again, and we're going to take your 
daughter's name. We will put her name on a card in 
our file, and we're just going to watch for a few 
weeks to be sure that she's getting along all right, 
and we're going to talk to her teachers In school." 
They did the same with the boys. They arrested no one. 

At one place we were just driving along a 
street and we saw boys run out of a little grocery 
store. They were running down the street, and the 
police thought that should be investigated. They 
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caught up with the hoys, put them in the car, went 
hack to the grocery store, and talked to the proprietor. 
The boys had some articles of food with them, and 
they had stolen them. The proprietor said that he 
hadn't sold it to them. 

They didn't arrest the boys. The ringleader of 
the crowd they took down to the police station and 
talked pretty severely to him for quite some time, 
and then told him that they wanted him to pay for 
the things that had been stolen (some of the goods 
had already been eaten or damaged) a little every week, 
a nickel or so a week, until the seventy-five cents' 
worth of goods had been paid for. Then they told 
him they wanted him to come into the police head-
quarters and report once a week how he was getting 
along, and that they were going to check with his 
school teachers to be sure that his report was accurate. 
They were going to talk to his parents. 

They built files with the clerical help of these 
WPA men, who also assisted in the interviews, and so 
they had the names of several hundred youDgster3 
whom they thought were likely to get into trouble 
unless they were watched, A great deal of delinquency 
was prevented. It was a preventive activity. I 
think it is a sorry fact that now in these prosperous 
days when we could afford to have such a situation, 



719-

we don't have such a program going at all, but In 
those days when everybody was broke we were able to 
afford the pre-delinquency detail. 

I've talked to the men who handled the thing 
from the WPA standpoint, and I went down and talked 
to the chief in charge at the juvenile detention 
center on Georgia Street. I saw him at a fortunate 
time, too. I heard him interview some of the boys who 
were really in trouble, who had been arrested and 
were being held there for trial before the juvenile 
court. 

While I was there a telephone call came in (I 
wish I could remember the officer's name) from central 
police headquarters, asking him to send two boys over 
to appear in the show-up that night, the police show-up. 

The old man just hit the ceiling, and he told 
them over the telephone (he was talking to his superior 
officers), "No, sir, you get no boy under eighteen 
yeax*s from me for any show-up. " He said, "You're 
not going to put them in with a lot of thieves and 
murderers and gangsters in a show-up. If you want 
them identified, you'll have to use some other method. 
They're not going to be handled in that manner while 
I'm an officer, and if you don't like it you have my 
resignation right now." 

Well, they liked it, and he remained for a good 
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many years on the police department. But that was 
a certain phase of the very wicked Shaw administration. 

Dixon: I was going to ask where they got the WPA men. Obviously, 
you don't Just go out and pick up a man off the street 
for this. 

Story: No, WPA workers were selected from the literally 
thousands of unemployed people who went to the WPA 
headquarters and asked to be assigned a project, 
because they were paid some small salary. We had 
them in the schools, I remember. I was an adult 
education teacher throughout all of this time, too, 
and we had several hundred former teachers in adult 
education work. Some of them became administrators 
in adult education work. Just before I went into 
the mayor's office, a month or two before, I was 
asked to come into the office of the State Board of 
Education to discuss with the State Director of Adult 
Education my availability for a very extensive Job 
as a supervisor of WPA education projects going 
throughout Southern California. I looked it over 
and decided that I had other things that were more 
important, things I was better fitted to do, but the 
man who took the Job finally became one of the top 
administrators in the State Department of Education. 
Some of them were excellent people, although I will 
say a large part of those people who tried to do adult 
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education on WPA projects were utterly incapable of 
that kind of work, and many of them were not very 
sincere or devoted teachers. 

At one time I was asked to give a lecture to 
a WPA teacher's group in the auditorium of the old 
Polytechnic High School. I was asked to give a 
particular lecture, one that the school administration 
wanted me to give. These WPA teachers were so impatient, 
so unhappy about being required to come in for a 
training program that they commenced to get very 
restless and noisy while I was giving my lecture. I 
interrupted myself and said, "Now listen, you people 
are paid to come here, I'm not. I'm giving my time 
free of charge. I have other things for which I am 
paid and I can afford to give my time, but I don't 
have to give it. Now, I'm going to go through this 
lecture and you're going to sit here and listen to 
me, and I don't want any more disturbance in the 
audience." I got a little smattering of applause 
around over the room and they settled down; it was an 
audience of perhaps fifteen hundred people, but they 
were unwilling and unhappy, even though they were 
being kept off the streets and away from the pick 
and shovel sort of thing for which they were completely 
incapable. 

Those were some of the things that I was 
following up for the mayor's office during these 
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campaigns. 
Very shortly after the election, other things 

commenced to happen in rapid succession. The first 
thing I want to note was the Russian flyers who came 
over the North Pole from Moscow to an alfalfa patch 
near March Pield down helow Riverside, landing there 
on July 14, 1937. Their arrival created tremendous 
excitement in Southern California. They intended to 
land at the Los Angeles Municipal Airport, hut they 
didn't have good navigation directions and it just 
happened we were pretty well clouded up that day. 
They couldn't find the municipal airport, so they 
headed eastward until they saw this alfalfa patch and 
landed, much to the farmer's amazement. When he saw 
a huge airplane land out there on his farm, he rushed 
out to see what it was all about, but he couldn't 
make head or tail of it because they spoke no 
English and his Russian was exceedingly deficient. 
You will remember that the Army Air Force at March 
Field took charge of them and saw to it that their 
plane was dismantled as they requested, for shipment. 

They were taken then to San Diego, by their 
request, which they wanted to see for some reason or 
other, and then they came from San Diego on up to 
Los Angeles. I imagine they reached Los Angeles 
about July 16 or 17. They came up on the Santa Fe 
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train, just regular passenger schedule—I don't know 
if they even had a special compartment on the train 
or were kept segregated from the rest of the passengers. 

Of course, we had to make some very rapid prepara-
tions for a huge affair, a hig celebration in Los 
Angeles. At once we had on our hands the Russian 
consul-general from San Francisco. The consulate 
in Los Angeles at the moment was vacant. They had a 
house out on Mariposa Avenue, but there was no consul 
in the city, and so the consul-general from San 
Francisco came down here. I don't remember his name 
and I don't know that I want to remember it. He 
proved to be a very difficult man to work with. He 
made himself difficult. He went out of the way to 
be difficult. He wanted to disapprove everything that 
we suggested by way of arrangements. 

The night before the Russian flyers arrived, the 
mayor said, "You go back to the office and send a 
night telegram to the Russian embassy in Washington 
and tell them what we're up against." Which I did. 
Now the embassy in Washington was also vacant at the 
time. [Alexander] Troyanovsky, the very popular 
Russian ambassador to the United States, had been 
recalled to Moscow—and by the way, he never returned, 

Dixon: He disappeared. 
Story: He disappeared, yes, and in the embassy, as I well 
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knew, there was only a charge d'affaires. His name 
was Constantine Gumansky, who was counsellor to the 
embassy. I sent a message to Gumansky, and that 
morning before the flyers arrived in Los Angeles I 
had a long-distance telephone call from him. He 
spoke excellent English. He was brief and to the 
point. He wanted to know just what our plans were. 
I said, "Now, they will arrive tomorrow night. They 
will go to the consulate, and they will spend the 
night there. We have a parade the next day, but," I 
said, 'We're having trouble with your consul-general." 

He told me on the telephone, "Go ahead with your 
plans exactly as you have outlined them to me. I will 
be in Los Angeles in time for the parade, and I will 
take charge. Meet me at the airport." 

When we went down to meet the train from San 
Diego that night, of course we took the consul-general 
along. The police looked over the situation. There 
must have been a crowd of five thousand people around 
the station to see their arrival. They had banner 
heads in the newspapers every day, and the press of 
the crowd was tremendous. The police checked the 
thing over and said, "Well, that's easy—we will take 
them off on the side of the train opposite the 
passenger station." The regular passengers would 
get off and go into the station, while the flyers 
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would get off on the other side in order to keep 
them out of the crowd. 

They made arrangements with the station master 
accordingly, only to have the whole thing vetoed hy 
the consul-general. He said no, he wouldn't stand 
for it. The crowd had to see these men. 

"All right," said the police, "if that's the way 
you want it, that's the way it'll he, hut we won't 
guarantee anything. They may he torn to pieces hy 
this enthusiastic crowd, but we'll do our best." 

The mayor, I believe, the police wouldn't allow 
to get into tho crowd at all. I think he was waiting 
in his own car outside on the street. But I was 
there representing him, and perhaps twenty policemen 
joined hands in a circle surrounding me while other 
policemen simply beat the crowd back with their clubs. 
We forced our way through to the steps of the train 
when it pulled in. One of the policemen got on the 
train on the other side and gave instructions to the 
conductor that the door was not to be opened for any-
body but the Russian flyers, that all the other 
passengers could get off some other place, that it 
wouldn't be possible for them to get off there, anyway. 

Then the three flyers were brought right down 
into this circle. The circle closed then around me 
and the three flyers, with the aid of the other police, 
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while all of the bystanders, this mob consisting 
mostly of Russian Communists, shouted, "Gestapol" 

We crowded our way through, just forced our way 
through the mob and out through the station to the 
street, where the flyers and myself and the consul-
general who was with us as interpreter got in the 
mayor's car, and with a police motorcycle escort went 
out to the consulate. There, through an interpreter, 
the mayor made his formal greetings in the presence 
of newspapermen and photographers. We had some little 
discussion with the consul-general about the plans for 
the next day, when a big parade was to take place. 
He objected to everything. 

In the meanwhile, I went outside and discussed 
the matter with the police who were waiting. By 
authority of the mayor I said, "We want a guard kept 
on this house all night long—otherwise the mob will 
be climbing in the windows." They would have torn 
the clothes off of these flyers who, by the way, were 
amused but worried. They were splendid chaps, young 
fellows, fine-looking men, understanding no English 
but nevertheless very courteous and polite and 
appreciative of everything that was being done. 

I came in then and told the consul-general that 
there would be a police guard in front of the house 
all night and as long as the flyers were there. 
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"Oh," he said, "we don't want anything of that 
sort." 

I said, "I don't care if you want it or not, 
you're going to get It. The city of Los Angeles is 
responsible for these men's safety." And I said, 
"There are anti-Communists In this town who are 
fanatical and likely to become violent, and not only 
your enemies but your friends out there are dangerous. 
We're going to keep these men under guard all the 
time they're here, and if you don't like it, you'll 
just have to get along with it anyway." But by this 
time, we were rather ignoring him, extending him only 
the minimum necessary courtesy, as we were looking 
forward to the arrival of the representative from 
the embassy. 

The afternoon of the next day after the arrival 
of the flyers, I went out in the mayor's car to meet 
Oumansky at the (*rand Central airport. We took the 
consul-general along with us. As soon as the passengers 
commenced to leave the plane, the consul-general 
rushed across ahead of me and picked out Oumansky. 
Apparently he knew him by sight, possibly from photo-
graphs (I doubt if he'd ever met him before) and he 
started talking to him in Russian, which is Greek to 
me. Oumansky simply brushed him aside. 

I greeted Oumansky and identified myself as being 
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the mayor's representative. 
Oumansky said, "And now what are your plans?" 
I said, "We go from here directly to the consu-

late, and the parade will "begin as soon as we get 
there. You are to ride with the flyers, and the 
mayor will receive you at the City Hall. It will he 
an open car, but there will be ample police escort 
for safety. I will see you again at the City Hall." 

Oumansky said, "That's fine." 
The Consul-general interrupted once more in 

Hussian, and Oumansky told him first in Russian and 
then in English, so I would understand, "You keep out 
of this. I'm in charge now. You just do what you're 
told to do." 

He rode In the car along with the rest of them, 
but we saw very little of him after that. I might 
remark that several years later he was put under 
arrest in San Francisco and was deported, because he 
was found to be playing the part of a spy. He was a 
fairly incompetent man, so if they took him back to 
Russia and shot him it was no loss to the Communist 
movement or to the world. 

The parade started off well. There was only 
one little incident. An automobile had been provided 
by some automobile dealer in the city who also sent 
along a Negro chauffeur to drive the car. But we had 



729-

taken the mayor's driver out to drive the car. The 
Negro wasn't going to get out of the driver's seat 
until the mayor's driver said, "I am a police officer. 
You may ride with me to see that I take good care of 
the car if you want, hut you probably never have 
driven In a parade before In your life. I have a 
particular schedule to meet on this thing. Now, you 
either move over or you will be moved into jail with 
charges of resisting an officer." The Negro chauffeur 
moved over. 

The arrangement of the ceremonies was one of the 
most ticklish things I ever handled because we had all 
the national broadcasting networks hooked up at the 
City Hall, and they had a definite time schedule. We 
had to be there at a certain time, two-thirty or 
three o'clock. The mayor would greet the flyers. 
Constantine Oumansky would reply for the flyers. They 
would speak their own little pieces in Russian, and 
a ceremony appropriate to the circumstance would take 
place. Newsreel photographers were all there, and 
it had to be exactly timed. 

I saw the parade start. It was to go on Mariposa 
to Wilshire Boulevard, east on Wilshire a block or 
two, then over to Eighth Street, east on Eighth to 
Spring, and north on Spring to the City Hall. I 
agreed with the mayor's driver, Erancis Kerney, that 
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he was to arrive not a minute too soon and not a 
minute too late. I said, "Let's do this right. Let's 
show them a theatrical production that will take 
their breath away." And Francis said, "Fine, we'll 
do it. I'll keep my watch on the thing every minute." 
We had already driven the route to time ourselves. 

Then I drove through back streets and got back 
to the City Hall to supervise the parade's arrival. 
I not only wanted to see it, but It was my duty to 
see that the mayor was on hand and perfectly informed, 
and that the radio and newsreel men all knew what to 
expect. I just didn't want to let any detail slip up. 

It went off beautifully. The parade arrived 
just at the minute that the radio networks opened, 
and the announcers on the microphones could say, "The 
parade is just pulling up in front of the City Hall 
now." They could describe the actual event. "The 
flyers are getting out. They're coming up the steps, 
and now they will be greeted by the mayor." It was, 
I think, one of the most satisfactory jobs of stage 
management that I ever put over, and I felt by this 
time that I was becoming somewhat of an expert at 
handling civic events. I suppose there were ten or 
fifty thousand people gathered around there on Spring 
Street. We had, of course, the City Hall steps all 
roped off. Everything was under beautiful control, 
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and for once the Communists were enthusiastic for 
the mayor. 

There was a Chamber of Commerce banquet for the 
Russian flyers, followed by a big banquet staged by 
the Communists of Los Angeles* 

I want to remark that later Oumansky became an 
extremely successful ambassador of Russia to the 
United States. He never left the embassy until he 
was promoted to become ambassador to Mexico. I was 
a little bit startled when I read in the newspapers 
that he was going to Mexico City, and wondered why 
they would demote the man who had been so extremely 
successful. And then I discovered that he wasn't 
being demoted at all, that it was a promotion, that 
they put him in Mexico City as a kind of a deputy 
foreign minister in charge of all of the Russian 
embassies in the western hemisphere. In Mexico City 
he became wonderfully popular, extremely successful, 
and he did some rather unusual things. He paid his 
respects to the Cardinal of Mexico. He often went to 
mass in the cathedral. He made contributions to 
various fine things going on in Mexico. He was 
popular with the entire corps down there, and he was 
popular with the revolutionary government, the radicals 
and the conservatives and the Catholics and the 
protestants and the atheists—they all thought he was 
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a wonderful man. 
Then he was killed in an airplane accident, in 

the take-off of a plane. It almost at once crashed. 
I've talked to people since who felt that it was a 
put-up job, that somebody had tinkered with the plane, 
that somebody wanted Oumansky killed. Whether it 
was a Russian or a Mexican, a Stalinist or a 
Trotskyite, we never knew because, of course, this 
was all just a matter of suspicion; but I think the 
suspicions were very well grounded. 

Howard Hughes completed his record-setting round-
the-world flight at New York City on July 14, the 
same day that the transpolar Russians arrived at March 
Field. Then Hughes started a well-organized triumphal 
publicity tour of the United States which, of course, 
ultimately arrived in Los Angeles, preceded about a 
week or ten days in advance by his publicity agent. 
I had trouble with him, too, because he proceeded to 
tell me what was to be done when Hughes arrived, just 
what the mayor was to do and who was to be on the 
reception committee and what the mayor was to say. 

After I'd had about enough of it, I said, "Now, 
you don't have anything to do with this. The mayor 
has put me in charge of this show. I'll be glad to 
have your cooperation, but I'm not asking for your 
approval of anything." 
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Well, he stormed and fussed around right up to 
the last minute, and thereby he got himself into 
trouble. I had told him that we were going to have 
some special gift from the city presented to Howard 
Hughes. Well, he didn't know whether he liked that 
or not. I think it was a scroll or a plaque that 
we fixed up. 

I said, "The mayor will present Hughes with the 
keys to the city, and it will all take place here at 
the Spring Street entrance to the City Hall." 

Well, he said, he didn't want any motion picture 
people mixed up in this affair anywhere. He wanted 
all the publicity to go to Howard Hughes, and he 
wasn't going to have anybody else horning in on it. 

So I said, "That's all fine. Let's have the 
plaque and a big bouquet of flowers given to Hughes 
by a youngster. Get some little girl to do it." 

"Well, will she be a pretty little girl?" 
"Oh," I said, "I know a girl that would be just 

wonderful for this. She's a cute little kid, she's 
only fourteen years old, but she has lots of poise." 

He didn't catch on. The little girl I had in 
mind was Edith Eellows, who was a juvenile motion 
picture star, not too well known. I believe she was 
under contract with Columbia Pictures. She was a 
friend of the mayor's. She came in rather often. 
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She was trying to get a Job of some kind for an uncle 
of hers. She was supporting the whole family. She 
had nothing to do with her mother. We never knew 
where her mother was. Her guardian was her grand-
mother, a very nice old lady, and she had a ne'er-do-
well uncle who was married and had a family of youngsters, 
and they were all starving. Our problem with Edith 
Eellows was to find a job for her uncle, but whatever 
job we found he couldn't stay on because he was 
incompetent, and we'd have to find a new one. So 
Edith would come in and she'd usually come to see me, 
and I got quite well acquainted with her. I knew 
she needed a little publicity, too. 

And so I thought: now I'm just going to fix 
this publicity agent. I said, "We'll have this pretty 
little girl who's a friend of the mayor—the mayor 
would be delighted to have her in on this thing—and 
we will have a guard of honor consisting of boy scouts 
so that only children will do the official thing 
except for the mayor himself. We'll keep all the 
public officials and the movie stars out of it." 

And we did. Edith Eellows carried a huge bouquet 
and presented a scroll to Howard Hughes when he drew 
up in his automobile, and then he got out of the car 
and came up to see the mayor. (Remember, the mayor 
was a cripple.) This publicity man had insisted that 
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the mayor come down to Hughes' car and I vetoed very 
firmly. I said, "No, the mayor can't go down the 
stairs. He gets around, hut I'm not going to have 
him hobble down there and take a chance on stumbling. 
He's going to stay up at the top. He's the mayor of 
the city, and Howard Hughes presents his respects to 
the mayor. The mayor presents his respects to no 
one excepting the governor of the state and the 
president of the United States. When ambassadors 
from foreign countries come to Los Angeles, they pay 
visits of respect to the mayor—it isn't the other 
way around. You think we're going to reverse a thing 
for Howard Hughes? I don't care if he is a multimillion-
aire and has flown around the world." Well, that took 
care of that. 

Sometime in July or August, I think probably it 
was in July, 1937» the Western Regional Meeting of 
the United States Conference of Mayors took place 
in Los Angeles. We had no entertainment fund. Today 
the mayor has a very large sum of money for that 
purpose, but we didn't have a dime. The mayor told 
me that I'd have to arrange a program of entertainment, 
luncheons, dinners, with no money at all. He said, 
"You'll have to go out and get this thing going. Go 
to the Chamber of Commerce first and insist." 

So I went to the Chamber of Commerce and put 
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the pressure on them. They did a good deal of grumbling 
because their budget was low, but I reminded them 
their budget came very largely out of the public 
treasury. Their secretary said, "Oh, yes, hut we get 
it from the county." 

I said, "Yes, and the county gets most of Its 
treasury from the taxpayers of the city of Los Angeles. 
Now you either do business or we'll see that you're 
cut off the next time you come up on the budget." 

3o he conceded the point, and they put on a very 
nice dinner for us in 01vera Street. We made it a 
real Spanish affair. 

I met LaGuardia again. He arrived hy train this 
time. He came in at the Santa Fe station, and I 
remember when the mayor got off the train (of course 
all the newspapermen were there) he recognized me, 
having seen me a year before in San Francisco. I 
greeted him for the mayor, who was waiting for him 
at the City Hall. 

But an amusing little thing happened. LaGuardia 
got off the train wearing his big broadbrimmed western 
sombrero, and the newspapermen wanted to know by what 
right the mayor of New York wore a broadbrimmed cowboy 
hat. 

He said, "Well, I'm from Arizona, didn't you know?" 
"No, you're from New York." 
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"Oh, no," he said, "I graduated from high school 
in Arizona, in Prescott, Arizona, when my father was 
then master of the army post there." 

And it was true, LaGuardia was an Arizonan, He 
always considered himself a westerner, hut he was 
equally at home in Florida where his father had also 
heen bandmaster, and he had been an attache of the 
consulate in Trieste when it was an Italian territory* 
He was an Italian. When he arrived back in the 
United States, having been born here, he still had 
to prove his citizenship at Ellis Island. He had 
lived among the Italians in New York. He always 
boasted that one of his grandmothers was Jewish, so 
he was a natural for mayor of New York. He was 
always supposed by the Catholics to be a Catholic. 
Actually he was an Episcopalian. He was a Republican, 
but he was a progressive Republican greeted enthusiasti-
cally by the Socialists, and he was of such a slant; 
in his politics that he was a close friend of President 
Roosevelt's. How could LaGuardia miss? 

We took him to the City Hall where he held his 
press conference, and I had an opportunity to see him 
operate there. All the newspapermen in town, of 
course, were present, as well as the Associated Press 
and United Press representatives. They asked him one 
opening question and then he took over the conference, 
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asked all the questions himself and answered them 
all himself, and when he was through he said, "Thank 
you, gentlemen, it's heen a pleasure to have this 
nice conference with you." And he dismissed the 
bewildered newspapermen, and there were no questions 
asked. 

We had in Los Angeles for the occasion the 
mayors from Boston, Philadelphia, Atlanta, Chicago, 
St. Louis, Dallas, Santa Pe, San Francisco, Seattle, 
Portland, Denver, and, of course, from all the California 
cities of any importance. We must have had a hundred 
mayors here, and I personally met nearly all of them. 
They stayed for the most part at the Ambassador Hotel, 
although many of them were at the Biltmore. Our 
affair went off very well, despite the extreme limita-
tions we had in financial outlay. 

Then came a constitutional sesquicentennial 
celebration which was pressed upon us by the congres-
sional committee which had been appointed to see that 
every state and city in the United States celebrated 
the hundred and fiftieth anniversary of the 
Constitution of the United States. The mayor said, 
"Now you arrange a civia committee." I selected the 
committee with his approval. It was headed, at the 
suggestion of the mayor, by Attorney Joseph Scott. 
Scott, as chairman of the committee, had us all at 
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luncheon at the California Club for making the plans, 
and we arranged an elaborate program, but the best 
we could do was to have a civic luncheon at the Biltmore. 
The mayor was to be the principal speaker and Joseph 
Scott the master of ceremonies. They said they wanted 
the Star-Spangled Banner sung. 

I objected. I said, "No one but an extremely 
good operatic soprano can sing the Stay-Spangled 
Banner. They only mangle it when they try to have the 
audience singing, and if the Star-Span^led Banner is 
to be done I want to have it well done." 

Just at that time, some friend of mine dropped 
in the office, and I told him of the problem of 
getting the Star-Spangled Banner on the program. 

He said, "Why don't you get Mary Garden?" 
"Why," I said, "I didn't know Mary Garden was 

around here any place." 
"Oh, yes," he said, "she's retired and lives in 

Hollywood." 
"Well," I said, "can she still sing?" 
"Why, certainly she can sing. I know her." 
"Can you get her?" 
"Why, she would be delighted to come. I'll make 

the arrangements." 
So Mary Garden sang the Star-Spanffled Banner. 

She did it beautifully. The whole cost of the affair 
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was less than fifty dollars, mostly for postage. As 
I remember, I got out of the City Council an 
appropriation of fifty dollars, and the total expense 
ran to about forty-six dollars and some cents. 



CHAPTER XVIII 
MAYOR SHAW'S OFFICE: LATE 1937 

Late In 1937» there was already trouble brewing 
for the Shaw administration, especially in the Grand 
Jury investigations of that year which were being 
inspired by Clifford Clinton as the leader of the 
minority in the Grand Jury. Now, Clifford Clinton, 
as you know, was the proprietor of two large cafeterias 
in downtown Los Angeles. He, as his father before him, 
had long been in the restaurant business. He was a 
man of almost evangelical temperament, Inclination. 
He always wanted to reform something, to correct 
something, and Clifford Clinton was always right and 
everyone else was always wrong. He had a grudge 
against Mayor Shaw, and it is a grudge of which I 
have the documentary evidence still in my possession. 

I believe it was in 1935» perhaps, before I went 
into the mayor's office, that an inspector from the 
Health Department had made an investigation of one 
of Clinton's cafeterias, I think it was the Hill 
Street cafeteria, and had found sanitary conditions 
there to be deplorable. He had Issued an order that 
the place should be cleaned up and some new construction 
go In', particularly, I remember, to keep vegetables 
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off the floor in the basement where there was often 
flooding with water. The vegetables simply decayed 
and rotted there, and those that weren't too badly 
contaminated were taken up and cooked. I have a copy 
of the order that was issued by the Health Department 
inspector in his routine inspection of the place. 
Prom my own observations and investigations, not only 
at the Hill Street cafeteria but at the Broadway 
cafeteria, the back door of which was just across 
the alley from James R. Martin's office, I can testify 
without any hesitation that those cafeterias were 
subject to very considerable criticism on the ground 
of bad sanitation and unhealthful practices. Having 
seen the back door of Clinton's Broadway Cafeteria, 
I ceased patronizing the place. I don't think I was 
ever in them more than half a dozen times thereafter, 
and when I was in them, I was always careful about 
what I ate. 

The health officer at the time was Dr. [George] 
Parrish, who had been health officer of the city for 
many years, and Clinton had appealed the matter to 
him. Dr. Parrish had insisted that the order of the 
inspector should be obeyed. As I recall, it amounted 
principally to building some radks or crates to hold 
the vegetables and keep them off the floor, and it 
was going to cost, it was estimated, somewhere around 
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fifteen hundred dollars. 
When Dr. Parrish wouldn't modify the order, 

Clinton went to Mayor Shaw. Now, I did not witness 
this, but I had the story long before from Mayor Shaw. 
Xt was well known about the office. Mayor Shaw looked 
over the reports and said to Mr. Clinton, "I think 
you had best obey the order." Whereupon Clinton went 
into a rage and said, "I will get even with you." 

And that is the beginning of the war between 
Clifford Clinton and Prank Shaw. It has never been 
published; it is now, I think, being recorded possibly 
for the first time. So Clinton was making a pretty 
good job of getting even by accusing the Shaw admini-
stration and all members thereof before the Grand 
Jury, of which he was a member. 

The city was also, at that time, on the verge 
of gang wars among the various gambling elements. 
One gambler by the name of Les Bruneman was shot and 
killed. 

Also labor, organized labor in the city, was 
very unhappy due to the bulldozing, bullying tactics 
of Chief of Police Jim Davis, and particularly due to 
his curbs on picketing activities* I recall there 
had been, possibly baGk In 1935* a streetcar strike 
in which the strikers undertook some violence—I don't 
know if they hurt anybody, but they used the kind of 
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tactics that had frequently heen used in streetcar 
strikes. I'd seen it myself hack in 1919 in Oakland, 
where the strikers would gather along the street and 
hoot at the strikebreakers, the car crew, as they 
came hy, and then run up and yank the trolleys off 
the trolley wire, stop the car, and otherwise harrass 
the strikebreaking car crews. On several occasions 
Chief Davis had used tear gas and fire hoses to break 
up siieh disturbances in the streetcar strike. Then 
when it came to a longshoremen's strike in San Pedro 
he had broken up picketing almost at the point of a gun. 

The radicals and the liberals of the city were 
also very bitter at that time about a police captain, 
William Hynes, who was unpopularly known as "Red" 
Hynes. He was a kind of witch hunter and witch 
burner, although I think his name didn't come from 
his antagonism to the radicals so much as from his 
complexion. I had one interesting contact with Hynes, 
however, along about this time, and it is one that 
my liberal friends who still remember his name find 
it difficult to believe. There had been 3ome free 
speech difficulties around the city, particularly 
due to Communists. The IWW movement was pretty well 
undone by this time. It was rapidly disintegrating. 
But the Communists were insisting upon making soapbox 
speeches here and there, and they had one place over 
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in Boyle Heights somewhere, 1 believe on Brooklyn 
Avenue near Soto, where they held a street meeting 
at least once a week and the police permitted it. 
They had quite large audiences. The police simply 
insisted that they should not block traffic. 

And then came one Sunday when they were holding 
a street meeting, and some police officer made some 
arrests and jailed some of these Communists. The very 
next morning, on Monday early, Captain William Hynes, 
Red Hynes, came into my office and introduced himself. 
He was wrathful, not a^.nst the Gommunists just now, 
but against the police officer who had made the arrest. 
He said, "Those people were within the law, within 
their constitutional rights, and I am for constitutional 
rights no matter who is hurt, and when some policeman 
goes over and makes an arrest the way this man did 
yesterday without my knowledge, there is going to 
be plenty of trouble." 

I said, "Well, Captain, didn't you make an 
arrest only last week over near Echo Park?" 

He said, "Yes, they insisted upon making soapbox 
speeches right out in front of Angelus Temple when 
the people were going in for service there. They 
were disturbing the meeting, they were disturbing 
the peace of the neighborhood. Over in Boyle Heights, 
it's a business district, and everybody anticipates 
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that there will he such a meeting. The people enjoy 
it. They come out and they have a right to. There's 
no law on the statute hooks against it." 

So as I say, many of my friends have often 
found it difficult to helieve that Hynes came in to 
explain to the mayor that an arrest of Communists had 
been made in violation of the Communist's civil liberties. 

Also along about that time, possibly it was in 
1937* although some of it may have gone over into 
1938, there was a gang war on between various factions 
of the cleaners and dyers industry In Los Angeles. 
It was getting pretty serious. There had been some 
acts of sabotage committed. The mayor got repre-
sentatives of the industry into his office one day. 
The office was filled with them—there must have been 
fifty or sixty of them present. 

With them came a member of the Water and Power 
Commission, Alfred Lushing. After some kind of an 
agreement had been reached that they should compromise 
their differences and stop the fight or there would 
be arrests and prosecutions on both sides, and as the 
meeting was breaking up and several entered into 
conversation with the mayor (I think some newspaper-
men were there), A1 Lushing in the back of the room 
got hold of two or three of the leaders of the 
Industry and within my hearing said, "What you fellows 
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need is a tsar to fix rates, to determine what services 
are to he performed, to settle your disputes with 
your employees, and actually dictate the terms of the 
cleaning and dyeing industry.11 It was agreed then 
and there between three or four of them that the 
mayor should name a tsar to rule the cleaning and 
dyeing industry until the troubles were overcome. 
And of course, the next day A1 Lushing was named, 
because he went up and nominated himself. Later some 
of the trouble recurred, and A1 Lushing was indicted 
for damage done to some cleaning and dyeing establish-
ment that wouldn't obey the orders of the tsar and 
had been subjected to violent sabotage. Lushing was 
sent to the penitentiary. 

I want to recount two or three quite undated 
events that occurred along about this time, mostly 
indicating that there was a tremendous amount of 
routine activity that had nothing to do with politics 
necessarily. One of these events was a visit of 
Postmaster General [James A.] Farley to Los Angeles. 
He was touring the United States in the Interest of 
President Roosevelt's administration, for Farley was 
regarded almost as the unofficial representative of 
President Roosevelt in all political matters. He 
was the man who raised the campaign funds and who 
organized the president's nomination at the conventions 
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and managed the campaigns and so on. Mayor Shaw was 
well acquainted with Postmaster General Parley. 

We went out to the Ambassador Hotel (the mayor 
asked me to go with him) and had a little visit with 
Parley in his suite there. As I remember, our 
particular errand was to deliver to him a very fine 
fishing tackle manufactured by a Los iUigeles man who 
was in that business. This was an outfit that was 
worth several hundred dollars, and was to be taken 
by Parley as a gift to President Roosevelt. Incidentally, 
the manufacturer of this equipment had said that he 
would also like the mayor to find out if the postmaster 
general wouldn't like fishing equipment of the same 
kind, that he would be glad to make him a present of 
the same thing* 

Parley said, "Well, thank the gentleman very 
much, but I'm not a very good fisherman. Pishing is 
not one of my favorite recreations." And then he 
told a story of being out fishing for sailfish, I 
think, off the coast of Florida with a party of 
friends. He said he had been reluctant to go. He 
didn't indulge in that kind of sport, but they 
insisted and so he went along. He said it wasn't 
long before he hooked an enormous fish, and the fish 
was a fighter—it was leaping out of the water and 
tugfeing on the line, and he said after he'd fought 
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with the thing for about half an hour and couldn't 
bring it In, he was surrounded by a whole cabinet of 
advisers telling him what to do and what not to do. 
He finally turned to the man that owned the fishing 
tackle he was holding and said, "Do you value this 
tackle?" And the man said, "Yes, it's very fine 
equipment." Parley said, "Well, then, you take it, 
because if you don't I'm going to let that fish have 
it." [laughter] 

Another visit that we made at the time, in the 
interest of airport development, was to Brigadier 
General H. H. Arnold, who had formerly been Colonel 
Arnold in command at March Field. He had been promoted 
to the rank of a brigadier general. I believe it was 
Frank Doherty or James R. Martin, or both of them, 
who had arranged for Brigadier General Arnold to come 
into the city and have luncheon with the mayor to 
discuss the development of the airport and what 
interest the Army might have in its development, and 
what Brigadier General Arnold felt should be done out 
there to make it available for Army use. The 
luncheon was held in James R. Martin's guest suite in 
the Biltmore Hotel. The mayor and I were there alone 
with the brigadier general. Nobody else came to the 
luncheon, so it was a rather private affair in which 
I was the airport expert, the mayor was the political 
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expert, and General Arnold was the Army Air Force 
specialist. 

We had an extremely interesting conversation 
from which I want to relate one little anecdote. The 
CCC camps were scattered all over the nation at that 
time, and they were under the direct supervision of 
the army authorities in their respective areas. A 
considerable number of them were under the March 
Field detachment of the Air Force, and therefore 
Brigadier General Arnold. He was talking about his 
problems at March Field, and he said that his men, 
the pilots under his command, were required to get 
in so many hours of flight every month, and that a 
very favorite flight of theirs was from March Field 
up to Furnace Creek Inn in Death Valley. They loved 
to fly up there in the morning and have lunch and then 
fly back in the afternoon. It was a very pleasant 
trip for them, and Furnace Creek was a splendid 
place to have lunch. Then, he said, he want on a 
tour by automobile of the various CCC camps of 
Southern California and of Nevada. One of these CCC 
camps was located in Death Valley where the boys 
were doing some useful work. It was in the winter, 
of course, and they went in through Las Vegas and 
from the east. I've forgotten the name of the 
entrance from which they left the area—you go 
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straight south across the desert and out to Baker, 
and that's the way the general went out. He said he 
never saw a more desolate, lonely, forsaken hit of 
land on earth than that between Death Valley and Baker. 
(I suppose the distance is seventy-five miles, maybe, 
across there.) He said that as soon as he got back 
to March Field, he issued an order: no more flying 
to Death Valley, because he realized in driving across 
there in an automobile that if a plane were forced 
down in that area, even though the pilot might make 
a safe landing, he would be just as far from help 
as were the pioneers in the olden days. He didn't 
want any of his pilots lost in the Mojave Desert, so 
he just canceled all of those trips. His men were 
very much disgusted but he did it for their own safety. 

Another little event that I remember at that 
time was the appearance of the Reverend Wendell Miller 
of the University Methodist Church with a group of 
women, including a Mrs. Blatherwick with whom I'd 
had some encounters. She was a kind of a hatchet 
woman, out against all kinds of vice. In her train 
was a Mrs. Chantry. Now, Mrs. Chantry was a woman 
I had known when I was a child. Her son of about my 
age had been a very good friend of mine. But Mrs. 
Chantry was not popular among the Quaker women of 
whom my mother was one. They regarded her as a bit 
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too strenuous. She was too good for their endurance, 
and a woman who is too good for the endurance of a 
Quaker woman, there must he something a hit peculiar 
ahout. 

They came into the mayor's office to protest 
against the burlesque shows on Main Street, that these 
were very evil institutions, that they were very 
wicked, that they were demoralizing, extremely sinful. 
The mayor listened to them very patiently and said 
nothing. (I was present as I usually was on those 
occasions—I've already said that the mayor always wanted 
a witness in any conference of that kind.) Mrs. 
Chantry didn't recognize me and I didn't introduce 
myself. 

At the end of the presentation hy this committee, 
this self-elected righteous delegation, I remember 
the mayor said, "Well, that's all very interesting, 
and certainly these conditions that you tell about 
in the burlesque shows would seem to be very wicked 
but," he said, "the police don't seem to do anything 
about them. They let them go on. The reports I get 
from the police are that they're not breaking any 
laws, and they keep them closely watched." He said, 
"But before I can do anything more I must know how 
you happen to be familiar with these wicked shows. 
Have you seen any of them?" 
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And they all said ye3, they had attended the 
burlesque shows. 

The mayor said, "Well, I can't say of my own 
knowledge, because I never go to such places." 

I think that conference broke up then and there. 
We were also having some troubles of a small sort 

with a rabble-rouser by the name of Robert Noble. He 
was a man whom I had met on several occasions, though 
I haven't the slightest recollection of how or when 
my meetings with him began. I regarded him as a 
fanatic and I believe as psychopathic. He was 
always jumping from one movement to another, always 
trying to organize something, and usually he would 
get a certain following of fanatical ill-balanced 
people. Just at the moment he was trying to see 
what he could do about old-age pensions. Remember 
that Dr. [Francis E.] Townsend of Long Beach was the 
national leader in the old-age pension movement, but 
it was a good enough game that a number of people 
tried to hitch their wagon to that particular star, 
and Robert Noble was one of them. Frequently he had 
groups of elderly people picketing the City Hall to 
accomplish nobody knows what or how. He gave us 
some difficulty. 

Quite aside from all this, I recall (I believe 
it was in 1938) a visit of the British admiral of 
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the British American Fleet* to Los Angeles. His 
fleet amounted to a very small command that had its 
headquarters, I think, in Bermuda: he had a few 
destroyers and some submarines probably. He made a 
trip up the Pacific coast every few years to Vancouver, 
and then returned. He was an elderly man and had 
been given the rank of admiral, I'm quite sure, in 
order that he might deal on equal terms with the top 
officials of the United States Navy. He was an 
amiable chap, very pleasant. We were advised of his 
coming several weeks in advance by the British 
Consulate in Los Angeles, and when he arrived to pay 
his respects to the mayor in the City Hall he was 
accompanied by the consulate staff all in white 
uniforms, as well as his own fleet staff. 

But there came one of the little blunders that 
sometimes occur in protocol. We had sent an auto-
mobile down to the harbor to bring him up. I had 
made arrangements with the mayor and his whole staff 
that there should be a brief recess of other events 
in the mayor's office at the time the admiral was 
due to arrive, and those things are always very 
meticulously timed. The admiral was due to appear 

* 
The term refers to ships of the British fleet 
stationed in American waters. 
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perhaps at two o'clock or two-thirty in the afternoon, 
and we expected him on the dot. I was out at the 
Spring Street entrance to receive them when they 
arrived and escort them into the mayor's office. It 
had heen arranged that he would go directly in, that 
he would not he Interrupted hy any secretaries on the 
way, and that the office should he cleared of all 
other visitors. These visits are usually quite brief. 

I waited, and the time came for the Admiral's 
arrival and there wasn't anyone there. I commenced 
to worry. I rushed back into the mayor's office to 
see if they had gotten any word of delay. No message 
had come. As I started back out to the Spring Street 
entrance, I saw the admiral with his staff coming up 
the hallway from the garage entrance to the City Hall, 
led by the police officer who had been sent down to 
drive them into the city. What I told that police 
officer afterwards was enough to make his ears burn 
for a weekl Of course, I apologized to the admiral 
for being brought through the back door of the City 
Hall as I took him on into the mayor's office. He 
was very kind and smiled and said, "Well, those 
things happen." 

He had his little visit with the mayor in my 
presence, and then as we left the mayor's office, one 
of the admiral's aides said, "Sir, would it be possible 
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for us to delay long enough to go up in the tower?" 
The Admiral said, "Why, yes, I think that can he 

arranged." 
So at once I commandeered an elevator. Now you 

know, you go up to the twenty-third or -fourth floor 
and then you transfer to the tower elevator. But I 
commandeered an elevator at once with no other passengers 
aboard to shoot us straight through to the floor 
where we made the change to the tower elevator, 
learning on the way that the admiral's crew had heen 
given no liberty here in Los Angeles and that they 
had had no opportunity to ace the city. They were 
extremely anxious to have things pointed out to them 
from the tower—they were all very pleasant young men, 
and I assisted the consular staff in pointing out to 
them Hollywood and Beverly Hills, and what various 
buildings and areas around the city were. 

Then we started down. Now, the tower elevator 
was operated by a very small elderly man. He must 
have been well past seventy. In these days, with 
city pensions, which didn't exist at that time except 
for firemen and policemen, a man of that age would 
have long since been retired, but he held onto that 
job because it was his only means of livelihood. On 
the way up he had addressed the admiral and said, "Sir, 
I believe you are from Ireland, are you not?" 
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The admiral said, "Yes, I'm Irish." 
The little elevator man said, "And you're from 

such-and-such a place, are you not?" 
And when the admiral said, "Yes," the elevator 

man said, "Sir, I was horn within a few miles of 
there myself. That was my home as I was a hoy." 

After our visit to the tower, on the return, the 
admiral engaged the old man in conversation. As we 
left the elevator (the little elevator man himself 
being in white uniform as were the admiral and the 
consular staff and all of the admiral's aides), the 
admiral first stepped out, and as he went he saluted 
the elevator operator. Then all of the others 
followed in turn and saluted this little hundred-
dollar-a-month man. I thought it was a very kindly 
gesture, and that old man probably remembered to his 
last days the time when he was saluted by the admiral 
of the British American Fleet. 

Another incident that followed that very shortly 
was the arrival of the Japanese admiral in Los Angeles. 
This was a very stiff and formal occasion. The 
Japanese admiral spoke little English, and that with 
some difficulty. Of course, his visit was arranged 
by the Japanese consul general in this city. It was 
brief. I remember little about It except that he 
presented the mayor with some little gift and there 
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was a return of gift in accordance with the Oriental 
fashion. It was an affair that had us a bit nervous 
because it was so stiff and so formal, and neither 
the mayor nor I were quite used to that kind of thing. 

Also I remember the visit of an Ethiopian official. 
I don't recall his position, but he was very high in 
Haile Selassie's administration. We had a somewhat 
embarrassing and a rather amusing aspect to that visit. 
The Negroes of Los Angeles, especially those of means 
and influence, were tremendously enthusiastic about 
the visit of an Ethiopian. They assumed that he was 
a Negro. Of course, anybody who knows the ethnology 
of the Ethiopians knows that they do not consider 
themselves to be Negroes at all. They consider them-
selves to be Semitic, that is, the high caste 
Ethiopians; the jungle Ethiopian is Negroid as much 
as any other natives of Africa. But the Negroes were 
all excited, and they virtually took over the reception 
for this Ethiopian official. He was bewildered. They 
took him to a Negro hotel. He couldn't understand, 
I know he never did understand, what this was all about, 
why he was being entertained by the Negroes instead 
of the whites of the city, I don't think he resented 
it, but he was confused, he didn't understand. 

Another occasion was the visit of the Liberian 
secretary of the treasury to Los Angeles. He was a 



759-

very interesting chap, and of course, quite properly, 
the Negroes made much of his visit and provided the 
banquet and the hotel accommodations—or possibly he 
stayed at the home of some well-to-do Negro in the city. 
But this time it was the Negroes of Los Angeles who 
were somewhat embarrassed, for the Liberlan secretary 
of the treasury spoke with a marked Oxford accent 
which they scarcely understood, while he had some 
difficulty understanding their Alabama-Mississippi-
Louisiana vocabulary. 

I want just to mention a visit, I think in 1938* 
from a member of the city council or whatever the 
name is of the governing body of Karachi, Pakistan. 
That man, like the Cuban president-elect, was especially 
interested in our water system and our aqueducts, and 
we saw to it that he had an opportunity to look over 
the whole situation. He said that Karachi's problem 
was very much the same as that of Los Angeles with 
reference to water supply. I remember he later 
became the mayor of Karachi, and for a number of years 
I got Christmas cards from him. 

But the most interesting visit of all to me was 
that of Herbert Morrison, who came, I think, probably 
in 1958. Herbert Morrison, who later was deputy prime 
minister under Attlee's administration in the British 
government, was at that time president of the London 
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County Council, which is tantamount to "being mayor of 
London. The Lord Mayor of London is a figurehead, 
a ceimonial person, while the president of the London 
County Council actually presides over the official 
governing body of greater London. I was quite excited 
myself to learn that Herbert Morrison was coming to 
the city. I knew a great deal of his position in the 
labor government in the Labor Party. I believe he 
held some cabinet position in the earlier Labor 
government there, and afterward he was, I think, 
secretary of state for foreign affairs under Attlee. 
He was touring the United States visiting the big 
cities and going on eventually around the world, study-
ing municipal problems everywhere. He already knew 
the municipal governments of Europe thoroughly. I 
suppose there was no more widely experienced, more 
thoroughly read expert on municipal government that 
this former coal miner, Herbert Morrison. 

He arrived alone at the City Hall. He was not 
accompanied by the British consul. We had been 
advised by the State Department and the British 
consul of his Intended visit and we had the hour 
reserved on the mayor's calendar. He came in alone— 
apparently he didn't want to be accompanied by anybody. 
He had sent word ahead that he wasn't to give any 
speeches In Los Angeles. His visit would he entirely 
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informal. He wanted no banquets, no dinners, no 
luncheons, nothing official at all. I remember he 
was a rather stout man. He looked like a laboring 
man. His clothes were not well pressed, it seems to 
me, although this may be simply the atmosphere he 
created rather than the fact that he wore a blue shirt: 
he sat down in a comfortable chair close to the 
mayor's desk and hung one knee over the arm of the 
chair and lit his pipe, and chatted most intelligently. 
He asked questions, he made comments, and he stuck to 
the subject, the problems of municipal government, 
although there were pleasant little familiar chatty 
remarks on the side. 

I had briefed the mayor in advance on who Herbert 
Morrison was: his age, his career, his position in 
the British Labor Party and his previous position 
under the Ramsey MacDonald administration in the 
cabinet, and his prospects, if the Labor Party ever 
came back into power, of being in a very high place. 
I participated in the conversation. The mayor, by 
this time, was expecting me, if I were Interested, 
to have a part in all of these meetings, and this, 
to me, was one of the very fine experiences of being 
in the mayor's office. I'm sorry that I can't put 
my finger on the date. There were no newspapermen 
present. As I remember, he said he didn't want to be 
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interviewed. He'd rather the newspapers didn't even 
know that he was In town. So no newspapermen were 
present, just the mayor, Herbert Morrison, and myself. 

I do want to add one other little recollection 
of something that happened twenty years later when 
my wife and I were in Westminster Abbey in London, 
and we were just looking around without benefit of a 
guide. I was attracted by an American party going 
through juot behind us. They had a guide, and this 
guide was telling them the significance of all the 
various places, particularly the inscriptions on the 
tombs that are in the floor of the Abbey. He stopped 
at the tomb of the Webbs and made a quite long speech 
about who Beatrice and Sidney Webb were. I thought 
his enthusiasm was a little extraordinary, considering 
the rapidity with which he had passed over some other 
tombs close by, so I watched, because I think the 
very next tomb was that of Herbert Morrison who had 
recently died. There he delivered an oration, telling 
about how this man had arisen from the coal mines to 
be one of the great leaders of Britain particularly 
during World War II and in the Labor government 
immediately following, and what wonderful things he 
had done for the working people of Great Britain. I 
there and then suspeoted the politics of this 
Westminster Abbey guide. 
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But now to go back to the mayor's office. Early 
in November, 1937, I think it was November 9» I got 
the mayor to attend a conference of mayors which was 
being held that year in New York or Philadelphia or 
Washington—my recollection is that it was being held 
in Philadelphia* I got him on the taain with his 
briefcase packed, I usually boarded the train with 
him and sat there and gave him last-minute briefing 
until the conductor warned all visitors to get off 
unless they wanted to go on east somewhere. I got 
off the train and hurried across the street to where 
my wife had our car waiting, and then we started off 
on a two-week vacation. I had long since learned 
that the only safe time for me to go out of town was 
when the mayor was also out of town. We had planned 
to take a really full two weeks this time—the mayor 
had said to take as long as I wanted, but I knew I 
didn't dare do that. 

We went that day to Phoenix. I'd never been in 
Phoenix before. This was in the fall so the weather 
was ideal in Arizona and New Mexico, The next day 
we went down to Casa Grande south of Phoenix. I'd 
always wanted to see Casa Grande, which is extremely 
interesting to anybody who has been as deeply interested 
in anthropology and sociology as I have been. It is 
really a seven-story mud apartment house built by some 
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long-forgotten Indians a number of centuries ago, 
possibly four or five hundred years ago. It is a 
national monument under government supervision, with 
a small museum and naturalist guides to show you 
around. We went up into the Casa which is a very 
impressive adobe structure—it is quite astonishing 
that Indians in those days could have built such a 
thing, a skyscraper standing out there in the middle 
of the desert. The well-supported theory is that 
Casa Grande was built by former cliff dwellers from 
up near what's called Montezuma's Castle in the neighbor-
hood of Flagstaff, that they had left their cliff 
dwellings and moved down there, and that since there 
were no cliffs they had constructed one. Of course, 
they took to the cliffs in the first place, not only 
in Montezuma's Castle but on to the north in the Mesa 
Verde region, as places of security where they could 
not very well be reached by enemies. 

But surrounding Casa Grande was something that 
I had not heard about and had not anticipated, the 
ruins of a very large village of one-story adobe 
dwellings, some of them almost intact, others in ruins, 
I went into the museum. We were in a hurry to get on 
to Tucson that night, but I couldn't resist going into 
the museum to ask a few questions and, of course, to 
see some of the relics there. I asked the curator in 
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the museum if the people who inhabited the village 
about the Casa Grande were not of a different tribe, 
a different language group, than those who inhabited 
the Casa. He said yes, they were, that their artifacts 
were not the same. He said, "We don't know where the 
people in the Casa went, but they disappeared. We 
don't know whatever became of them, but the people who 
lived in the village around here are the ancestors 
of the present Pimas south of Tucson. They migrated 
down there." 

"Well," I said,"won't you tell me this: were they 
not subordinate to the Inhabitants of the Casa?" 

"Yes," he said, "they were. They were practically 
slaves. They did the work on the irrigated farms 
that they had around here (the remains of the irriga-
tion canals are still to be seen), and the people who 
lived in the Casa were the upper caste. But how in 
the world did you guess?" 

I said, "Simply from sociological principles. 
If they had two types of dwellings, they are two 
different peoples: the one that has the central 
dwelling was obviously the military, warlike element, 
as the Pimas never have been; they were the conquering 
element and they were the upper caste." 

The guide, to my egotistical satisfaction, was 
very much impressed by my discernment of the facts 
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simply from sociological theory. 
We went on to Tucson that night, and the next 

day, which I remember was Armistice Day, we went on 
to Tombstone, having previously spent a few minutes 
visiting my old newspaper office in Tucson, and on to 
Tombstone and Douglas and Bisbee. The next day we 
went through Lordsburg, New Mexico, and Las Cruces, 
on down to El Paso, We spent a night with my wife's 
cousin, the sister, incidentally, of the wife of the 
present Governor [John H.] Burns of Hawaii. She took 
us over to Juarez for the evening. The next day we 
went on to Carlsbad Caverns, and spent the night at 
Roswell, New Mexico, where in the restaurant as we 
were having dinner I picked up a local newspaper and 
read that the mayor had addressed the conference of 
mayors in the East with the speech that I had prepared 
for him. We spent two or three days then in Santa Pe 
and Taos, which to me were fascinating places. 

Then we went on to Flagstaff where I expected to 
have a salary check in the mail. I had instructed 
my secretary before I left Los Angeles that while I 
was taking enough money along with me to make the 
trip, that just in case of emergency it might be well 
if I had my salary check. It would be due before I 
got to Flagstaff, and she could just mall It there 
to me in general delivery. But when I went to the 
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post office there was no mail for me, and rather 
wondering hut not particularly concerned, we went on 
up to the Grand Canyon, spent a couple of days there, 
and then went eastward out to Cameron and over to 
Tuba City on the Navaho reservation. 

All the way up from Santa Fe and Taos, we had 
stopped off at two or three pueblos on the way, 
notably the Santa Clara Pueblo. We were interested 
at Santa Clara to find that they made the same kind 
of pottery there as the famous San Ildefonso pottery. 
We drove in in the evening on the way back from Taos 
to Santa Fe to this village, which Is only two or 
three miles off the highway. We didn't have time to 
go to San Ildefonso, and we did want to see something 
less visited by the tourist than Taos. We drove into 
the center, and immediately the squaws came out of 
their houses and formed a little semicircle without 
saying a word. When we got out of the car, each 
spread a cloth down in front of her and put her 
pottery on it. They said nothing except in answer 
to questions; we went from one to another, picked 
out a few things that we wanted, and paid for them, 
and they picked up their pottery and went on back, 
with no haggling, no attempted salesmanship, no 
pressure. That we bought anything at all seemed to 
be quite satisfactory. 
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But we did have one satisfaction at this pueblo 
that we had failed to get at Taos. We had been very-
anxious to see the interior of some of their dwellings, 
hut at Taos it was not permitted. Down at Santa Clara, 
as we drove out, we saw a whole heap of shelled corn, 
a big mound of it there on a tarpaulin In front of 
one of the adobe houses. My wife had seen this same 
colored corn in the stores in Santa Fe and insisted 
she wanted several ears of it to bring home. This 
great heap of corn looked just like a mound of gold 
nuggets in the evening sunlight. Behind it, in front 
of her doorway, stood this squaw of the establishment. 
I stopped and asked her if she had any corn in the 
ear that was unshelled. She said, yes, she had some, 
and if we would wait a minute she would get some ears 
for us. And she added, "While you're waiting, won't 
you step in?" 

So we had an invitation to see the inside of 
this adobe house of two rooms only. Dirt floor, 
white-washed mud walls, and the place was immaculate, 
it was simple but clean. An iron bedstead, the bed 
clean and well made. She did her cooking at a little 
fireplace where she also burned her pottery, and in 
accurate, technical terms she told my wife how she 
made her pottery, how she colored and decorated and 
burned it. You would nave thought you were speaking 
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to a university graduate, and maybe we were, for all 
I know. 

When we returned to Flagstaff, there was still 
no mail for me. Then I knew something had gone wrong, 
hut whatever it was, I assumed it would be straightened 
out. We went down through Oak Greek Canyon and Jerome, 
and spent the next night at Frescott. I believe it 
was there that I picked up the newspaper and read of 
the moving mountain in Los Angeles that was about to 
slide over and bury the city. Of course, that was 
merely amusing to me, because I knew there wasn't any 
mountain anywhere that could slide over and bury Los 
Angeles, and especially no mountain in the location 
identified In the press dispatch, Elysian Park. 

But I (fecided I'd better get home in a hurry. 
We started the next morning and came down through 
Blythe and Indio, arriving in Los Angeles early the 
next morning. I thought I'd better get down to the 
mayor's office, because I knew he had returned to 
Los Angeles by this time and that this moving mountain 
was a problem that needed my attention as well as his. 

Well, he was waiting for me all right, and we 
went at once with the city engineer, Lloyd Aldrich, 
out to Buena Vista Hill in Elysian Park to see what 
the condition was there. It was really pretty bad. 
Nobody wa3 hurt, but some water mains were broken, 
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and a considerable stretch of Riverside Drive was 
obstructed completely. I believe a bakery building 
across the street from the park had been demolished— 
the boulders had rolled down and wrecked that. Some 
minor damage was done. 

The mayor at once ordered that there he a meeting 
of the various heads of departments with the city 
engineer in Mr. Aldrich's office. There were representa-
tives of the Department of Water and Power and the 
Park Department there. I think there was somebody 
from the city attorney's office, and the mayor sent 
me up to represent him. We had as a consultant a 
geologist from the California Institute of Technology. 
He had inspected the slide and assured us that this 
wasn't the first one that had ever occurred there. 
He said, "There's been another one rather recently 
that has come down in the same place, and probably 
there will be others to follow in years to come." 
Well, when he said there had been another one rather 
recently, we all looked at each other in astonishment 
because no one there remembered any slide. Then he 
laughed and said, "Well, what I mean by recently is 
probably about five hundred years ago." He said 
that to a geologist, that is recent. He told us that 
the difficulty was that the strata there had their 
toe, as he called it, against a fault line that 
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crossed the Los Angeles River bed Just below the 
park, and that the strata had been cut by the roadway 
so their toe didn't rest against anything. He said, 
"As long as you maintain a roadway there, you're 
going to have slides, unless you can put in retaining 
walls that will really hold them." 

Well, Riverside Drive was cleared off in a few 
days and some temporary work was done down in the 
river channel} some very strong retaining walls were 
put in. I suppose his prediction of another slide 
will be validated in another five hundred years, but 
I don't intend to stick around to see it. 

Along about this time, of course, I found out 
what the salary situation was. Anthony Pratt, 
executive secretary of the Municipal League, had gotten 
out a temporary injunction against the city controller 
and the city treasurer, forbidding them to pay salaries 
to any of the considerable number of city employees 
who were exempted from Civil Service. He maintained 
that all of these people should be on Civil Service. 
How, they included the entire staff of the city 
attorney's office, all of the secretaries to the 
members of the City Council, myself in the mayor's 
office, and a number of people in the Department of 
Water and Power who had been appointed somehow or 
another exempt from Civil Service. The mayor immediately 
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tried to get an opinion from the city attorney hold-
ing that I was in a professional capacity and there-
fore hy charter provision exempt from Civil Service. 
The city attorney refused to give such an opinion, 
although later he gave an opinion of the identical 
sort to Mayor Bowron with respect to a field 
secretary, and still later I believe a similar opinion 
was given by a succeeding city attorney to Mayor 
Poulson. But in my case he said, "No, it can't be done." 

So the mayor called in an attorney, said that he 
was paying the bills, that I didn't need to worry 
about the legal fee, and that my case was to be made 
the test case since I seemed to be at the top of the 
list of all those people who hadn't gotten any salary 
check. The mayor told me also that he would see to 
it that I had money to live on, that I didn't need 
to worry about that. The attorney, instead of 
fighting the suit, went to the city attorney's office 
and pointed out that a large part of his staff was 
in the same predicament and that the City Council 
secretaries were also in the same difficulty, and 
that he felt the City Council might be interested in 
settling the matter. With that kind of a problem 
pointed out to him, the city attorney did what the 
City Charter allows him to do, to recommend to the 
City Council any kind of a settlement he thinks is 
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in the interest of the city. He went into the City 
Council within a day or two and advised them to 
settle this suit of mine and all of the other possible 
suits by compromise, the compromise to be payment in 
full. 

We all got our pay, but the injumction still 
stood, and it was confirmed by court. So we had to 
be rushed into Civil Service examinations. When I 
came up for my Civil Service examination, I remember 
they told me that there was only one other competitor, 
some unknown chap from Hollywood who had filed for 
the examination, and when they gave him the oral test 
he couldn't answer a single question. I answered 
all of the questions, although after I had answered 
them I told the examiner, "This is very amusing to me. 
You didn't study my job. I've answered your questions, 
but not a single question you asked had anything to 
do with the job that I perform. I just happen to 
know the city government pretty well." 

The upshot of Anthony Pratt's effort was to put 
all of us on Civil Service instead of getting us all 
fired as he had hoped to do. My job thereafter was 
a Civil Service position. 

On the twenty-ninth of December, 1937, the City 
Council adopted a rather drastic antipicketing 
ordinance for the city of Los Angeles. It was under 
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tremendous pressure from a lot of the manufacturers, 
the Chamber of Commerce, the Merchants and Manufacturers 
Association, and various business groups in the city, 
and hy a vote of nine to six it adopted the ordinance 
forbidding picketing of any kind. It was quite 
drastic. Immediately, of course, the issue then came 
to the mayor's office. The mayor had ten days in 
which to approve or veto the ordinance. He was at 
once the target of all forces pro and con. 

Almost immediately after New Year's Day he set 
up a series of meetings in his office. They lasted 
for three days. I was present throughout all of 
them. On the first day, he had the businessmen tell 
why they thought he should approve the ordinance. 
It was a rather long meeting; perhaps eight or ten 
of the leading businessmen of the city spoke, or 
their attorneys addressed the mayor. Newspapermen 
were all present. They were not public meetings but 
they were open to publication. The next day had the 
union men and the Municipal League and the Civil 
Liberties people all there, and they made their 
speeches. He questioned both groups very sharply. 
On the third day he had both of them there together 
and let them carry on a debate, answer each other. 
It was all quite orderly but very heated. 

Then early on the morning of the sixth of January 
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when he had, I think, only one day left to decide, 
he called me on the telephone, and he said, "I am 
coming hy with my car to pick you up. I'm going to 
write my message to the City Council on the picketing." 
He didn't intimate to me on the telephone which way 
it was going to go. 

We got in the car. He didn't tell me where we 
were going until we were well out westward on 
Wilshire Boulevard, and then he turned to me and 
said, "Well, Harold, I'm going to veto the ordinanoe. 
We're going out to the Hiviera Golf Club where I have 
engaged a suite of rooms for the day, and you are to 
write the veto message, because I want my action 
explained in detail. I don't think it is a proper 
ordinance, but I want i+ especially stressed that I 
think it is unconstitutional." 

"Well," I said, "but the city attorney has 
already drafted his ordinance, and he's given the 
City Council an opinion that it is constitutional." 

The mayor went ahead with the conversation and 
pointed out to me the respect in which, although he 
was not an attorney, he felt that It was unconstitutional. 
He made a pretty good C 5LS8 out of it as we drove 
westward on out to the Hiviera Golf Club. We had 
breakfast as we continued our conversation, and we 
went up to the suite that he had engaged and continued 
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our conversation until he said, "Now you have it all 
down there in your notes what I want to say—prepare 
a preliminary draft while I take a nap." 

It took me perhaps an hour and a half, handwritten 
on a legal tablet, just to make a sketch of what I 
thought needed to go in it. Then I woke him up, we 
discussed the matter further, he made some additional 
suggestions, and he said, "Now, what do you have to 
do in order to get this in shape?" 

I said, "I must go back to the office and spend 
a couple of hours in the law library finding support 
for your points. Then we'll type it. I think I had 
best type a rough draft first for my own purposes, 
rather than dictate it, and then I will keep my 
secretary as late tonight as necessary to turn out 
the final draft." 

That we did. It was twenty-seven hundred words 
long. I saw it as it was reprinted in the Illustrated 
Daily News in full. I'm still proud of that veto 
message as I wrote it. The mayor's veto was sustained 
by the City Council by a vote of eleven to four. For 
twenty-four hours or more, he was the hero of the 
laboring element and all the liberals of Los Angeles. 
The city attorney was exceedingly unhappy because he 
had written the ordinance. He knew who had written 
the veto message and he knew who had done the legal 
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research, and to have a person who wasn't even a lawyer 
outwit him at legal research made him a very unhappy 
man for quite some time, although personally he never 
showed it to me. He was always on the surface friendly. 
The businessmen of the city were disgruntled. 

Strangely, however, when it came to events that 
followed, we found that the labor support was not 
captured by the mayor. They deserted almost immediately. 
Now that is an important part of the mayor's defeat 
in September, 1938 that has never been published, that 
the mayor sacrificed himself for organized labor and 
did it knowing that he was going to have trouble with 
the businessmen, with the downtown interests, with 
the manufacturers, with the people who put up the 
money for campaigns. That is a story I'm very glad 
to tell and that I think it is extremely important 
to have recorded somewhere. I've never written it down. 

Now late in December, I think, or it may have 
been early in January, I had a meeting with Earle 
Kynette, an acting police captain. By this time the 
troubles with Clifford Clinton were getting very 
serious. He was defeated by the majority of the 
Grand Jury on an effort to indict various city officials. 
They wouldn't go along with him, so he commenced to 
denounce the majority of the Grand Jury, There were 
various anti-Shaw meetings being held around over the 
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city. The only time I met Earle Kynette was when he 
came into the office to report to me on such a meet-
ing that had heen held one night at the German 
Methodist Episcopal Church. He gave me the names 
of a number of the persons present whom he recognised 
including some known ex-convicts and racketeers, 
along with a lot of very honest and almost too earnest 
liberals. I made my notes and he want his way. 



CHAPTER XIX 
MAYOR SHAW'S OFFICE: 1938 

On January 14, 1938, a very serious critical 
event happened. While Mayor Shaw was In the East, I 
believe in Washington on another effort to obtain 
relief project money for the city, and while his 
secretary, Lieutenant Shaw and Chief of Police Jim 
Davis were in Mexico City with the police pistol 
team, there occurred the bombing of Harry Raymond, 
an old-time private detective hired by Clifford 
Clinton to run down evidence against the Shaw admini-
stration. Harry Raymond was nearly killed when the 
bomb ignited as he stepped on the starter in his car 
where the bomb was concealed under the hood. 

Harry Raymond I had then never met and I didn't 
know him by sight, although I recall meeting him 
when he introduced himwelf to me several years later 
when I was In federal court attending a trial there. 
I don't recall what the trial was or why I happened 
to be there, but I w§s suddenly startled when a chap 
came up, sat down beside me, and introduced himself 
as Harry Raymond. He was very friendly and wanted 
to know what I was doing. By this time he had covered 
from the effects of the bomb, and he was getting 
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around under his own power without difficulty. 
Lieutenant Shaw heard of the bombing while he 

was in Mexico City and promptly returned to Los Angeles. 
Lieutenant Shaw got here first—the mayor was on his 
way home hy way of Union Pacific. Lieutenant Shaw 
conferred with me and looked the situation over, and 
since the administration was under attack he felt 
that the mayor should he pretty well briefed before 
he got into the state as to what was going on. So 
he had me take a plane, fly out to Las Vegas, and meet 
the mayor's train out there at about one or one-thirty 
in the morning. The mayor had received a telegram 
at Salt Lake City saying that I would board the 
train at Las Vegas. 

I did so, and met him very early in the morning, 
at six-thirty or seven o'clock, for breakfast. We 
had a talk in the dining car, and I explained to him 
what the situation was, showed him newspaper clippings 
of the last few days, and stayed there and talked with 
him about what kind of a statement he would make, for 
he knew that he would be surrounded by newspaper 
reporters the minute he got into the city. 

Actually, when we got to Barstow, I looked out 
the window and saw three or four Los Angeles newspaper 
reporters whom I knew coming out of the station and 
heading for the train. 
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I told the mayor what was going on. He recognized 
the men, too, and I said, "I think I had better duck 
out of sight, because you're not supposed to he 
hriefed on this. You're supposed to think on the spur 
of the moment." 

So I disappeared and went back to my Pullman 
accommodations, a roomette where I closed myself in. 
I saw more newspapermen board the train at San Bernardino, 
but being In my sleeper compartment I did not appear 
publicly until we left the train at the east Los Angeles 
station where the mayor's car had come to pick him 
up so that he wouldn't get into the jam at the main 
station. There there were still more newspapermen 
and they were all demanding statements. 

Then one of them noticed me and said, I think, 
even before I got off the train, "Where did you come 
from?" 

I said, "Oh, I just got on, same as you did," 
which was the truth. As the train had pulled in, I 
had stepped off and gotten hack in again. But they 
never knew that I had been aboard for most of the night 
and all morning. 

The mayor issued statements to the effect that 
every effort would be made to detect and punish the 
persons guilty of the explosion in Harry Raymond's 
car. He begged people not to jump to conclusions, and 
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pointed out that Harry Raymond due to his profession 
had many enemies, some of them politically involved 
and some not, and that he, himself, was a man of 
rather fragrant reputation and conceivably not 
incapable of having rigged the bomb himself with the 
intention of creating evidence against the police 
officers whom he knew were spying on him. It was a 
matter of knowledge to the mayor and the chief of 
police and I suppose to Lieutenant Shaw that they 
had counterspies against Harry Raymond who was out 
spying on them. 

But public sentiment was urged on by the Clinton 
organization which was known as CIVIC. I don't 
recall what the initials were for—it was just a 
clever selection of initials for an organization of 
rather pretentious proportions. His organization, of 
course, urged on public sentiment against the Shaw 
administration, and he managed to associate with him 
a lot of evangelical preachers of the city. The 
situation was really boiling and bubbling with charges 
and countercharges, mainly to the effect that the 
Shaw administration had tried to blow up Harry Raymond. 
The conservative Times decried all of the uproar, 
although the Times had been opposed to the election 
of Mayor Shaw in 1933 and had been frequently rather 
cool toward his administration. But the Tinges was by 
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disposition opposed to recall and by disposition 
very much in favor of Chief Davis, whom Mayor Shaw 
had consistently supported. The position that the 
Time3 took forced the Examiner, in accordance with 
journalistic tradition to take the other side. Any-
one who knows newspapers knows that if there are two 
principal papers in any community, particularly in 
any metropolitan area, and one of them comes out with 
the strong position, the other must take the opposing 
position. Usually a newspaper tries to d eclare its 
position first so it will have the choice of which 
side it will take. That leaves the other paper to 
take what's left. The Examiner was well aided by 
the Illustrated Daily News, which was published and 
edited by Manchester Boddy, and by the Hollywood Citizen, 
both of which had their own special reasons to be 
dissatisfied with the Shaw administration, and both 
of which were at that moment struggling to exist 
through considerable financial difficulties by the 
usual newspaper tactics of resorting to scandalmongering 
techniques. 

How Kynette and his police teammates, Lieutenants 
Roy Allen and Ered A. Browne, were ultimately indicted 
on charges of attempted murder. Chief Davis's usual 
bull-in-the-china-shop methods didn't help the Shaw 
administration any under such circumstances. Davis 
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would bluster out a denial of anything and everything 
one day, and then the next day he would completely 
reverse himself and blunder back in the other direction 
with equal fortitude. So in the midst of tremendous 
uproar throughout the city, the case of Kynette, 
Allen and Browne went to trial sometime in April, 1938. 

Dixon; Who was the special prosecutor there? 
Storyj The prosecutor was Joe Fainer, Joe Falner was brought 

in as the special prosecutor, I think, because the 
district attorney, Burdn [H.] Pitts, was himself in 
some political hot water and he didn't want to handle 
the matter. He had been supported, indeed, his 
campaign had been managed by Lieutenant Shaw back in 
1936, and if it hadn't been for the assistance of 
the Shaws in 1936 Buron Pitts would never have been 
re-elected that year. He was losing out on his 
popularity as a war hero by this time, and people 
were commencing to get extremely doubtful of him. 

Well, throughout the trial of these three police 
officers the courtroom was a theater of highly emotional 
scenes. At times the judge had to threaten the people 
in the audience and the witnesses with contempt of 
court proceedings if they didn't quiet down. It was 
anything but a judicial atmosphere, 

Joe Shaw remained in the office, but he was out 
of office as secretary to the mayor, A large part of 
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the time he was away. He was replaced hy Charles 
Welsh. Now, Charles Welsh was a man, I believe, who 
had come up from seme clerical position of responsi-
bility in the police department, although he was not 
a police officer. He moved in to Lieutenant Shaw's 
desk and took care of the routine business of the 
office, although Lieutenant Shaw came In from time to 
time rather frequently. He remained in the background 
and really moved his activities into another office 
in the mayor's suite, where he would be somewhat less 
conspicuous, but he didn't make any effort to hide his 
presence in the City Hall. He became the principal 
target of the enemies of the Shaw administration. 
Many prominent citizens, indeed, including my old 
friend, Frank Doherty, the attorney, liked Mayor Shaw 
personally, but they were affronted by Lieutenant 
Shaw's rather brusque and often military abruptness. 

Charles Welsh and I often met for a half-hour 
of conversation early in the morning. I would drop 
into his office or he into mine, often ostensibly and 
truly for the purpose of discussing the day's calendar 
of activities and being sure that all of the office 
staff was coordinated, that everything was in readiness 
for the mayor's appointments. But our conversation 
almost invariably drifted to the subject of Lieutenant 
Shaw and the predicament that his presence in the 
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office created. We "both felt very strongly that the 
mayor's situation would he considerably strengthened 
if the lieutenant would simply step out and disappear 
somewhere. The topic of our discussion was how we 
were going to get the mayor to see that Lieutenant 
Shaw had become a political liability. Now, that was 
a question we couldn't solve, because one of Mayor 
Shaw's traits was complete reliance and loyalty to 
those whom he trusted. He wouldn't hear anything 
against anyone in whom he had reposed his trust. 

I remember one very curious situation where he 
had appointed to the Board of Public Works an old-
time traveling salesman friend of his, Paul [G.] 
Hitter, who was by this time president of the Board 
of Public Works. Paul Hitter was a man in whom Mayor 
Shaw had the utmost confidence, as he also had in his 
brother, Lieutenant Joseph Shaw, hut Lieutenant Joseph 
Shaw and Paul Ritter couldn't get on together. It 
took me some little time to discover this, hut I made 
the mistake one time when the mayor was unable to keep 
an important but formal appointment in his office (it 
was some minor visitor to the city who had to be 
received by the mayor, and the mayor had a conflict 
of appointments) of getting Mr. Ritter to come in to 
take his place. In the midst of the handshaking and 
the greetings at the mayor's desk, Lieutenant Shaw 
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happened to step into the room. He took one look and 
disappeared. Within an hour I was called on the 
carpet. Lieutenant Shaw said, "Never, never allow 
that man Hitter to represent the mayor in anything. 
I don't like the man and I don't trust him." So 
that was one of the little minor difficulties of the 
office, where two men who were very close advisers to 
the mayor distrusted each other, and yet the mayor 
would never let go of either one. 

By the way, I still have contacts with Paul 
Hitter and with Lieutenant Shaw. They call me on the 
phone once in a while and I get Christmas cards from 
them. They're both good friends of mine, and when it 
becomes necessary for their own Interests or possibly 
for the interests of some mutual friend of both them 
that they should communicate with each other, they 
communicate through me. They never meet each other, 
they never talk to each other to this day, which is 
a long, long time since. 

But that was the mayor's way of doing things, and 
everybody who knew him had to live with it. Mr. 
Welsh and I never figured out any way to hint to the 
mayor gently that Joseph Shaw might be eased out of 
his position in the City Hall, and that that, we hoped, 
would clear the atmosphere a little bit. 

But one evening when I was working late at my 
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deck after six o'clock at night, Lieutenant 3haw called 
me into his office. I didn't even know that he was 
in the City Hall, hut he called me into his office 
and told me that he was resigning immediately and leav-
ing the city. He wanted me then and there to help 
him prepare a press statement. This, I "believe, was 
about the first of July, 1938. He married the assistant 
secretary, Beulah Fuller, and he did disappear from 
the scene for a little while; but he came back, and 
he was around and active in assisting the mayor in 
many things that came up. He did his best in the cam-
paign that was soon to follow. 

Now there were other things in politics that had 
been keeping us busy through these spring and early 
summer days of 1938. First there was the flood of 
March 1-3, 1938, when the entire San Fernando Valley 
was Inundated. It was a very serious major disaster. 
There were a number of people drowned. There were 
hundreds of homes ruined. The flood damage, much of 
which Isaw in company with the mayor and the city 
engineer, Lloyd Aldrich, had been aggravated by the 
flood control efforts of the Army Engineering Corps. 
These installations that they had made to control 
floods in the Los Angeles area failed utterly, and 
worse than failed. They had used WPA labor to do 
what they supposed was making the hanks of the Los 
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Angeles River safe against erosion. At the time 
they were doing the work, of my own knowledge I know 
that City Engineer Lloyd Aldrloh had protested. He 
said that wasn't the way to do this kind of a job, 
that the only way to handle this situation in the Los 
Angeles River was to line the entire channel with 
concrete so that the water would just slide off and 
couldn't do any eroding. 

The Army engineers told him, "How, you just run 
along. We're doing this job. This is a federal job, 
this isn't a city job. We have controlled floods 
along the Mississippi, so we know flood control work 
far better than you ever did." 

To which Lloyd Aldrich simply replied, "Well, 
it's your job, it's your responsibility, and it's your 
blame when the thing goes wrong—but while you may 
have worked along the Mississippi, you've never seen 
the Los Angeles River in a flood." 

They laughed and said, "What? That little river? 
You can step across it," which, of course, you can 
most of the time during the year. A cat could wade 
across the Los Angeles River many a time during the 
year, but It can go on a rampage with a flash flood, 
and anyone who knows desert regions knows this is a 
terrific affair. The force is just unbelievable. 
I've seen them both in the winter and in the summer. 
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In the summertime, a flash flood out in the desert is 
extremely dangerous to anybody who is in reach of the 
thing. 

I want to insert here just a little tale that 
Lieutenant Shaw told me a few years ago. He said 
that he was coming with a friend across the desert 
from Yuma to Indio or from Blythe to Indio, heading 
toward Los Angeles from Arizona. This friend, he 
said, was an old-time desert man—he lived out there 
in the country some place. Every time they came to 
the crest of a little rise of land, this friend of 
his would slow the car down almost to twenty miles an 
hour. 

Lieutenant Shaw thought, "Well, we're in a hurry, 
fchls is a good car, he's a fast driver—why this sort 
of a behavior?" 

Finally he asked, and the man said, "Well, don't 
you see those clouds off there against the mountains?" 

And Lieutenant Shaw replied, "Yes, I see them, 
it looks like there's a thunderstorm off there. What's 
that got to do with us? The sun's shining here." 

The man said, "Yes, but there's a flash flood. 
The storm isn't bothering us, there's no rain here, 
but we're going to come to the top of one of these 
crests and down in the wash below you're going to see 
a raging torrent." 
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That is exactly what happened. He said they 
were isolated there for two hours while the water 
roared hy beneath, and then all of a sudden it was 
over, except that the highway was covered with sand 
and boulders and they had to wait a little while 
longer for the highway crew, which had already arrived 
with its scrapers and bulldozers, to clear the highway. 

But what happened In the Los Angeles River in 
this 1938 flood (I saw it myself) was that these 
boulders, these rocks of about a foot in diameter 
that had been laboriously carried and placed by hand 
in the river banks by WPA workers under Army Engineer 
Corps supervision, were ripped out by the force of the 
water and used as bullets by the water Itself to hammer 
the opposite shore. They were torn out on the bend 
on one side, hurled across, and ripped the bank out 
on the other side. I saw one place where fully half 
a mile of Riverside Drive along by Griffith Park was 
simply ripped out. The paved boulevard was gone. It 
just wasn't there any more. The river channel had 
cut around there perhaps two hundred yards away from 
the normal channel and the water was raging. 

We went out there in the mayor's car, and after 
we had seen what was going on, Mr. Aldrich said, "Now 
I want you to take me over to the Arroyo Seco and look 
at a job that I put in," which we did. There was one 
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of his concrete channels with the water in tremendous 
quantity just sluicing on down and doing no damage to 
anybody. It had in one place gone over the bank, and 
the only damage we saw was to one house—it had just 
sheared away about half of the house,but elsewhere 
there was no damage, whereas out in the San Fernando 
Valley and all along the Los Angeles River channel 
there were bridges out, people drowned, houses, barns, 
and commercial establishments by the hundreds completely 
demolished. The Red Cros3 and our Major Disaster 
Emergency Council were called upon, as well as the 
police department and the fire department. Everyone 
was at work. I had two or three telephones on my 
desk and the calls came in to me faster than the 
three phone lines could accommodate them, while at 
the mayor's desk there were radio networks set up 
for twenty-four hours a day. He was expected to go 
on the air for a few minutes every hour and tell the 
nation what was happening, because not only Southern 
California and the state of California but the nation 
and the world were disturbed by the news from Los Angeles. 

Of course, it's necessary to comment that nothing 
can go wrong in Los Angeles without the whole world 
getting exaggerated accounts of it. That is pretty 
extensively engineered out of New York City. They 
want to see that the world gets the worst exaggeration 
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possible of anything that goes wrong in Los Angeles. 
I do remember some amusement in connection with 

all of this. Ue got a cablegram from somebody down 
in New Zealand, some woman, wanting to know if her 
brother in Los Angeles was safe. She gave us his 
name and I believe some other little clue, but she 
didn't have the slightest idea what his address was. 
I put the police on the job to find this man if 
possible. In a few hours they located him. He was 
a cook In a restaurant way over on Whittier Boulevard. 
Now the storm had really been rather slight in East 
Los Angeles and eastward toward Whittier. When the 
police found him, the sun was shining. It had rained 
there but there was no flood damage. They told him 
that they were trying to locate him on behalf of his 
sister, and he said, "Well, what is wrong with my 
sister?" And they said, "Nothing, she wanted to know 
if you were safe." He said, "Safe, yes, safe from what?" 
He said, "I haven't heard from my sister in twenty years— 
what's she worried about?" And they said, "The flood." 
He said he'd read about the flood in the newspaper 
but he hadn't seen anything of it, and here he was 
within five miles of the City Hall and the Los Angeles 
River itself, but it hadn't disturbed him in the least. 

I do remember that in one of his brief broadcasts 
that I prepared, the mayor used something that I wrote 
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attempting to assure the people of the United States 
that the city of Los Angeles wasn't entirely swept 
away, that there was only one part of the city 
sevei&y damaged. Hoping to reassure the country at 
large and speaking truthfully at the moment, the mayor 
said, "The sun still shines in Los Angeles." I remember 
that that quotation was picked up I think by Time 
Magazine and used with a little sneer, as though the 
sun never shone in Los Angelesj actually when the 
mayor made that statement it was a bright spring day 
outside. 

The Health Department, the Department of Public 
Works, and other city departments had to spend several 
weeks even making conditions livable in the San 
Fernando Valley, because there was pollution of water 
supplies and there were drowned animals lying unburied, 
undisposed all over the Valley. The reports I got 
were so disheartening that I couldn't even trust my-
self to go out there for a number of weeks. I had 
no occasion to go as a matter of duty, and there were 
plenty of officials taking care of the matter. 

On March 17 and 18 Mrs. Boosevelt came to the 
city I think on a lecture tour, speaking for some 
organization. She was at the City Hall, but I don't 
remember that I saw her there. I did pass her on Hill 
Street between Fourth and Fifth one day close by the 
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subway terminal "building, and I was startled to realize 
that the woman who just passed me on the sidewalk was 
Eleanor Roosevelt. I commented to the mayor the next 
day that I had seen Eleanor Roosevelt on the street 
and that she was all alone. He said, "You just think 
she was alone. There was an army of Secret Service 
officials who had her in sight every minute although 
she may have kept them a yard distant." 

The Works Progress Administration program and 
the Public Works Administration program were still 
matters of major concern. It should be remembered 
right now that Mayor Shaw's efforts brought to the city 
of Los Angeles well over a hundred million dollars 
worth of public works aid, and I think not one cent 
of it was misspent. We got substantial results out 
of all of it. 

For example, the city engineer, under whose 
supervision the planning of most of these projects 
was done, and with whom I worked very closely because 
I was the coordinator between the mayor and the city 
engineer on these things, suspected the outfall sewer 
to be in need of attention. In order to make a 
thorough survey of its condition, they did something 
rather extraordinary. The outfall sewer is a huge 
tunnel that reaches from the southern part of the city, 
paralleling La Ballona Creek along the hillside just 
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under Loyola University, clear around through Playa 
del Rey and out to the Hyperion plant. Nobody had 
inspected this, and it had heen constructed a good 
many years before—I don't recall just exactly when, 
hut I would guess not later than 1920 and prohahly 
considerably earlier. They put an assistant city 
engineer in a little canvas boat with an outboard 
motor on it, and he got down into this sewer and 
traveled along with a searchlight to make the inspec-
tion. He went in at one manhole, and they followed 
him along with an automobile and had radio connection 
with him all the way, until they pulled him out at 
another manhole. He found that there'd been some 
considerable deterioration in spots. I should very 
much like to remember his name but I don't—anybody 
that wants to search back will find it in the news-
papers, because he was promptly dubbed "The Admiral" 
for his navigation of the underground waters through 
the city of Los Angeles. 

As a consequence of this Inspection, the entire 
outfall sewer was unearthed and was blanketed with 
six inches of concrete, Just an almost unbelievable 
job. The city couldn't have bought a job like that. 
It wouldn't have had money enough In fifty years to 
do a thing like that. It would have been extremely 
difficult to get a bond issue to do a job of that kind, 
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because most people don't realize the seriousness of 
maintaining an outfall sewer. 

We also got a start on the Hyperion sewage plant; 
we got the big Slauson Avenue storm drain and the 
storm drain along Wilshire Boulevard and across to 
the south to La Ballona Greek. There were many, many 
other projects that are still substantial assets to 
the city, and there were, of course, projects that 
were simply relief efforts. I think I've mentioned 
some of these before. There was a theater project; 
there was an artists' project; there was a writers* 
project, writing the history of the Los Angeles 
metropolitan area, which wasn't too well done; there 
was a sewing project for women who had no skill at 
anything else: young women and old women were brought 
together in a large loft, fitted up with sewing 
machines and properly staffed with supervisors, and 
they patched and repaired clothing to give away to 
the poor and for prisoners and patients in hospitals. 
They were paid for this sort of thing. 

In the mayor's office we kept close account of 
all of these activities, I've already mentioned the 
airport project that was going on. We kept track of 
all of these things, promoted them, and carried on 
the negotiations with the Works Progress Administration 
and with President Roosevelt personally. Mayor Shaw 
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never went to Washington on an errand of this kind 
that he didn't see President Roosevelt. I think I 
may say confidently that no other mayor since has 
ever seen the President of the United States personally 
upon going to Washington, except, I believe, Mayor 
Poulson who got to see President Eisenhower once. 
Poulson, of course, is a Republican, as was Eisenhower. 
Shaw was a Republican and Roosevelt was a Democrat, 
but they were always on very close, friendly terms, 

Also at that time we were busy getting the Union 
Railroad Terminal project started. It was well under 
way in 1938, and it seems to me that it was completed 
in 1939 or 1940. There had heen many years in getting 
this thing going because the railroad companies them-
selves couldn't agree on anything. They couldn't 
agree on the location, they couldn't agree on how much 
money they should put up between them, or how much each 
had put up, and they couldn't agree on how much they 
should demand from the city, the county, and the 
various political subdivisions. Mayor Shaw had gotten 
^ay pretty well clear while he was still chairman 
of the Board of Supervisors. He had managed to get 
each supervisor to allocate in a certain year, out 
of the Public Works funds that were alloted for his 
disposition in his district, a certain amount toward 
the Union Terminal project, on the theory that this 
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"belongs to the entire county, to the entire metropolitan 
area. Then he had gotten a considerable contribution 
of state money for the necessary rerouting of Alameda 
Street and particularly of Allso Street, to make the 
area clear and to improve those streets so that there 
would be adequate access. 

Finally he got the railroad officials together 
and said, "Gentlemen, when are you going to stop 
quarreling and start building the station?" 

They said, "Welljwhen will the city, the county, 
and the state put in their contribution toward the 
necessary realighments of highways?" 

He told them that that would happen almost at 
once, and Lieutenant Shaw, who was present at the 
conference, told me much later that immediately after 
the conference was over he said to his brother, "Well, 
brother, how are you going to get the money?" 

jfcnd the mayor smiled and said, "I already have 
it. I didn't tell them I had it, but I merely wanted 
to tell them that if they would do what they should 
do in constructing this terminal, we would get the 
public money. I already had it. I knew where it was 
coming from exactly." 

I should also mention, although I can't specifi-
cally, that a number of harbor improvement projects 
were on at the time. We were doing our best to hold 
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the Navy at Los Angeles Harbor as its home port for the 
Pacific. It comes to mind just now because I think 
only today they're holding the funeral for Eloi Amar, 
who under Mayor Shaw was the president of the Board 
of Harbor Commissioners. I knew Mr. Amar very well. 
He was an exceedingly capable San Pedro businessman 
and he, with Arthur Eldridge, the harbor manager, 
made an admirable team of men to build and maintain 
the operations and the prosperity of Los Angeles Harbor. 
Almost immediately after Mayor Shaw left office, Amar's 
resignation was asked for by Mayor Bowron. Amar 
resigned promptly, and almost immediately after Long 
Beach Harbor employed him as its harbor manager. He 
took away from Los Angeles to Long Beach millions 
of dollars' worth of business, and now Long Beach is 
regarded as the home port for the Navy in the Pacific. 
I don't recall how long ago Mr. Amar retired from his 
position as harbor manager in Long Beach, but he was 
as successful there as he was in Los Angeles, for 
Los Angeles paid him nothing except five dollars a 
meeting to attend Harbor Board meetings, while he got 
a handsome salary for being harbor manager from Long 
Beach. When we lost him we lost a man of tremendous 
ability and of immense value to the city. 

Also in those early months of 1938 we were 
greatly Interested in the possibility that Los Angeles 
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might come under the Federal Housing Act, otherwise 
known as the Wagner-Steagall Act of 1937, establishing 
municipal housing with low rent for people that 
couldn't pay high rents for decent places to live, 
thus accomplishing §um clearance. I believe it was 
early in '38 that the California State Enabling Act 
was passed by the state legislature, which enabled 
municipalities to participate in the provisions of 
the Federal Housing Act. The participation consisted 
of contributions from the local municipality which 
would be a proportion of the total amount for the 
project, but the municipal contribution could be in 
the way of making streets available, making utilities 
and sewer lines and that sort of thing available, 
and providing school facilities. So it wasn't too 
difficult, even though the city of Los Angeles was 
virtually broke, to qualify under those extremely 
liberal allowances from the federal government. 

There was an assistant city engineer at the time, 
a Mr. Walter Alley, who was deeply interested in this. 
He was an enthusiast for municipal housing. We had 
under the City Charter a Municipal Housing Authority. 
It was the largest commission we had. It had no 
funds, it had no budget. It did have, as I remember, 
seventeen members; it met about once a year and 
merely discussed, with no consequences, the need for 
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some kind of better housing and slum clearance in the 
city. But it was only an honorary position and not 
even very honorary, because those who took the job 
knew that they couldn't do anything but explore and 
discuss and hope. Such a commission could not qualify 
under the Housing Act or under the State Enabling Act. 
We had to have a Municipal Housing Authority set up, 
entirely separate from this commission, and it had to 
have five members and be given considerable authority 
beyond anything that the Charter allowed to the 
housing commission. 

Mr. Alley came often to the mayor's office on a 
recommendation from City Engineer Aldrich. The 
mayor's sympathy in such a project was prompt, and a 
measure to allow the city to apply and set up the 
necessary organization under the Federal Housing Act 
was proposed. The mayor proposed to the Council 
that they adopt the necessary ordinances. We had 
some opposition at once. (Of course, we got opposition 
on everything we suggested. It might not be anything 
more than suggesting that we put the flags at half-
mast for the death of some prominent federal official, 
and there would be objections in the Council.) 

The mayor turned the Council lobbying over to me 
largely. He said, "You know the people that I can't 
handle in there, and I know the ones that I can handle, 
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and there are some that neither of us can handle; 
don't worry about them. You go to these liberals 
that you know in there, these almost Socialists, and 
see what you can do with them, and I'll see what I can 
do with the rest of them." 

We did put the measure through the Council by a 
slight majority, but as I remember it was a majority 
sufficient to override any hopes anybody might have 
of veto, although nobody had any very serious hopes 
of that, because they knew the mayor was for the thing 
and was really instigating the whole project right 
from the beginning. 

Actually the Municipal Housing Authority was 
organized on July 8, 1938, with Nicola Guilii as 
president. I remember some prominent labor man was 
made vice-president, and some downtown businessman was 
on the board. 

After he got four members named, the mayor said, 
"Do you have anyone to suggest?" 

And I said, "Yes—you have a number of people 
from USC in the city government in various places, 
and you don't have any representative from UCLA, I 
know a woman out there who knows something about 
housing. I'm going to suggest Dean Helen McLaughlin." 

He said, "That's a good idea. Call her and see 
if she'll serve." 
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I called her. She was astounded but accepted. 
And so on the eighth of July, the mayor asked me 

to go up and meet with the members of the Authority 
for their organization meeting. He had set the date 
and told them to convene on a certain day. He said, 
"Now you call them to order, call for the election of 
a president and the other necessary officers, and then 
you serve as their secretary for this first meetings" 
So I did that, and I have the honor to remember 
that I organized the Housing Authority of the city of 
Los Angeles. It has accomplished a vast deal of 
clearance of the really horrible slum situation in 
this city that existed prior to that time. 

I was also interested during the spring and 
summer of 1938 in a little project of my own, the 
bringing of the sword of Felipe He Neve to Los Angeles. 
He was the Spanish commander of the little troop 
that came from San Gatoriel to Los Angeles in 1781 and 
formally established the site of the pueblo. I 
don't recall how I found out that that sword was in 
existence; somehow or other I learned that the de Neve 
family in Spain possessed it and certain other articles 
that he had with him when he was in the Los Angeles 
area, and that they wanted to sell these things. 
They were very poor: the Spanish Revolution had hit 
them hard and they wanted to sell them. I suspect 
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that possibly some representative of theirs had 
written a letter to the city of Los Angeles asking 
if the city might want to buy them for a museum here. 
I was, being very much inclined to favor historical 
preservation of historical records, to do something 
about it. The mayor turned me loose to do anything 
I could. 

I made contact with the historical association, 
the Los Angeles County Museum, and with a number of 
well-to-do people in the city who had an interest in 
the history of Los Angeles. I made contact with the 
City Council and the Board of Supervisors. I couldn't 
stir up a flicker of interest from anyone. There 
was no city or public money of any kind available, 
and no private money available. The best that I 
could possibly do was to prepare a letter for the 
mayor to address to Ambassador Claude G. Bowers, who 
was the American ambassador in Madrid, asking him to 
take whatever steps he could to see that these de Neve 
mementos were preserved safely against the time when 
the city might be able to get them. I assured him 
that I was certain Los Angeles would want them very 
muoh when it was able to make the proper arrangements. 

I was very much pleased when I got a letter from 
Ambassador Bowers on the 5'ourth of July, 1938, advising 
me that they were safe and that he would use every 
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effort to see that they escaped the revolutionary 
uprisings which were then on in Spain. To this day 
no one hut myself, so far as I am aware, knows that 
those things are supposedly still in existence, and 
nohody has ever suggested that they he brought to 
Los Angeles. I'm keeping that under my hat, although 
Mayor Yorty is in Spain right now. He doesn't know 
anything, for which I'm very thankful, because I'm 
going to get the City of Los Angeles to send me to 
Spain some day to get the de Neve sword, and I'm going 
to brandish it and flourish it triumphantly when I 
bring it back. 

President Roosevelt visited the city on July 16, 
1938. As usual for such an event, we had a very busy 
two or three weeks of preparations. Our first 
definite knowledge that he was coming was from the 
Secret Service, which arrived and as on the occasion 
of his previous visit, wanted maps prepared. They 
wanted to go over every possible route that he might 
take. We were told that this time he would come in 
by train, Southern Pacific or Union Pacific, I don't 
remember which, and that he would then go by automobile 
from Los Angeles to San Diego. The route through 
Los Angeles and out to the edge of the city was a 
matter for us to work out and for us to see should be 
adequately policed. This was President Roosevelt's 
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next-to-the-last visit to los Angeles, and his last 
official visit. He came once during the war, so 
quietly that very few people knew he was here, for 
the purpose of inspecting airplane plants that were 
building military planes. I remember he went to the 
Douglas and North American plants that day, but there 
was no public demonstration, there was no parade. 

This occasion in 1938 was to be a gala affair, 
but there was to be no mass meeting such as he 
addressed previously in the Coliseum. He was to 
make no public speeches, though actually he did make 
an informal talk from the rear jiatform of the train. 

Now I want to tell just a little about the 
arrangements for this visit. We were very ambitious 
to have him see the Union Terminal under construction; 
we wanted him to see the new federal building which 
I think had just been completed; and we wanted him to 
see the City Hall, which he had never seen before. 
The way we worked it out was that he should go through, 
I believe, the Broadway tunnel. The Secret Service 
promptly vetoed that. They said the president of the 
United States wouldn't go through any tunnels while 
they were on the job. Also, of course, they required 
an open car. They wanted the parade route to turn 
just as few corners as possible. They said a street 
inspection, especially if it was a corner where the 
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route was to turn from one street to another, was 
always hazardous. So they vetoed a number of different 
routes, and then they practically took over and 
dictated how the president would go through the city. 
He came in at the old Arcade Station at Fifth and 
Central. I helieve we went up Sixth Street (it may 
have been Fifth) clear through to Flower, out south 
on Flower Street to where it joins Figueroa just south 
of Washington Boulevard, and then out Figueroa to 
Manchester Boulevard, I believe. I think he went to 
Manchester, and then east on Manchester to where there 
is a bridge across either the Los Angeles River or 
the Rio Hondo, and there Mayor Shaw left the car. 

Now, what happened was that we had a reception 
committee of about three or four hundred that were 
allowed inside the gates and out to the tracks at the 
station. They didn't go in through the Arcade Station, 
they went in through a gateway to the side. This was 
the mayor's reception committee. It was my job to 
screen the committee, to ascertain who should and 
shouldn't be on the committee, and to guarantee each 
of these persons to the Secret Service. 

I remember one Secret Service man said, "But 
how will we know them?" 

I said, "I will send an identification to each 
one, signed by me for the mayor." 
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But he said, "How do you know that somebody else 
won't get hold of one of these identifications?" 

I said, "I will know each one of these persons 
by sight," which, by the way, indicates how well 
acquainted I was in Los Angeles at that time. I knew 
virtually every prominent citizen at least by sight, 
and most of them I knew personally. I could call them 
by name and they could call me by name. It was also 
an extremely responsible situation to be put in. I 
was down at the station early that morning and the 
chief of police was there with me to assist. He was 
assigned as my police deputy on the job. Persons were 
let through the gate with the Secret Service man on 
one side and myself on the other side, one at a time, 
and I had to indicate to him that each person coming 
through that gate was okay. 

Dixon: Did anyone try to sneak through? 
Story: Ho, no one tried to sneak through, but a lot of people 

begged to get through, and we simply had to turn them 
down very firmly. Lieutenant Parker (now Chief Parker) 
was standing by. 

I remember, though, that at one time I asked 
some police officer to get some ropes and rope off a 
corridor so that the people who belonged to the 
committee could get through, and he wouldn't do it. 
Within a few minutes, however, Chief Davis himself 
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arrived on the scene. He took one look, got hold of 
this same police officer, and said, "Go to that hard-
ware store right over there," (he pointed to a hardware 
store that wasn't a block away), "and get so many feet 
of heavy rope and charge it to me. If there's any 
difficulty about it, just take the rope, rush the 
proprietor to get the rope. We've got to get this 
thing under control." And so the rope was back in a 
hurry. 

Also I remember that the Secret Service man 
standing at my arm saw a man a block away, fully a 
block away, standing on the roof of a hotel building 
there on Fifth Street just west of Central Avenue, 
and he said to me, "What's that man doing up there?" 

I said, "Well, I haven't the slightest idea. 
He's probably just trying to see." 

He said, "Well, I don't want him up there. Send 
a police officer to get him down." 

So I grabbed a police officer and said, "You go 
up to that hotel and tell that man to get off the roof." 

The Secret Service man said, "We just don't like 
people to be in peculiar places. A man with a rifle 
with telescope sights can pick off the president of 
the United States from a considerable distance, and 
we're always afraid somebody will do it." 

Well, I did have the satisfaction of putting a 
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few people that I knew on the committee. I put Dr. 
Gerson on it, and he was tremendously delighted to he 
on this small committee to welcome the president. 

The train had heen in since along in the night 
some time, with the president's private car on the end 
of the train. It was a private train, of course, it 
was an exclusive train, and the president's private 
car wafe at the end, while his staff and press men 
occupied the cars ahead. After we'd waited there 
for perhaps an hour and the crowd was coming in, Mayor 
Shaw having already hoarded the train and heing inside 
in conference with the president, the two of them 
came out on the hack platform. There was a tremendous 
cheer. The microphones were there all ready not only 
for the public address system but for the national 
radio hookup, and the mayor made his public greeting 
to the president and presented him to the crowd. 

Then, I think, President Roosevelt made one of 
the few entirely extemporaneous speeches that he ever 
made during his presidency. In fact he said, "I'm 
speaking without any preparation. This is entirely 
extemporaneous—I'm just here to give you my greetings 
and my thanks for this warm welcome." But he chatted 
for perhaps ten minutes or more, joked with Mayor Shaw 
about the hot political water he was in, and said he 
sympathized with him because he'd been in similar 
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predicaments. Then at a certain signal that I didn't 
see, he terminated his speech and was immediately-
surrounded hy Secret Service men and aides. He was 
almost entirely concealed as they got him off of that 
platform and into the automobile which was waiting at 
the steps. I was shocked to know how completely dis-
abled the president was: he was unable to get down 
the steps of the train, and since the Secret Service 
was not going to take any chances, he was carried 
from the rear platform down and put in the automobile. 
There Mayor Shaw got in the car with him. I think 
there was nobody else except the driver and beside him 
a Secret Service man on the running board on each side. 
Then they required a special platform be put on the 
back of the car and two Secret Service men stood there, 
while a pilot car went ahead, in which there rode a 
driver who was one of our police officers, Lieutenant 
Shew in the front seat, and two or three Secret 
Service men behind. The pilot car with that staff 
went clear through to San Diego. 

But out at this bridge on Manchester at the Los 
Angeles River, or the Rio Hondo, I think, Mayor Shaw 
left the president. His own car was waiting there. 
I had gone out with it and his driver, and we returned 
then to the City Hall, after he told President Roosevelt 
good-bye and his place was taken by the mayor of Long 
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Beach. But so far as the city of Los Angeles was con-
cerned, Lieutenant Shaw and I were entirely in charge 
of all of the arrangement. 

Now along ahout this same time, yes, the very 
next day after President Roosevelt's visit, Wrong-Way 
Corrigan, Douglas Corrigan, started his transatlantic 
flight, landing safely in Ireland on the eighteenth 
of July. You remember the story: he said that he had 
planned to do a nonstop flight from New York to Los 
Angeles, had gotten confused, and instead had crossed 
the Atlantic Ocean and didn't know where he was. I 
believe there were clouds, and he didn't know which 
direction he was going until he found himself far out 
over the Atlantic and there wasn't anything he could 
do but go ahead. Now, of course, that was a tale that 
he put up for publicity purposes and also as a pretext 
to avoid the penalty of attempting a transatlantic 
flight without official permission from the Department 
of Commerce authorities. Of course, that was a 
terrific sensation, a man flying the wrong way in a 
plane that I helieve he built himself, or something 
of the sort. It was an old incompetent plane by any 
standards, and transatlantic flights were still not 
too frequent—this was long before the day of trans-
atlantic passenger flights. He promptly came back to 
the United States, where, of course, he got a dramatic 
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reception in New York City. I believe all the ticker 
tape in town went to waate that day. 

Then he started a triumphal cross-country tour, 
lending messages ahead, long telegrams, saying when 
and where he was coming and insisting that the proper 
reception be arranged. Well, I was getting a little 
tired of this sort of thing. I had had Howard Hughes 
on my hands and wasn't very enthusiastic about his 
publicity tour. I'd had the Russian flyers on my 
hands, and while they were not publicity hounds, they 
were a problem. And now Wrong-Way Corrigan. I don't 
recall that he did what Hughes did; I don't think he 
sent us an advance agent, but he may have designated 
somebody in Los x^ngeles to make sure that all the 
ceremonies were arranged. I do remember that Attorney 
Joseph Scott, a prominent figure in the city, who had 
been as I mentioned our chairman of the Constitution 
Sesquicentennial Committee, was in the office almost 
every day, because he was just insistent that we have 
a tremendous welcome for this Irish-American lad who 
had flown to Ireland (Joseph Scott was a good Irishman.) 
The mayor asked Scott to serve as chairman of the 
reception committee and get the proper people to meet 
Corrigan. 

Then we got word from Corrigan that he had rather 
changed his plans, that there was to be some affair in 
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Downey, some kind of a carnival going on in Downey, 
on the day that he expected to arrive in Los Angeles. 
Therefore he was going to Downey first and would come 
to Los Angeles the next day. When I showed the tele-
gram to the mayor, he said, "Tell him if he does that 
he needn't come to Los Angeles—he isn't going to go 
to some suburban town and make Los Angeles the second 
show." I quite agreed with the mayor. If Corrigan 
wanted all of the demonstrations that he expected, we 
couldn't possibly provide It if he went to Downey 
first. The crowd simply wouldn't turn out, they'd 
go to Downey, any of the people who were cr^zy enough 
to come out to see him at all. 

I talked to him on the telephone. I think we 
talked for nearly an hour. I believe I caught him at 
Dallas. Finally I had to say, "Well, Mr. Corrigan, 
you either come to Los Angeles first or don't come at 
all. We will not do anything for you if you do come 
here. We'll see that the police are out to prevent 
any obstruction of the highways and to prevent any 
parades, if you come to Los Angeles after you go to 
Downey." When I laid the law down, he switched his 
plans and came to Los Angeles just as he had originally 
planned on the date originally set. 

Then I had some fun. I believe it was the day 
before he was to arrive. I was extremely busy in my 
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office making the last-minute preparations with the 
newspapers and everybody that wanted to be in on this 
thing, when in a moment's lull my secretary stepped 
into my office and said, "There is a gentleman out 
here who says he is the Reverend Mr. Corrigan, Douglas 
Corrigan's uncle. He's a little timid sort of a man, 
and he just wanted to know if there might be any way 
for us to arrange that he could see the boy when he 
gets to Los Angeles." 

I said, "Mr. Corrigan, Douglas Corrigan's uncle?" 
"Yes, the Reverend Mr. Corrigan." 
I said, "Well, is he a priest?" 
"No," she said, "he introduced himself as a 

Presbyterian minister." 
Suddenly I had a flash. Douglas Corrigan is not 

a man from the Irish Free State at all. Douglas 
Corrigan is from the wrong end of Ireland. He is a 
Protestant Irishman. I said, "Well, by all means, 
bring the old man in." 

He came in. He was a little shy quiet-spoken 
man. I had him sit down and I said, "Well, of course, 
we'll arrange for you to see your nephew. How long 
has it been since you've seen him?" 

"Oh," he said, "it's been three or four years 
since I've seen him, but you know, his father died 
when he was young and he grew up in my home. I'm 
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practically his foster father, hut," he said, "I don't 
want to inconvenience anybody, I don't want to interrupt 
anything. I would just like to say hello to him." 

I said, "You are going to be in the front row. 
You're going to be on the committee and I'm going to 
see to it that the newspapers all know you're "there." 

"Oh," he said, "don't do anything like that. I 
don't want any show about it." 

Well, I made my own resolutions, and later that 
day when Joseph Scott showed up for his daily check 
on my performance, I said, "I have added one man to 
your committee, a Presbyterian minister." 

"Oh," he said, "I don't see any need of that. 
Our committee is already too large." 

I said, "This man ie going on the committee. He 
is Douglas Corrigan's uncle." 

"A Presbyterian minister?" 
I said, "Yes." I was always very fond of Joe 

Scott, but he was a little aggressive sometimes, 
almost to an obnoxious degree, and though I always 
enjoyed him I also enjoyed seeing his jaw fall and his 
mouth fall wide open as it did when I said, "Yes, he 
is Douglas Corrigan's uncle, a Presbyterian minister." 

Of course Joseph Scott said, "Well, by all means 
we'll have him." 

And we did have him, and I did tip off the news-
papermen that this man was Corrigan's uncle. They all 
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interviewed him and took pictures of him shaking hands 
with his nephew. 

Now I want to mention two or three other things 
that happened along about this time, though some of 
them possibly happened a little earlier. The mayor 
intervened to get the first Negroes appointed as 
attendants in the city playgrounds. They'd always 
been barred; they were always passed over, even 
though they qualified on the Civil Service examinations. 
This was a common practice in the city in those days. 
A Negro might take the Civil Service examination and 
stand high enough on the list to get an appointment, 
and then not get it for some reason or other. He 
would be passed over. The mayor found it out and he 
insisted that this stop immediately, so Negroes along 
about this time commenced to get positions as playground 
attendants. I did not witness that event. I don't 
recall the details of it at all, and it may have 
happened even before I went into the mayor's office, 
but by the time I was there along in 1937 and 1938 
a number of Negro playground attendants were employed. 

It comes to my mind at this moment that along 
about then the mayor learned that a playground was 
very badly needed out in the south end of the city, 
down in the Graham or the Watts area, and there was 
no money to acquire property for the playground. In 
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my presence, Mayor Shaw told George Hjelte, who was 
manager of the Playground Department, that he, the 
mayor, owned a property down in that vicinity. He 
said, "I think it is well located and suitable for 
your use. How, if the Playground Commission can dig 
up the money to equip the property, I'll let you take 
it rent free, I'll give you a free lease on it to 
start a playground there." 

That was carried out, and ultimately the mayor 
just deeded that property to the city of Los Angeles, 
even after he was already threatened with recall. 
That playground is still operating as a Los Angeles 
City playground, owned by the city, due to the deed 
that it holds from Mayor and Mrs. Shaw. I think It 
should be called the Shaw playground even if he was 
recalled from office. I don't even know what they 
call it. 

Another thing he did for the Negroes, and this 
took place in my presence: a little delegation of 
Negroes came in one day, two or three prominent Negro 
businessmen and I remember at least two Negro clergymen 
were there. They had a protest to make, that there 
were Negro girls very high on the Civil Service list 
for appointment to positions as librarians who had 
been passed over and white women appointed in their 
places. They were told to wait because there were no 
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positions available In the Negro libraries. When 
they said "Negro libraries," the mayor hit the ceiling. 
He said there aren't any "Negro libraries" and never 
have been. 

"Well," they said, "there are libraries in which 
the staff are all Negro women and the pages are all 
Negro boys or girls; the librarian refuses to appoint 
any Negro unless there i3 a vacancy in one of those 
places, because she feels that they must be segregated." 

The mayor picked up the telephone and got the 
librarian on the telephone immediately. He said, "I 
understand you have some vacancies for librarians and 
that you are refusing to appoint Negro girls who are 
at the top of the eligible list." 

She said, "Tes, Mr. Mayor, that is true, because 
there are not places in the Negro libraries." 

He said, "I want those girls appointed, regardless 
of where the vacancies are, by Monday morning." (This 
was Friday morning.) He said, "I want them appointed 
by Monday morning, or by Monday afternoon we will 
have a new city librarian." 

Dixon: Was this Althea Warren? 
Story: Althea Warren, yes. Althea Warren was a very nice 

person. I knew her. She did me some favors in later 
years, and the mayor was always very friendly with her, 
but she went along with the policy that Negroes must 
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be segregated from whites. She simply replied, "Yes, 
Mr. Mayor, I'll see to It at once." 

So by the next week, racial segregation of 
librarians in the public libraries of Los Angeles was 
officially and effectively ended. The last time I was 
down at the Los Angeles central library and turned in 
a book, it was a Negro girl who took my three-cent fine 
and let me go. There are Negro girls now all over the 
central library, and all libraries throughout the city. 

This happened in my presence—it may have been 
as far back as '37, but it seems to me it happened 
in '38. A group of nurses came in. They were, I 
believe, General Hospital nurses. They were coming 
as a committee from the nurses of the General Hospital, 
at any rate, asking the mayor to intercede in any way 
that he might to make the swimming pool in the General 
Hospital available to the considerable number of polio-
stricken nurses who were there. (We had two or three 
years before had a polio epidemic in Los Angeles that 
was quite serious, and a number of nurses had been 
stricken by it.) The nurses said there was a swimming 
pool there, but they didn't have any water in it, and 
that everyone who knew anything of polio knew that the 
best way in the world for a patient to regain use of 
arms and legs was to get in water. 

The mayor said, "Why don't they put water in it?" 
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They said they didn't know, hat they couldn't 
get the hospital superintendent to do anything. 

"Well," he said, "I'll call the superintendent 
of Public Welfare and find out." 

So again, right at his desk, he picked up the 
telephone and he got Arthur Will, superintendent of 
Public Welfare, County of Los Angeles, whom of course, 
the mayor knew very well because the mayor had just 
previously been on the Board of Supervisors. He said, 
"I understand they won't make the pool in the General 
Hospital available to the polio-stridken nurses over 
there. Why not?" 

And Mr. Will replied, "There isn't any pool in 
the General Hospital." 

Then the mayor got wrathful to his good friend 
Arthur Will on the telephone. He said, "Don't you 
know the General Hospital any better than that? I 
know the General Hospital—I've known it for years. 
There was a pool built there when the place was put 
up, and I want water put in that pool and the pool 
made available to the nurses right now." 

And Mr. Will said, "Tes, Mr. Mayor." And that 
was taken care of. 

Well, Clifford Clinton put recall petitions on 
the streets in very dramatically decorated booths up 
and down Hill Street and Broadway, with gaily costumed 
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girls—it was anything but a dignified procedure, very 
theatrical. I don't remember whether they sang songs 
or rang bells or what they did, but it attracted a 
lot of attention in soliciting names for their petitions. 

While that was going on, Robert Noble was commencing 
to hold weekly meetings every Tuesday at the City Hall. 
I think they were called about Tuesday noon or possibly 
early in the afternoon. Robert Noble would show up 
with a whole crowd of his old-age pension enthusiasts 
and make speeches on the City Hall steps, not bothering 
to get any license to hold a public meeting there. 
Nobody interfered with him, but then he commenced to 
invade the Council chamber, and he went into the 
meeting room of the Police Commission one time, followed 
by as many people as could get in. There he would 
interrupt anything that was going on and make a speech 
literally foaming at the mouth. I observed it many times. 

On April 3, 1938, one of the feirls in the office 
rushed to my office and said, "Robert Noble is out at 
the door of the mayor's office with his whole crowd. 
You'd better get out there. The mayor isn't here, 
Lieutenant Shaw isn't here, and you'd better get out 
there and see what you can do." I believe even Mr. 
Walsh was away. Some substitute man was on reception 
desk. 

Well, I rushed out and this man was standing in 
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the doorway, the main entrance to the mayor's suite, 
which is the doorway to a large reception room. The 
little lohhy outside was filled with Robert Noble's 
crowd, and they strung on down the hallway, a broad 
hallway there. There must have been two hundred of 
them, and he was demanding to get in to see the mayor, 

I stepped up (the receptionist was a little bit 
overwhelmed) and I said, "Mr. Noble, the mayor is not in." 

Robert Noble said, "Mr. Story, you are a liar." 
I believe he used some adjective in front of the word 
"liar." Then he hesitated a moment, because I had 
met Noble a number of times previous to that at semi-
social affairs or civic affairs where I'd chatted with 
him, and while I did not like the man we hadn't been 
at swords' points or in opposition to each other in the 
least. He said, after calling me a liar, "Now there 
isn't anything personal in this." 

I said, "Mr. Noble, if you'll come around to my 
office I'm making it personal." The newspapermen were 
there and they took it all down. I was published far 
and wide in the newspapers the next day, and the mayor 
scolded me a little the next morning. He said, "lou 
were taking your life in your hands, telling Bob Noble 
that in the presence of all of his mob." 

And I said, "Veil, if I had it to do over again 
I would say the same thing." I stood in the doorway 



825-

and dared him to push me aside. 
Clinton's petition to recall Shaw was finally-

filed, I believe, early in August, 1938. It was 
checked, and I may be mistaken on this, but it is my 
recollection that the first check found that he didn't 
have a sufficient number of valid names. He had a 
large number of signatures that were no good, that 
didn't qualify as registered voters from the addresses 
given. When that is the case, the petitioner is 
always allowed time to get more names. The petition 
was finally filed and found to have a sufficiency of 
valid signatures, and the election had to be ordered 
by the City Council late in August, after some stirring 
around to find a candidate to run against the incumbent. 
Superior Judge Fletcher Bowron, who had been on the 
Superior bench I think since about 1926 or '27 and who 
was an outspoken friend of Clinton and an outspoken 
enemy of Shaw's, announced that he had been drafted 
to run against Shaw, and he accepted the candidacy. 

It was a hot campaign although a brief one. 
Steve O'Donnell, an editorial writer for the Illustrated 
Daily News, was employed as the Shaw campaign manager, 
but campaign funds were scarce, a very inadequate staff 
was set up, and some of the campaign money that was 
contributed never reached campaign headquarters. I 
personally saw one man who was supposed to be a close 
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friend of Mayor Shaw, a man who was out collecting 
money and had collected a considerable sum, with a 
big roll of bills In his inside coat pocket, and 
heard him say, "The campaign is already lost, this 
will never see the treasury." 

A few days before the election I was in Mayor 
Shaw's office conferring with him about something. 
The situation looked very dark indeed. A telephone 
call came in from Steve O'Donnell from the campaign 
headquarters. He had been in touch with George 
McLain, who was then organizing his first old-age 
pension drive. There wasn't anything more profitable 
in those days than to organize campaigns for old-age 
pensions. These old people who didn't have enough 
money to live on would give money to anyone who would 
organize a campaign for old-age pensions. I was 
always in favor of old-age pensions, but there was 
tremendous lot of racketeering going on under the 
guise of old-age pension campaigns. George McLain*s 
campaign at that moment was called the "Ham and Eggs" 
campaign. I believe Robert Noble's campaign was 
"Twenty-five dollars every Tuesday." The "Ham and 
Eggs" campaign was ham and eggs for breakfast every 
day for all people past sixty or seventy, or something, 
and McLain was going to hold a tremendous meeting of 
his old-age pensioners in the Shrine Auditorium. 
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Steve O'Donnell thought this would be a great opportunity 
for Mayor Shaw to get a block of votes if he'd only 
endorse the "Ham and Eggd1 campaign and let his endorse-
ment be read at this mass meeting, 

Now I knew that Mayor Shaw had contempt for 
racketeering of this sort, and that he didn't care much 
for George McLain. Mayor Shaw took the telephone call 
and handed the telephone to me. He said, "Here, you 
talk to Steve O'Donnell and tell him whatever you 
think best." Steve O'Donnell said that he wanted 
the mayor to endorse George McLain's campaign and he 
wanted me to prepare a letter from the mayor to be 
read at the mass meeting, or if possible he wanted 
the mayor to be there. He said, "This may just make 
the difference in the election." 

I said, "Ho, Steve, it can't be done. I don't 
approve, and if I don't approve the mayor won't approve." 

He said very angrily in reply, "Well, there goes 
your campaign," and banged up the receiver. I didn't 
see or talk to Steve O'Donnell any more after that. 
I don't recall that I ever saw him after that. 

I turned to the mayor and said, "Maybe Steve is 
right, this may be the end of the thing, but I don't 
think that you can with good conscience endorse this 
particular racket." 

And the mayor said, "You are correct. I would 
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rather be defeated than elected b.y such a maneuver." 
The election took place on September 17, 1938. 

I remained in my office all day and maintained contact 
with all the campaign workers (indeed, Steve was out 
of reach; he was probably sleeping It off or drinking 
it off somewhere), and so suddenly I became campaign 
headquarters on election day. 

I stayed until late at night as the votes were 
being counted; and when Mayor Shaw's defeat was 
evident beyond all doubt, he called me from his home 
on the telephone and said, "Well, Harold, I guess it's 
settled. I want to tell you I feel as though a 
tremendous weight has fallen from my shoulders. If 
anybody thinks I'm downhearted, they don't know me 
at all, and they don't know the job. I wish I could 
extend my sympathy and not my congratulations to 
Judge Bowron." 



CHAPTER XX 
THE FIRST MONTHS OF THE BOWRON ADMINISTRATION 

Of course, the next week [after Shaw's defeat] 
was extremely husy. I believe the election law allows, 
in a recall election, exactly a week between the 
election and the canvas of the votes and the declara-
tion of the results officially by the City Council. 
It was a week spent in cleaning out and sorting of 
files. I don't recall that Lieutenant Shaw was around 
anywhere, and the whole job was turned over to me. 
It was a matter of going through every file in the 
mayor's office, determining what was a public city 
record, an official record that should be kept in the 
files, what was a personal matter that belonged to 
the mayor and that he should take with him, and what 
was simply a temporary memo that might be destroyed. 
I went through every piece of paper, thousands of 
them, from early morning till late at night, and on 
into the following Saturday and Sunday, sorting 
papers with the assistance of all the stenographers 
there were and my own secretary. We weeded out stuff 
and put them in separate cartons, but a large mass of 
the papers, I saw to it, stayed in the files because 
they were matters of public business. 
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Mayor Shaw said, "Well, I'm relying on your 
judgment. I want to tell you that when I came to 
office, I found every file drawer in the mayor's office 
completely cleaned out. There wasn't a scrap of paper 
left over by Porter. I started with no public records 
at all except those in the clerk's office and in other 
offices of the city." 

Then something came up during the week that made 
me decide all of a sudden that Mayor Shaw should see 
Judge Bowron, because we had a lot of continuing 
business. We had a lot of things that couldn't stand 
very much lapse of time between the moment Shaw left 
office and Bowron came in and became acquainted with 
these matters. I knew that Bowron would take weeks 
to get acquainted with some of it, and that there 
should be some immediate carry-over and understanding. 
So I suggested to the mayor, I think it was probably 
on a Wednesday or Thursday after the election, that 
Judge Bowron should be asked to come over to the 
office for a conference on city business. 

TTow this had been an exceedingly bitter campaign. 
The things that the candidates had said about each 
other were not polite, and the things that their 
supporters had said about each had been far from 
polite. And yet Mayor Shaw said, "That's a good idea." 

I telephoned to Judge Bowron at his office in the 
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Superior Court. He was astounded and taken aback that 
his bitter opponent should invite him over to discuss 
city business, but he responded favorably and the 
appointment was made. The election was on Tuesday 
and I believe Judge Bowron came over on Thursday, 
possibly on Friday morning. I let the newspapers all 
know that this was about to take place. 

Bowron came over. It was my first meeting with 
him, and the newspapermen were all there with their 
pads and pencils, and the photographers too, all eager 
to witness this meeting between two political opponents. 
After they had interviewed them briefly and the 
pictures had been taken, I shooed them all out of the 
room and Bowron and Shaw were locked up together for 
approximately an hour in private conference. 

How, several of the Shaw staff members put in 
their resignations right away, and I believe most of 
the Shaw commissioners (the city at that time had 
some eighteen or nineteen commissions and in the 
neighborhood of a hundred commissioners) offered 
their resignations. That has been the custom, not 
invariably adhered to, but so far as I ever had any 
influence I persuaded commissioners to offer their 
resignations to an incoming mayor, even though they 
might have anywhere from a few months to four years 
of their term of office yet ahead of them. It has 
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been found, I think, by experience that most commissioners 
feel themselves a little uncomfortable under a mayor 
whose election they have opposed, and of course the 
mayor feels distinctly uncomfortable. 

'The City Charter provides that all commissions 
have five members whose terms are staggered so that 
there's one term expiring and one new appointment each 
year. When the 1925 Charter was written that was 
done deliberately, but without contemplating the 
practical consequences. It was done so that there 
would be constantly some carry-over; there would 
always be somebody on the commission, and usually a 
majority on a commission when a new mayor came in, who 
would know the business of the department over which 
they had supervision. The mayor would be able to put 
when he went into office, normally on July first, only 
one representative on each commission. Theoretically 
this is quite sufficient in the Los Angeles strictly 
nonpartisan form of government, but practically it 
doesn't work out, and ever since the 1925 Charter 
was adopted it has been the custom of commissioners 
to offer their resignations. Most of them did. I 
believe there were two in the Board of Public Works 
and a few others here and there who resigned only 
under pressure, but most of the mayor's office staff 
members who were appointive (actually only one of 
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them was appointive, and that was the mayor's secretary) 
or rather were supernumeraries, went out of the office 
at once. 

Mayor Shaw told me one day during that critical 
time, very firmly, that I should stay in the office. 
He said, "You have a Civil Service position, and 
there's no reason why you should leave. The new 
administration is going to need somebody here who 
knows the business of the mayor's office, just to 
inform them and acquaint them with what needs to be 
done and what the routine procedure is for accomplish-
ing things." 

With some hesitation, I decided to stay. Then 
I was rather surprised to find that a number of friends 
of mine around the city, men and women of influence 
in civic affairs, were writing letters to Mayor Bowron 
on my behalf, urging that he keep me on. They were 
men and women who were friends of his, because I had 
a number of friends who had been supporting Bowron 
in the campaign, and some of them had made campaign 
contributions. I don't know which particular ones 
they were, but some of them who were quite close to 
him urged that I be kept on. 

How, the votes were canvassed on Tuesday, 
September 24, in the morning, one week before the 
election. The previous night, Monday night, Mayor 
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Shaw came into my office and said, "What would you 
suggest I do tomorrow morning? Should I just stay 
home or should I he here?" 

I said, "Mayor, I think you should be here and 
at your desk until the new mayor comes into the office. 
It will look a lot better for you. It will be better 
for the city if after all of this bitterness of the 
campaign there is a smooth movement in the office from 
one man to another." 

So he said, "All right. If you advise that, I'll 
be here." So the next morning he was there at his 
desk, and I was with him most of the morning. He 
invited me to stay in the office. He said he'd like 
to have me there, and we listened bver the public 
address system while the vote was canvassed in the 
City Council and the election of Bowron was officially 
declared. 

Then the city clerk came into the Council chamber, 
and Bowron, before a very large crowd in the presence 
of all the members of the Council, took the oath of 
office. Then, of course, he came around to the 
entrance of the mayor's office, accompanied by a 
miscellaneous mob of wildly enthusiastic followers. 
I'm sure I have never seen a more heterogeneous crowd 
o.f political enthusiasts in all my life. There were 
Bob Noble's old-age pension campaigners, and their 
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vituperative enemies, the McLain old-age pensioners; 
there were Republicans and Democrats; there were men 
and women; there were representatives of extreme 
reactionary elements; there were a number of Communists 
whom I knew personally to be such; there were labor 
union people and anti-labor union people; there were 
preachers and honest liberal rationalists; It was just 
the most impossible crowd to get together, all hooting 
and hollering as they came through to the mayor's office. 
They quieted down a little bit as they came through 
the reception room and the two secretaries' offices 
by means of which access was gained to the mayor's 
office, led, of course, by Mayor Bowron. 

They were all astounded when they stepped into 
the mayor's office, and there at the far end of the 
office, seated at the desk, was Frank L. Shaw. He 
just almost took their breath away. The newspapermen 
I had let in through the side entrance at the back, 
so they saw what the crowd looked like as it came in 
and how astonished it was. 

Mayor Shaw quietly rose to his feet, and as 
Bowron came forward, extended his hand in congratu-
lation. The crowd came in and assembled. Mayor Shaw 
asked Mayor Bowron to come behind the desk and take 
his seat. They both stood there for an instant, though, 
and Mayor Shaw picked up a copy of the City Charter 
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which he had lying there ready, handed it to Mayor 
Bowron, and said, "Mayor, this is your Bible. I trust 
you will abide by it and will give Los Angeles a good 
government." That was the only speech made by Shaw 
on the occasion. 

Bowron then made a few remarks to the milling 
crowd while Shaw stood aside, and then as things quieted 
down a bit and before Bowron's company could completely 
engulf him, I just pushed my way through, nudged him, 
and suggested that Mayor Shaw had no transportation 
to get home, and since it was a little difficult for 
him to get around it would be courteous if Mayor 
Bowron would offer the use of the mayor's car to him. 

He looked surprised and said, "Do I have a car?" 
I said, "Yes, you have a car and two drivers," 
"Well," he said, "by all means, take Mr. Shaw any 

place he wants to go." 
Then I found shaw, who was still in the room, 

and said, "Bowron puts the car at your disposal to 
go wherever you please." 

He said, "Well, that's very fine. I'd like them 
to take me over to the Athletic Club for lunch." 
And that was that. 

I believe that Shaw and Bowron did not meet after 
that for perhaps a year or more. Then I think the 
first occasion of a meeting of the two men was by 
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sheer accident in Washington. It must have heen more 
than a year. This was in 1939, and I don't believe 
they actually met again until after the United States 
was in the war in '41. I think early in '42, when 
taxicabs in all cities were at a premium and it was 
the custom of taxicab companies to take any passengers 
who appeared, provided the passengers already in the 
cab didn't object, the two of them got in the same 
cab just by sheer chance in Washington, and they had 
a nice little conversation which was reported all 
across the United States. 

I know of only one other occasion when they met, 
and that was when the very elderly head stenographer, 
rlrs. Beulah Padgham retired. For the occasion of 
her retirement after serving in the mayor's office for 
many years, Mayor Bowron held a little reception in 
his office to which he invited all of the past mayors 
of Los Angeles who were still living and available. 
I think there were five of them there that afternoon; 
I was invited in also, as well as a few old-time 
commissioners who had known her well and the members 
of the office staff. There were Shaw, Porter, Cryer, 
Woodman I believe was there, and Snyder. 

On one other ocaasion, probably in 1950, they 
were both invited to be present at a ceremony held in 
the observation room at the top of the tower—some 
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kind of a celebration of the twenty-fifth anniversary 
of the opening of the new City Hall. I don't remember 
who put that affair on. It was not a large affair; 
possibly a hundred and fifty people were present. I 
believe Mayor Bowron was still in office and he asked 
me to come over for it. The night before, I had a 
telephone call from Mayor Shaw. He said he was not 
well and actually that was true. He wasn't simply 
trying to duck out. He was quite ill at the time, 
and he called me on the telephone to ask me to represent 
him at this affair the next day. So I did. All pre-
vious living mayors were present on that occasion, too. 
I believe they were all there—I don't recall how many, 
possibly only four at that time. Mayor Cryer was 
there and I don't remember which others. But on that 
occasion they did not meet. I'm inclined to think 
that they never met except on those two occasions 
after Bowron came into office on the twenty-fourth 
of September, 1938. 

After Bowron dismissed his crowd and told them 
he had work to do, as indeed he did have, I was 
called into the office. Bowron asked me what staff 
was available, and said he had discovered somewhat 
to his consternation that the mayor's secretary had 
already resigned and hadn't even come in that morning. 
I was the only one of the staff that he'd ever met, 
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so he wanted to know now what da we do, what's the 
routine. It was just before lunchtime, so I suggested 
that he take his lunch and I would have mine, and 
immediately afterwards I would have all members of 
the permanent office staff available to meet him. 

So as he came in at about one-thirty, I had them 
all present, lined them up, and introduced them in 
order of seniority: Tom Murchison (I believe I've 
mentioned him before), who was the legislative 
secretary, Miss Padgham, who was Tom's secretary, 
Alice Murphy, who is still in the mayor's office as 
assistant secretary, Meda Pilter, my secretary, who 
is now and for years has been in the Controller's 
office, the several stenographers and file clerks, 
the reception room attendant, and our little Welsh 
doorman. I introduced them and explained to him what 
the duties of each were. I told him that Mr. Murchison 
would require an appointment for half an hour or more 
regularly every morning of the business week to 
discuss pending ordinances that were ready for the 
mayor's signature or veto. I also by this time had 
met Mrs. Norton, who is now Mrs. Bowron, who had been 
appointed as the mayor's secretary. I had some con-
siderable conference with her as to her duties and 
routine, and I also Introduced her to the entire 
staff. 
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I told Bowron that afternoon about the pending 
Federal Works relief projects that were in progress 
throughout the city and how almost daily attention to 
them was necessary from the mayor's office. I told 
him that the city engineer, Lloyd Aldrich, and I were 
familiar with these projects, that any information he 
wanted we would supply to him, and that there wouldn't 
be anybody else who could supply that information, 
because as I said before, I believe, so far as the 
mayor's office was concerned, all the files on federal 
works relief projects were in my office and I handled 
all of the federal contact and the state contact on 
such projects. He at once indicated to me that he 
was not favorable to the Federal Works Relief Program, 
that he didn't feel it was proper for cities and 
counties and states to look to the federal government 
in time of unemployment for aid, expressing an extremely 
conservative viewpoint. 

Well, I argued with him a little with some caution. 
My principal argument was, "Well, Mayor, political 
subdivisions throughout the United States are getting 
this money; it is appropriated by Congress. It lies 
there in the national treasury, earmarked for this 
purpose. Now, the Work's Progress Administration and 
the Public Works Administration apportion the money 
as these political subdivisions qualify for it, and 
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if Los Angeles doesn't get it, it will go to San 
Francisco or New Orleans or Boston or somewhere else. 
It's only a question of us getting our due share. It 
isn't a question of saddling the United States govern-
ment with an additional tax burden because the taxes 
are already levied, the money is collected, and it's 
in the federal treasury." 

He wasn't too much impressed. However, he didn't 
reply. It was obvious it was a new idea to him, and 
indeed it was. He didn't know that that was the way 
the thing worked, that if we didn't take this money 
that was lying there waiting for somebody to claim, 
some other city, some other county would claim it and 
get it. But still it showed that he was against the 
whole theory of unemployment relief from federal funds. 
He still seemed to feel that unemployment relief was 
strictly a problem for each local community to take 
care of on its own, and obviously had no understanding 
of the fact that the relief load in Los Angeles was 
tremendously heavier than in other cities because 
indigents poured into this city. Indigents weren't 
rushing from Los Angeles to New York or from Los Angeles 
to Boston; they were rushing in the opposite direction. 
They were coming here from all over the United States, 
and we had a tremendous overload. They were even 
coming to Los Angeles from San Francisco, because the 
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climate is a little more comfortable down here—as I 
remarked before, Los Angeles was the most comfortable 
place in the United States in which to starve to death. 
We were really up against it. But Mayor Bowron, being 
completely new In office, having no advisers or 
councilors on this subject, took the rather remote 
view of the thing without any understanding of the 
daily problems, the personal individual problems, 
that came into the office. 

Of course, that relief load was easing at the 
time and actually he never did see very much of it, 
except as he had a multitude of job seekers from his 
political supporters; all mayors elect, of course, 
face that, as do all executive officers everywhere 
in politics. Mayor Bowron was quite astounded, however, 
to find that he had almost no offices to pass out. 
He had almost no political plums to share with his 
campaign followers. I have seen two other mayors come 
into office; I have been present when they came into 
office. I've observed them in their operations in 
their early days, and they too are always surprised 
to find that they have nothing to pass out. They 
have a few commission appointments, but only a well-
to-do man can ordinarily accept a commission appoint-
ment because the fee is still (with the exception of 
the Department of Water and Power and the Board of 
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Public Works) only ten dollars a meeting with no 
expenses paid, and if they miss a meeting they don't 
get paid. In those days it was only five dollars a 
meeting with a Charter limit of fifty dollars a month. 
If they held more than ten meetings a month they were 
on their own, they came free of charge. So only a 
man with an established business and an established 
income can afford to take a commission appointment 
in the city of Los Angeles except for those very few 
commissions that I mentioned, the Board of Public 
Works and the Department of Water and Power; I believe 
also the other two proprietary departments, Airport 
and Harbor, now pay their commissioners twenty-five 
dollars a meeting. The Board of Education which at 
one time was paid out of the city treasury now takes 
over the entire obligation, and they pay their 
members twenty-five dollars a meeting, but even at 
that It isn't a salary. 

But Bowron was quite astonished when he found 
he didn't have any jobs to fill except the office of 
his own secretary. Everything else was under Civil 
Service. Hot only he but some of his followers were 
quite pained. They would come to me and say, "Well, 
now, what salaried offices does the mayor have to 
which he can make appointments?" and I always smiled 
indulgently and said, "One, and that has been filled 
by Mrs. Norton." 
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Dixon: Did Clifford Clinton come after an office? 
Story: Clinton didn't come in for an office, but he sent a 

young man in fully expecting an appointment. I want 
to tell about him in a moment. One man who did know 
the situation thoroughly, however, came In and took 
over the unofficial spot that Joe Shaw had been 
occupying. After Shaw resigned from the secretaryship, 
he stayed in the office but moved back into an inner 
office out of sight. Now, of course, he was gone, 
and Van Griffith moved into his desk. Griffith was 
almost at once appointed to the Police Commission by 
Mayor Bowron—I believe he became president of the 
Police Commission for a time, although subsequently 
he and Bowron quarreled and Van Griffith left the 
mayor's retinue. He was a man easy to quarrel with. 

I might say right now that later Van Griffith 
and I became very good friends. I liked the man. 
He's peculiar, he's eccentric, he's dogmatic, but 
he Is earnest and he is honest. When you get acquainted 
with him you find he's really a very friendly chap. 
His wife, I think, is a wonderful woman. He is one 
of the nicest irascible people there are. He himself 
would appreciate that description. I haven't seen 
Van Griffith for several years. When we finally 
really commenced to get together and became well 
acquainted, it was because at the moment we were both 
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against Mayor Bowron. 
He took over in Joe Shaw's place as a kind of 

man behind the scenes. Mrs. Horton went into 
Charley Welsh's office. I was frequently called in, 
often several times a day, by Mayor Bowron and Mrs. 
Horton to advise on minor matters of procedure. 
Bowron told me almost at once, though, that my services 
as press representative would no longer be needed 
because he intended to handle his own press and radio 
relations. However, he soon found that somebody was 
going to have to prepare at least notes for his weekly 
broadcasts, for the radio station (I've forgotten wHch 
one it was that had weekly broadcasts from the mayor's 
desk) wanted to continue at once with Bowron as they 
had been doing with Shaw for perhaps a year and a half. 
So I did prepare the notes. 

Now, as to my situation there, however, it soon 
became apparent that Clifford Clinton had a nominee 
for replacing me in my job. Neither he nor his young 
nominee ever dreamed that I was in a Civil Service 
position. The young man, a Mr. Benshimol, I've 
forgotten his first name now, was a chap I had already 
met a few times. I think he was one of the John 
Anson Ford supporters when Ford ran and I believe 
we appeared on a radio program together, he speaking 
for Ford and I speaking for Shaw. Benshimol's father 
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was a man whom I knew much better. He was at that 
time principal of Belmont High School. 

The young man came to the office several times 
to discuss the duties of my position. I was a little 
perplexed by these visits and these questions, and 
then it dawned on me that he was expecting to take 
over my job. He wqs very much disappointed, and of 
course Mr. Clinton Was too, when they found that I 
had no intention of leaving, and there wasn't any way 
that they could get me out of there if I insisted on 
staying except to file charges against me for miscon-
duct and hold trial before the Civil Service Commission, 
ffom whose decision I had an appeal to the Superior 
Court. It was almost impossible to dislodge me, and 
for this they had to thank Anthony Pratt, who had 
tried to dislodge me and only got me in more firmly , 
than ever before in a Civil Service position instead 
of an appointive position. Anthony Pratt was both 
Shaw's enemy and my enemy, and he was a strong supporter 
of Bowron, but he'd fixed it so that no one could get 
me out unless I wanted to go, and I didn't particularly 
want to go at that moment, when I found they wanted 
to get rid of me. So perhaps foolishly I stuck around 
and waited to see what was going to happen. Young 
Benshimol did get a consolation prize—I understand 
that Clinton paid the bills for him to have a little 
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vacation in Honolulu. So he got something out of it. 
Now to Van Griffith again. He became a little 

suspicious of me. Of course, there were lots of people 
suspicious of me, because no one had worked more 
closely with Mayor Shaw than I, outside of his own 
brother. For weeks and sometimes months at a time I 
was the one who was closest to him because his brother 
would be away or otherwise occupied. I had the key 
to the back door of the mayor's office, and any 
commissioner or other person close to the mayor who 
wanted to see him in a hurry didn't go to the 
receptionist but came straight to me to ask if he 
might get in. If I had any doubts, I was the one who 
personally went into the mayor's office and said, 
"Can you see Commissioner so-and-so, or do you have 
time to talk to such-and-such a person?" I was the 
back door to the mayor's office, and that was known 
all over the city. 

Now, Van Griffith was a man who had long been 
conspicuous in city affairs. He had occupied various 
positions. He had been on the Parks Commission 
principally. He knew his way around the City Hall. 
He knew lots of the people there in all kinds of 
offices. He was well known to the city government, 
although I believe I met him then for the first time. 
It was obvious that he doubted my reliability. 
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My first meeting with him was just casual, but 
then something happened that interested me very much. 
From the office that he occupied, the natural way to 
leave the mayor's suite would be to go out the front 
door. The next easiest way would be to go along the 
main corridor, the inner corridor of the mayor's 
suite, and then out through the side corridor to First 
Street. Two other ways: there was a door that opened 
Into the two rooms occupied by my secretary and myself, 
and it would be possible to go through her office and 
out; but instead of doing that, he took the most round-
±>out way possible. He would come through her office, 
which was an awkward way, and then through my office, 
opening the door in my office and cutting across and 
going out the hall door from my office. The first 
time it happened, I was a little startled, because 
ordinarily no one but the mayor or the mayor's 
secretary ever came into my office unannounced. The 
door opened and there was Van Griffith. He said 
nothing, he just cut across and went on out. It was 
about noon and I assumed he was going out for lunch, 
and indeed that appeared to be it, for about an hour 
later he came back the same way to his own office. 

That happened two or three days in succession, 
and then I realized that he wanted to see what I was 
doing back there in my office, and who might be with 
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me. So I laid a trap for him—or let's say I merely 
staged a scene. His movements were so regular, for 
Van Griffith is a very regular man in his habits, 
that the scene was easily arranged. The next time 
he came through, I had my feet up on the desk and was 
reading the Saturday Evening Post. (I chose the Post 
because it has a large format and anyone could see 
what it was.) He said nothing. He went on through. 
But I believe he never came back into the office that 
way. That settled that. 

I saw much of him, though, on several occasions 
later. In the afternoons of the first two weeks or 
so after Bowron was elected, a crowd of his supporters 
assembled in the assistant secretary's office. They 
would come in at about four or four-thirty in the 
afternoon, and I made a habit of joining them. 
Possibly the first time I wqs called by some of them 
to give them some information. There would be Council-
man Norris Nelson, Mr. Cassidy, a certified public 
accountant who was a close supporter of the mayor's 
and the mayor's next-door neighbor, and an attorney 
whose name I do not clearly recollect—the name 
Lindenbaum comes to my mind. He was a very nice 
friendly chap who sometimes would come into my office 
to chat with me for half an hour or more about the ways 
of city government. He was always very appreciative. 
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I had not so much to do with the others. But this 
little crowd camê  sometimes among them Councilman 
Steve Cunningham. I knew Steve Cunningham and I knew 
Norris Nelson some, although Nelson was relatively-
new in the City Council, having heen elected only in 
1937. I remember there were others with whom I was 
not acquainted and so far as I recall now I never met. 
Usually the secretaries went home rather early in 
those days so that the office was vacant. They 
gathered where they wouldn't be bothering Mrs. Norton 
or the mayor if they happened to be still present, 
and they would just have a bull session there. 

On one such occasion a gentleman was there whom 
I did not recognize. I knew I'd seen him somewhere. 
His face was familiar, but that didn't disturb me 
because I have a poor memory for names but a good 
memory for faces and voices. This chap was just one 
of the crowd so far as I was concerned, and I didn't 
know where or when I had seen him and wasn't much 
interested. I was sitting behind a stenographer's desk 
over in the corner, being accepted into the crowd with 
some obvious hesitation. 

Then I believe it was Councilman Nelson who said, 
"Oh, by the way, Mr. Story, have you ever met Melvyn 
Douglas?" 

And Melvyn Douglas stepped up and shook hands 
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with me, and I said, "Well, I think I've seen him 
somewhere," and that was all I said, because I honestly 
didn't know who Melvyn Douglas was. The name meant 
nothing to me. 

I think it was that evening, as the name was 
stuck in my mind, that I said to my wife, "Do you 
know anybody by the name of Melvyn Douglas that we've 
ever met anywhere?" 

She said, "Heavens, no, we've never met him. 
He's a famous motion picture actor." 

Well, even if I had known it at the time, I 
wouldn't have been as much impressed as Horris Helson 
was to have Melvyn Douglas in this little crowd of 
ten or a dozen men chatting about politics and the 
affairs of the day, because being in the mayor's 
office I'd already met a lot of those people. They 
came and went. I met Mary Pickford there and A1 
Jolson. Somebody brought Al Jolson into my office 
one time after I'd been there for about a year. He 
had been brought into the mayor's office in some 
connection, possibly for some drive or campaign that 
he was heading. Some commissioner brought him in and 
then brought him over to my office and said, "Would 
you like to meet Al Jolson?" We shook hands and 
Al Jolson went his way. 

Mickey Rooney came in one time, and I want to 
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say a word about Mickey Rooney right here. He was, 
oh, perhaps just ahout twenty years old, although he 
only looked fifteen at the time. He was a gentlemanly 
fellow. He was courteous. He knew how to behave 
himself. He was appreciative of everything anyone did 
for him. I think he was brought in in connection with 
Boys' Week, or something of the sort, and his picture 
was taken with the mayor. 

A week or two after Mickey Rooney was there, the 
Dead End Kids were brought in to meet Mayor Shaw. It 
was a rather special occasion that brought them there, 
and they were there with their manager. An unhappy 
little event occurred when they were there. As soon 
as I set eyes on them, because these people were 
always brought first to my office, I thought that 
they were well cast for the parts they played—they 
were naturals for it. They were badly disciplined, 
bad mannered, and the sort of youngsters I had known 
among the unruly teen-agers I had taught in high school. 
They were right on the edge of juvenile delinquency. 
I had to let them into the mayor's office, and he 
was not at his desk at the moment. There was a little 
inner office just off the mayor's office, to which 
only the mayor had access, which contained a desk 
and a complete bathroom with shower. Mayor Shaw, 
when there were photographs to be taken, very 
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customarily went back there to brush, his hair and 
straighten his tie. He was quite conscious about being 
properly prepared for photographs. He had disappeared 
back there, and suddenly I was called back to bqt office 
by my secretary to answer the telephone or something. 

Without thinking about it, I told the boys and 
their manager to be seated, that I would return 
immediately as would the mayor. I stepped out to 
answer the telephone and came back into the mayor's 
office at the same moment that the mayor came in from 
his little private office. We both beheld with con-
sternation the same thing at the same moment: one of 
the Dead End Kids was sitting in the mayor's chair 
with his feet up on the mayor's desk. 

Erank Shaw expressed his opinion very violently. 
He said, "Young man, get out of that chair and take 
your feet off that desk, and don't you ever sit down 

n 
in the chair of a mayor again without being Invited. 

The boy really snapped out of it in a hurry, 
and all of the boys took it as though they had been 
seveaaLy chastised, as they deserved. I think Mickey 
Eooney could have been left around there freely for 
hours and he would never have gotten himself into a 
mess like that. I found him a perfect gentleman. He 
thanked everybody and he was appreciative to everyone. 

I formed a very good opinion of him and I have 
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often been saddened by his misfortunes and misadventures 
since, but they're not difficult to understand con-
sidering the temptations and the problems that have 
faced a very young man with more money than he knew 
what to do with. 

Very shortly after he went into office, I think 
possibly within a week, Mayor Bowron called me in and 
asked me to prepare a brief but comprehensive statement 
about the Airport Department. He knew that I had been 
with the Airport Department for five years, and he 
said that he felt that he could rely on whatever 
statement I prepared. He didn't want to call in the 
director of the department or anyone else, as he 
thought I could give it to him better. He said, 
"Try to keep it down to five hundred words or less, 
but I want a quick view of what the problem is there 
and what the status of the airport is." And then he 
said, "I might just as well tell you that I am proposing 
to do away with the municipal airport and just abolish 
the Department of Airports. I don't think that is a 
proper municipal enterprise." 

"Well," I said, "Mr. Mayor, it can't be done." 
I told Mayor Bowron that he couldn't abolish the airport 
because the city had a fifty-year lease, that it was 
stuck with the property. It was going to have to pay 
the rent whether it maintained the airport or not. 
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I said, "Many other people like you feel that main-
taining an airport is not a proper municipal function, 
that it should be left to private enterprise. I feel 
that's debatable, but if you abolish the airports, 
you're still going to pay a hundred and eighty 
thousand a year rent for a vacant piece of land down 
there." 

Well, he said he would like to have the full 
report. He said he really was aware that the lease 
had been upheld by the State Supreme Oourt as valid, 
but he thought there could be some way found around it. 

I didn't have much else to do anyway, because 
with all of my press and radio relations duties being 
taken away from me, all of the screening of special 
problems for the mayor's desk, all of the special 
correspondence being taken away from me, and with the 
work relief matters all at a standstill, my work had 
pretty much disappeared. I was just sitting around 
there only doing what I was asked to do, and that 
was mostly to answer questions a few times a day. 
I worked with considerable care on this report, made 
it slightly argumentative, but mostly just a plain 
statement of facts. 

A few days afterward I was called into Van 
Griffith's office. He had this statement before him. 
Mayor Bowron had turned it over to him to read, and 
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I found then that Griffith was entirely opposed to 
the airport project, although unlike Bowron, Griffith 
was quite in favor of municipal ownership and operation 
of public utilities. Griffith was a public ownership 
man and Bowron was an anti-public ownership man, a 
free enterprise man. But Van Griffith was much 
incensed by the whole procedure by which the airport 
property had been acquired. He didn't like James R. 
Martin; he considered Martin to be a very doubtful 
character, and he was unhappy about a lot of the 
aspects of the original deal which set the airport 
into operation. 

I asked him what his principal objection was to 
the airport, and he said, "Well, it's in the wrong 
place. There's too much fog down there." 

I said, "Mr. Griffith, where do you think it 
should he?" 

"Oh," he said, "I think it should be up near 
Tujunga or Sunland somewhere." 

I said, "Well, Mr. Griffith, did you ever fly 
in an airplane?" 

Ho, he'd never been in one. 
"Well, if you ever got in one up around Tu&unga 

or Sunland, you'd know in about thirty seconds why 
that is no place for an airport. That's a place to 
get yourself killed in a big hurry." Indeed, I doubt 
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if anything but a helicopter has ever landed in that 
Tujunga Valley up there. I wouldn't want to go in one. 
The time that I flew to Las Vegas to meet Mayor Shaw's 
train just after the bombing of Harry Raymond, I was 
astounded, even though I had prepared the maps to show 
the hazards of the terrain, to find out how accurate 
my anticipations of hazard were. There was a little 
bit of cloudiness that evening, and now and then 
through a little rift In the clouds you could see a 
mountain wall right there within throwing distance. 
In these jet plane days, I think it is perfectly clear 
that anything smaller than the Los Angeles Airport 
and anything with more uneven terrain would be simply 
suicidal. We've had noioaajor disasters at the Los 
Angeles International Airport, but it is now more than 
twice the size that it was then. 

I think right now that It might as well be 
mentioned that before Bowron went out of office, he 
had thoroughly adopted the municipal airport and was 
a chief supporter of new bond issues to enlarge and 
improve it. The public generally thought that he was 
the man who invented the airport. I suspect he does, 
too. Actually, it happened way back in Mayor Cryer's 
day, although Cryer was never an enthusiast for the 
airport. Its first developments came under Mayor 
Shaw when we got federal money in there. The federal 
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government mu3t have spent during the Shaw administra-
tion as much as fifty or sixty thousand dollars, which 
was a lot of money in those days. In fact, they must 
have spent a half million on the airport, because 
Shaw kept after them constantly, and we had Harry 
Hopkins down there and showed him what it was about. 
I was among those present. It was while Shaw was in 
office that tentative contracts were signed with TWA 
and American Airlines to establish their terminals 
there as soon as the facilities were available. We 
already had North American Aviation located there. 
That all happened while I was on the job. 

Yet Bowron and Van Griffith were going to get 
rid of the airport, or at any rate move it to Tujunga, 
I didn't take all of this too seriously, because I 
just knew it couldn't be done, that anybody of their 
intelligence, when they got up against it, would find 
that they were attempting an impossibility. 

I had another contact with Van Griffith during 
those early weeks of the Bowron administration. There 
was a very large used bookstore in the Douglas Build-
ing at THrd and Spring Streets. I was familiar with 
the place. I used to buy things there once in a while. 
It always bothered me, though, because the clerks in 
that bookshop, which was open to the street, were 
very hard to find; when you helped yourself to a book 
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and brought it out and wanted to pay for it, you'd 
have to wait a while and sometimes search to find any-
body to take care of you. I thought it was a queer 
sort of a business establishment. 

Then one day I was in there, looking for something, 
and suddenly I realized it wasn't a bookstore at all. 
It was a front for a bookie establishment, a rather 
elaborate and innocent-looking front for a bookie 
establishment. At other times when I'd been in there 
my suspicions had been slightly aroused, but to see 
bookmakers running around the streets in places of 
business was not unusual. Now I discovered that the 
bettors placed their bets at the cashier's counter 
in that bookstore, that the bets were telephoned 
from there, and that they came there to collect their 
winnings, because I saw it happening. This was during 
a lunch hour that I witnessed this. 

I went back up to the Olty Hall and directly into 
Van Griffith's office, because by that time he was 
president of the Board of Police Commissioners. I 
said, "Mr. Griffith, do you know that there is a big 
bookie joint running down the street within two blocks 
of the City Hall?" 

He said, "Where is it?" I told him. 
He said, "I know about that place, but there 

isn't anything we can do about it." And he dismissed me. 
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That was a bit of a shock to me, considering the 
Bowron administration had pledged to clean up all of 
the gambling and all of the prostitution and all of 
the corruption and all of the police protection. It 
was perfectly obvious that a place like that couldn't 
operate in open sight of the street with hundreds of 
customers streaming through there every day without 
police protection. And here I was reporting it to 
the president of the Police Commission, while he 
Replied that he knew it but there wasn't anything he 
could do about it. I didn't question him as to why 
he couldn't do anything about it. I never asked him 
again. I can imagine a number of reasons, some of 
them good reasons and some of them not so good, but 
I would say that I never suspected Van Griffith of 
being in on any graft of any kind. I would never 
risk my life by offering Van Griffith a bribe, 
directly or indirectly, or anything that he might 
translate into such terms. After that, however, I 
was cautious about reporting any misdeeds that I saw 
going on. 

I wonder if I did record one incident that 
happened during the Shaw administration, when some-
thing of that kind came to my attention. I don't 
believe I did, and I want to get it in the record. 
It gives a little different impression of what kind 



861-

of man Frank Shaw was. I did tell the story about 
shutting up the slot machines on West Adams Boulevard, 
over the protest of the chief of police who pretended 
that there weren't any such things. At any rate the 
slot machines there disappeared. 

Now, when Shaw was under fire by the forces that 
finally became the recall campaign force and the 
situation was very bitter, one day a fire department 
captain who had insinuated himself into the Shaw 
crowd said that he had discovered a way to sabotage 
some of these people, a way that couldn't be detected. 

I expressed some curiosity because I've always 
been interested in the techniques of sabotage, and I 
said, "Well, how would you go about it?" 

"Oh," he said, "it's very simple. All you have 
to do is pour a little sugar into the gas tank of 
the automobile. Catch the culprit and put sugar in 
his gas tank. The sugar is not soluble in alcohol; 
it is carried into the carburetor and goes into the 
engine, scours the cylinder walls and ruins the engine." 

I said, "Well, very clever," and went off and left 
him. 

A day or two later the same man came to my office 
and wanted to know if I had a certain file about wome 
of Mayor Shaw's activities. 

I said, "Yes, I have a file on that." 
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He said, "Will you tell me what's in it?" 
I said, "Yes, it's no secret," and I asked my 

secretary to bring it in. I held the file in my 
hand and told him what was there. 

He said, "How, that's just exactly what we want. 
We're going to prepare a radio script from that 
material to answer some of the charges that have been 
made." 

I said, "Who is going to write the script?" 
He said, "I am." 
I opened the drawer to my desk, shoved the file 

in, slammed the door shut, and said, "Then you don't 
get it." 

He was very much incensed and walked out. I 
went immediately to the mayor's office and said, "I 
don't want that man back in my office. I don't trust 
him. " 

Frank Shaw said, "Neither do I. You needn't have 
anything to do with him any more, and if he comes in 
and wants anything, you just tell him no, it's on my 
authorization." 

I had contacts with the man thereafter, but 
never while Shaw was in office. He remained in the 
fire department for some time, but he never knew that 
neither Shaw nor I trusted him for one minute. He 
was up to little dirty tricks, and attempting things 
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that were completely beyond his capacity or authority. 
About three weeks after Bowron came into office, 

he called me one day and said that he was going to 
give me an entirely new assignment, that he wanted m© 
to go on the desk in the main reception room where 
previously we'd had a police officer. He said, "The 
reason I want you to go there is that you're the only 
person we have on the staff who could be able to 
screen visitors. You know most of the prominent 
people in the city, the city officials, the Council, 
and you've had experience with strangers in knowing 
whether or not they have come to the mayor's office 
on legitimate business requiring the mayor's attention. 
Often," he said, "you can answer their questions and 
get them on their way without bothering anyone— 
you're the only person with us for that kind of an 
assignment." 

So I went out and took that desk and remained 
there, I believe, all the rest of the time that I 
was on the mayor's staff. I still called in my 
secretary out there, prepared notes for news broad-
casts and speeches, and performed other minor services, 
but without anything like the responsibilities I'd 
had under Mayor Shaw. I warned Mrs. Norton and also 
Mayor Bowron on certain habitual callers. I said 
that they had been coming to Mayor Shaw's office and 
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that they would continue to come to this office. 
Some of them were eccentrics, badly balanced people, 
not especially dangerous but a nuisance. 

Especially I warned Mrs. Norton about a rather 
presumptuous Negro, a man of some means, who was the 
king of the gambling houses and the houses of 
prostitution in the Central Avenue district. The 
Shaw administration knew him well. He rarely got past 
the front door. We didn't xirant anything to do with 
him. After one very abrupt turn-down, he turned 
against the Shaw administration and became an enthusi-
ast for the election of Mayor Bowron—he collected 
quite an amount of money for the Bowron campaign. 
When I warned Mrs. Norton that that man was dangerous, 
she said, "Oh, I'm certain you're mistaken. He's a 
nice man. I like him." Well, he was a man with an 
Ingratiating manner, but he was dangerous, and she 
wouldn't accept that. He did get in to see the mayor 
several times over my protest. My estimate of him, 
however, within a year was thoroughly verified when 
the federal narcotics agents picked him up and sent 
him to a federal penitentiary. 

I also warned the mayor concerning the rear 
entrance to his office. There are two doors there, 
a glass door that gives access from the hallway into 
a little entryway, a closet sort of an arrangement, 
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a heavy oaken door with no glass. There are two doors 
to get into the mayor's office from this hack hallway. 
I told Mayor Bowron almost at once after he went into 
office that both doors should be kept shut, because, 
as I said, "Your chair behind your desk is directly 
in line between those doors and the window on the 
opposite side of the room, and unless the oaken door 
is shut, anybody coming into that back hallway can 
see through the ground glass that you are at your 
desk. It won't do any receptionist any good to tell 
them that you are not in. Besides, the life of a 
mayor is always a target. There are insane people 
and crackpots in every community, and somebody that 
you don't know you have injured might come up there 
to that window and take a shot through that door sometime." 

"Oh," he said, "there's no danger of that sort 
of thing. I wouldn't be afraid to have that door 
open, if it weren't for the fact that people would 
just walk in." 

"Well," I said, "Mayor, that's just our experience, 
and I've been here for several years, that both doors 
had best be shut." 

He paid no attention to it until several years 
later, as I remember; when somebody did attempt to 
come through. I don't believe anybody ever fired a 
shot, but somebody attempted to come through, or broke 
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the glass, or something of that kind. Then they mended 
their ways and kept hoth doors shut. 

I mention these things only to show that there 
are innumerable little details that an office holder, 
regardless of his personality or the ability of the 
people he brings in with him as his assistants and 
advisers, discovers about the operation of the office, 
even the physical arrangements that they don't know 
how to use with safety and efficiency, unless somebody 
who knows the procedure is there. Witness the White 
House staff in Washington, D.O. It's permanent, it 
goes on. The doorkeeper goes on from president to 
president, and the president needs him because the 
doorkeeper knows. I recall reading one time that 
when some president came in to office, it may have 
been Truman or Roosevelt or Hoover or somebody even 
before that, he came into the White House on his very 
first day and went to the elevator to go to the 
private quarters upstairs. The president naturally 
stepped aside for his wife to precede him, and the 
elevator operator said, "No, Mr. President, the 
president always goes first." 

There are little details like that. There are 
reasons for them. The most menial staff member is 
far more acquainted with them than the officeholder, 
and knows the reasons for them. So these little 
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advices that I gave were menial services, hat they 
were keen to those of us who had heen there for several 
years, 

I recall another time, regarding someone, I don't 
remember who it was, I'd warned them against. I'd 
been out of the office for some reason on an errand 
and I came back only to my horror to see this person 
about whom I'd said, "Never let him in," disappearing 
into the mayorf office. He went in. I followed him 
as fast as I could to see if I couldn't head him off. 
He went right through Mrs. Norton's office with her 
"good morning" and on into the mayor's office. 

I scolded Mrs. Norton about that. I said, "Didn't 
I tell you we should never let them go in the mayor's 
office unless the mayor sends for them?" 

And she said, "Oh, well, yes, but we like him. 
He *s a nice man." 

She changed her ways; and very often after that, 
and clear on as long as Mayor Bowron was in office, 
she would call me on the telephone and ask my advice 
on things. She became very appreciative of the 
assistance that I had given. 

I was asked increasingly by Mayor Bowron to help 
prepare speeches and letters, and then somewhat to 
my surprise, just as Mayor Shaw previously had done, 
on occasions when he had his weekly broadcast from 
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his desk and he could not he there, he asked me to 
take his place at the microphone. Of course, I 
always did so. I said, "I am reading to you the 
mayor's message," but actually it was a message I had 
written myself. 

Then he sent me out one time, one Sunday morning, 
to Lincoln Park to represent him at the dedication 
of the Hidalgo statue out there that the Mexican 
community had set up. It's a very fine bronze, not 
large, not heroic size, but it's a very fine piece. 
He had been invited by the Mexican community to the 
unveiling of the statue, but as he couldn't go that 
Sunday morning he sent me out as his representative. 



CHAPTER XXI 
THE LOS ANGELES EIRE COMMISSION 

Early in December, 1938 (this was about three 
months after he'd gone into office), Mayor Bowron told 
me one day that he had learned that I had taken no 
vacation yet that year, and that while he regretted 
it very much, he'd been put under such pressure from 
some of his very close friends and advisers that he 
felt It was best for me to leave the office. He 
said, "I want you to stay with the city government. 
I want you to be available, and I think you can be of 
considerable service to the city somewhere, but I 
don't know where it should he. I suggest you take 
the next two weeks off, look around and see where you 
can find a situation, and I will give you every 
support in securing such a position." 

I thanked him and said immediately that I knew 
of only one vacancy for which I might qualify, and 
that was the position of secretary to the Eire Commission. 
The Fire Commission about a month before had discharged 
their secretary, or had demanded his resignation, 
because they found that he had not heen doing his 
duties. He was a man whom I knew quite well, but I 
had long suspected that he'd been devoting his attention 
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to politics rather than to his duties as secretary 
of the commission. 

I said, "There's one difficulty about going into 
that office—it pays fifty dollars a month more than 
this job here." 

Mayor Bowron said, "Well, so far as I'm concerned, 
that would be no obstacle if the commission will take 
you. It's up to them." 

So then and there I took leave of absence from 
the mayor's office. I knew that the Fire Commission 
was in session, and I went immediately over there 
and waited until they came out of their meeting. I 
spoke to the commissioner with whom I was best 
acquainted, Edward Adams, a prominent attorney in 
Los Angeles who used to go to James R. Martin's office 
rather frequently. He and Martin were good friends, 
and I knew him somewhat. 

I asked him what they were going to do about 
filling the office of commission secretary. 

He said that they weren't doing anything, that 
they were just waiting for some indication from the 
mayor's office as to what should be done. Things 
were a little shaky. The entire Civil Service system 
was under question and close examination. No vacancies 
anywhere in the City Hall that required Civil Service 
examination were being filled, and they wanted to get 
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the mayor's policy. Now these were all Shaw appointees, 
bht they were trying to hehave themselves and cooperate 
with Bowron. 

I said, "Well, I've already talked to Mayor Bowron 
about this. He wants me to leave his office, but he 
wants me to stay with the city government, and he said 
it would be fine with him if I came into this office 
if it would be acceptable to the Fire Commission, if 
they felt I could fill the job." 

"Well," said Commissioner Adams, "at the very 
next meeting of the commission, which will be in a 
few days, I'll take it up with them and get in touch 
with you." 

That happened within two or three days. He 
called me and said, "The commissioners with one 
exception seem to be very much pleased, provided they 
can be assured that it's all right with the mayor, 
that it will be perfectly acceptable to him to take 
you in here." 

They saw the mayor, and he assured them that it 
was a fine move so far as he was concerned. So about 
the middle of December, I was appointed to the position 
of emergency secretary to the Board of Fire Commissioners. 
The City Charter allows emergency appointments to be 
made when there is no eligible list in the Civil 
Service Department for a period of sixty days (it was 
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then—now I believe it's been doubled to a hundred 
and twenty days, due to the fact that they found sixty 
days wasn't long enough to prepare an examination, 
advertise it, hold it, get the grades marked and the 
certification approved by the Board of Civil Service 
Commissions, and sent out to the department or the 
appointing officials concerned.) I got the sixty-day 
appointment by a four-to-one vote. There was one vote 
against me. 

I went into the Fire Commission office on my 
birthday, December 22, 1938. Actually I didn't go 
on the payroll until the next day, but I was on 
vacation anyway and I wanted to learn this new office 
as promptly as possible, so I didn't waste a single 
day. I was entitled to a lot of vacation time, but 
that was one of the many occasions In which I had 
only a few days' vacation, and actually that year I 
had none. I often worked for the city with no vacation. 

Later, when the appointment became permanent 
after the Civil Service examinations, a very interest-
ing thing happened. I went in to Mayor Bowron's 
office §nd personally handed to him my letter of 
resignation. He congratulated me on my appointment 
to the new position. Later I received a very nice 
letter from him. I went in and sat down at ray new 
desk as the now permanent appointee in the new position, 
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and almost Immediately the telephone rang. It was 
Frank Shaw, congratulating me on my appointment. I 
thought that was one of the most interesting things 
that ever happened in my career: these two political 
opponents, each congratulating me within five minutes 
of each other, and they were genuine congratulations. 

Dixon: Is the Fire Commission in the City Hall? 
Story: The Fire Commission office then had a suite of four 

rooms immediately adjoining the mayor's office, just 
outside the main entrance to the mayor's office. (It 
is now occupied entirely hy members of the mayor's 
staff on both sides of the hall.) This location was 
fortunate for me because both the mayor and Mrs. Norton 
often called me ID for help in various matters. 

Mayor Bowron called me in on one occasion to tell 
me that he had selected a man to take my place as 
field secretary. He said, "I am telling you this 
because I'm requesting you to give your successor 
every possible assistance in getting acquainted with 
the position and the functions and operations of the 
office." And he started to describe the man. He 
said that he was on the faculty at the University of 
California at Los Angeles, in the political science 
department, and my suspicions were immediately aroused. 
He went on with some description and then said, "I 
think you will find him a very agreeable man to meet. 
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His name is Ordean Rockey." 
"Oh," I said, "I've known Ordean Rockey for 

years. My first acquaintance with him was when I 
was a debate coach in Inglewood High School and we 
needed a judge for a debate, and somebody suggested 
Ordean Rockey. I'd never heard of him, but I sent 
for him and he proved to be an excellent judge. Then 
later, when my wife went into the university, she 
majored in political science, and Ordean Rockey was 
her advising professor and she was one of his readers. 
'7e have been in his home, he's been in our home. I've 
met his parents. I will be delighted to help Ordean 

Rockey in any way I can.11 

So Rockey came in, and he took the de3k that I 
had held in the reception room, given much the same 
duties that I had been performing. Often he would 
call on me or drop into my office and we'd chat for 
a while about some of his problems. 

In the Jfire Commission office, I found things 
were in a bad tangle. My predecessor had been, as 
I said, discharged from office, because when the new 
administration came in the Eire Commissioners decided 
they'd better take a pretty close look at the affairs 
in their office. They discovered to their consternation 
that the secretary hadn't written up any minutes for 
more than a year. It was not the custom in those days 
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for most of the city commissions to read the minutes 
at the beginning of a meeting: they just assumed that 
the paid secretary had prepared the minutes and that 
they were put away somewhere, that he would produce 
them for the president's signature. Nobody bothered 
to read them or hear them read. That part of the 
matter had been repaired by Commissioner Adams, a 
very competent attorney and a man of great ability. 
Working day and night with the Fire Commission office 
staff, Commissioner Adams had himself prepared and 
dictated the minutes for a period of more than a 
year from the notes that were there, from the memoranda 
that had been left by my predecessor. 

So the minutes were brought up to date and signed. 
But many other matters were in very bad condition. 
An important operation of the Fire Commission office 
in those days, and clear up until 1956, was by 
ordinance the receiving of applications and fees for 
oil well permits. The oil well permits had to be 
renewed annually. I found that the permit files and 
records were in such bad condition that it was 
extremely difficult to tell which well had a valid 
permit, whether or not their fees were paid, or even 
who owned the well or for certain where it was. 

So I went to work on it. I went through every 
file. At that time there were some eleven hundred 
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of them. I went through every paper in every file 
and myself prepared new records. I established what 
we called the history record of every oil well, giving 
its origin, its location, the whole history of its 
permits and all inspections that had been made, and 
a record of the ordinance or the zoning authority by 
which it had been established where it was. We found 
a number of them had been established out of zone 
without any zoning authority at all, and we had to 
get that all straightened out with the city planning 
department and with the city attorney's office. It 
was a long, difficult, laborious job. 

In the midst of that, the mayor started Mr. 
Cassidy, one of his camp followers, on a complete 
thorough audit of all city accounts. Mr. Cassidy, 
whom I had already met in the mayor's office, came to 
my office. He already had some intimation that the 
oil well permit records were in bad shape, and he 
said that he wanted me to get them into condition 
and that then he would make an audit. It would take 
him several weeks or a month or two before he'd get 
to it, because he had other records to go through. 
He was on contract with the city, approved by the City 
Council by this time, and he was really shaking things 
down. He went all the way through the controller's 
office and the city treasurer's office, so it was 
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going to be some time before he got to mine. 
Well, I got the records in shape to my satisfaction, 

as well as could possibly be done. I set up a system 
that is still followed. After I got the job finished 
I went to Mr. Cassidy and said, "Now I am ready for 
you to look it over. I think you can do it in an 
hour's time, to see where we stand." 

Mr. Gassidy came to my office. Those records 
were never checked until late in the Bowron admini-
stration, when it became a regular habit for the city 
to award a contract to some outside auditing firm 
to go through all city records. Then both the 
controller's office and the outside contract auditor 
went through my records every year and always, I'm 
proud to say, found them exactly correct. We took 
in, in those years, about #55»000 a year in permit 
fees. Now it's running something more than $50,000 
a year in oil well permit fees, and besides that, 
the city clerk's office collects a per barrel fee, 
a business tax from the oil wells. So the city gets 
a large revenue from the petroleum business here. 
But my accounts were never found out of order in 
any particular, and the financial accounts were always 
correct to the cent. I feel entitled to remark that 
I found enough errors in those oil well records and 
enough fees In arrears, which I collected with the 
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help of the city attorney's office, that first year 
to pay my salary for the year. Just things that had 
heen allowed to slip. 

At the same time, however, almost immediately 
I was confronted with the necessity at the beginning 
of 1939 of taking in all the applications for renewals 
of permits. We still had to rely on the old records 
and the old forms which I completely revised soon 
thereafter, but I ran into an interesting problem, 
and this has to do with the last days of the depression. 
There was a group of old oil wells that still exists, 
known as the old oil field—it was just officially 
known as the old city field. It is much reduced in 
its proportions now. There were then about a hundred 
wells in that field. They're all shallow wells, and 
they are the original discovery wells in the Los 
Angeles basin. They started then at about North 
Broadway. The field extends in a southwesterly 
direction out to the vicinity of MacArthur Park, close 
in around St. Vincent's Hospital. It is a few blocks 
wide and about a mile and a half to two miles long. 
There were about a hundred shallow wells in there 
drilled by old-fashioned drilling rigs, operated by 
old-time methods, and producing a petroleum with a 
very heavy asphaltic content, no gasoline in it. I 
don't think any gasoline has ever been distilled from 
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it. Years ago when I was a hoy they used to get some 
kerosene out of it. In the last twenty-five years 
it has been used almost exclusively for oiling roads, 
for which It is excellent—it is the best oil available 
for that purpose because of its heavy asphaltic content. 
Many of these wells were in back yards or even in 
front yards of little town lots. The revenue per 
well from them to the home owner, the lot owner, was 
rarely more than twenty-five dollars per month. The 
oil wasn't piped away, but was hauled away in tanks— 
it wasn't of enough value to put in a pipeline; it 
required a good deal of processing before it could be 
used for anything, so the revenue to the lot owner 
was very small. 

Now, the law said that the owner of an oil well 
had to have a thousand-dollar bond and he had to pay 
a twenty-five-dollar-a-year permit renewal. They 
couldn't get the bond, these poor people. No security 
company would write a bond for them. They didn't 
have the collateral upon which to support a bond. 
The twenty-five-dollar-a-month fee was in many cases 
as much as two or three months' revenue. These were 
people in very desperate circumstances, many of them. 
I would send them the notice that the fee was due, 
the twenty-five dollars, and that they must put up a 
thousand-dollar bond. They would come to the counter 
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in the outer office in tears and say, "That's all we 
have. We can't raise any thousand-dollar bond." 

I w|.s very much distressed, and went to the 
commission with it. They said, "Let's hold the whole 
matter in abeyance." They had the authority to tell 
me, "Don't collect from any of those people until we 
can take up the matter with the city attorney and 
the City Council and see if we can't give them some 
relief." 

The result was something very extraordinary. I 
got one of the members of the city attorney's staff 
who was assigned to our work interested in the problem. 
He went out and, of himself, organized these people 
into an association which was incorporated and had 
a charter. They elected one of their own number, 
indeed the man among them who had some means and 
actually bought most of their oil, processed it, and 
sold it, as president of the association. Then we 
drafted a new ordinance by which all of their wells 
could be covered by one bond. I think we required a 
five-thousand-dollar bond for the whole hundred wells, 
and we reduced the fee from twenty-five dollars a 
year to five dollars a year. Now strange as it may 
seem, it all turned out to be a money-making proposi-
tion for the city. The whole fee didn't amount to 
much, but my predecessor hadn't been able to get 
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anything out of them and he had had no recourse. 
There was nothing in the law to tell him what to do. 
But now we had it fixed. This one man always brought 
the hond to the office every year and wrote a check 
for the hundred wells at five dollars a well, and it 
was perfectly simple. We never saw these individual 
owners except once in a long while when one of them 
would get dissatisfied with the association and would 
drop out of it; then he was in trouble unless he 
could put up the money. Generally, though, they 
understood, and they didn't drop out of the association 
unless somebody would back them and see to it they 
had a bond and buy their oil, because if they dropped 
out of the association, the president of the association 
would no longer take their oil. 

Dixon: Bid they have to pay a thousand-dollar bond if they 
dropped out? 

Story: No, the bond was reduced I think to five hundred 
dollars. Five hundred dollars per well or five 
thousand for ten or more wells was the way the 
ordinance read. But it was a tremendous relief to a 
lot of very poor people. 

There's more history of my connection with those 
old oil wells that I may think worthwhile putting in 
later. I feel that the whole petroleum industry in 
the Los Angeles area is very much misunderstood and 
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underevaluated by most of our citizens. The oil wells 
are out of sight. The most valuable areas are known 
ohly to the people in the harbor area or Wilmington 
and some of the shoestring strip, Lomita and down in 
there. Generally people don't know we have any oil 
wells—they drive through and they don't know that's 
even in the city of Los Angeles. But actually the 
petroleum industry is a very important industry here. 

Tlany years later, oh, in 194-5 or after, I was 
dhairman of what was called the Pure Air Committee 
in Los Angeles, the first civic organization that went 
after the smog problem in the city. I was chairman 
of it for several years, but I had some trouble with 
some of my overly enthusiastic members who thought 
that it was very simple to just get rid of the oil 
wells and get rid of the smog. They felt that the 
smog came from the oil wells and the refineries. Well, 
it does come largely from the refineries, but they 
said, "Why don't the refineries all move out in the 
desert?" 

And I always answered them, "Well, because they 
have to stay where the oil is. You can't move 
refineries miles and miles away from the oil fields. 
That wouldn't be economical." 

"Well, move the oil fields out in the desert. 
Move the oil wells out there." Actually professional 
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men said that, move the oil wells. 
I said, "Well, oil wells are put down where the 

oil is. You can't go out in the desert where there 
isn't any oil and drill oil wells. It doesn't work," 

And they said, "Then the whole thing ought to he 
abolished. " 

I pointed out to them how many millions of dollars 
were involved in the industry in those years. I think 
the petroleum industry was second only to motion 
pictures in commercial value to the city of Los Angeles, 
and yet most people didn't realize that they existed 
or were of any importance whatsoever. "Let's just 
abolish the whole business overnight and then we won't 
have any more smog." Of course, now they know that 
smog predominantly comes from automobiles and not 
from oil wells, and nobody is proposing to abolish 
automobiles, except myself. 

I got a call from Bowron's office one time, I 
don't remember whether it was from Mayor Bowron himself 
or from one of his staff, saying they wanted me to 
search carefully the Fire Commission files concerning 
certain activities in which they understood Chief 
Engineer Ralph Scott of the Fire Department had been 
engaged, that were of doubtful legality, and that 
probably through Ralph Scott's hands some city funds 
had gone astray. 
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I knew a little "bit about these rumors. Mayor 
Shaw had been aware of them. He had told me several 
times that Scott was engaged in operations under Fire 
Department auspices that just shouldn't be, and that 
he had been called at one time before the Grand Jury 
for an investigation. Shaw had intervened and gotten 
the matter quieted down, and then he told me privately 
that Ralph Scott would stay straight; as he said, "He 
knows that X know what he's been up to, and that I 
can just point my finger and he is through. I don't 
have to worry about him any more. It's best to keep 
him on the job and know what he's up to.", 

But Mayor Bowron had some intimations of some of 
these things that had happened, and he wanted the 
files. I searched the files, and almost at once the 
girls in the office said, "Well, not all of the files 
are here." 

"Well," I said, "where are they?" 
"Oh, Mr. [Leroy] Brittingham from the Chief's 

office came over and got some while there wasn't any 
secretary and took them away with him." 

I immediately made a complete inventory of all 
files in the Fire Commission office, typed it, put it a 
in the permanent record, and reported it to the 
Commission. I said, "These are all of the files that 
I find in the office, I understand that there are 
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certain that have heen removed from the office by-
order of the chief, and they are not in my possession 
at the moment." 

The Commission was irate, and put on the books 
instantly an order to Chief Scott to return any and 
all files that had been removed from the Commission 
office. They were brought back by one of the members 
of Chief Scott's staff, Mr. Leroy Brittingham, who 
was the personnel secretary of the Eire Department. 
There was a large bundle of files. I made some brief 
examination of them, took nothing out of them, typed 
them all up, and marked them as files returned from 
the Chief's office, having previourly been removed 
from the Fire Commission office without authority. 
When I retired twenty-four years later, that bundle 
was still lying in the Fire Commission, safe and 
untouched. 

I reported to the Commission what was there, and 
they said, "For your own protection and ours, leave 
them exactly in that condition unless by some chance 
there's something we need in them." I searched them 
for the papers that Mayor Bowron wanted, and those 
papers were not there. If they ever had been there 
they had been carefully removed. I am sure that such 
papers had existed, because the transactions mentioned 
could not have taken place without Commission knowledge 
and Commission record. 
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I found my commissioners all very friendly, 
even the one who had voted against me. They were 
men of importance and interest in the city in those 
days, all Shaw appointees, all of whom I met before 
I went into the office and two of whom I knew fairly 
well, especially, as I said, Edward A. Adams. 

President of the Commission was John M. Larronde. He 
was and had heen for many years a very picturesque, 
interesting, and prominent figure in Los Angeles. 
He was a native of Los Angeles, or rather of what is 
now a part of Los Aoageles. His home was at that time 
and had heen since his childhood on North Hope Street 
just south of Temple Street. It was a home that had teer^ 
huilt by his father when he was a child, a magnificent 
old mid-Victorian structure with turrets and ginger-
bread. I never was inside the house. He lived there 
with his two old sisters, both of them older than he 
was. They were in their eighties and he was in his 
seventies. One of them I believe was a widow. The 
other had never married, and he himself had never 
married. He had been born at the family ranch, which 
was between Compton and Wilmington. I believe the 
property is still in the family hands, although he 
and his sisters are now all gone. He was of Spanish-
Basque descent. I believe his father was French-Basque 
and his mother was Spanish-Basque. He had graduated 
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from Los Angeles High School, and as I recall, he 
had studied at Stanford, though whether he graduated 
there or not I'm not sure. He knew and was known hy 
every Angeleno who went back to the nineties. 

Years later, I remember a conversation I had with 
Sheriff Biscailuz at a luncheon at the Jonathan Club. 
Biscailuz told me that when he was a small boy his 
mother used to take him off to call at the Larronde's, 
and he and Johnny were playmates. Larronde was known 
as John or Johnny as long as he lived by all of the 
old-timers in Los Angeles. He had been an officer 
and was still one of the principal stockholders of 
the Title Insurance Company. He, however, had long 
before I knew him retired. He was in good health, a 
vigorous man, with more money than he knew what to 
do with. He was already with the Chandlers a part-
owner of a great ranching property in the great cattle 
ranch area up close to Bakersfield off of the Grape-
vine there. I don't recall the name of the ranch. 
It's a vast, vast area, so large that he told me one 
time that cattle rustlers went in there, butchered 
cattle on the range, and hauled the meat away 
without anybody knowing about it for several days. 
Then a foreman riding the range might discover the 
evidence. 

He was with the Chandlers a part-owner of that 
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property. He or the family also owned a property on 
the Embarcadero in San Francisco as well as numerous 
properties scattered around over the Los Angeles area. 
They were an immensely wealthy family, but they never 
divided their property. They had the Basque trait of 
holding on to every bit of real estate that ever came 
into their hands. They wouldn't sell it, they wouldn't 
dispose of it for anything, and they kept it intact 
as a family trust of some kind. 

I don't recall that I ever met either of the 
sisters, but I talked to them on the telephone from 
time to time as I would call the home to get in touch 
with him, because, as I said, he was president of 
the Commission and he took an active interest in the 
affairs of the Fire Department. He had an alarm 
signal apparatus in his home so that any fire alarms 
in the city were given to him also in his home. He 
could tell where the fire was and he often would go 
to the fire, but never conspicuously. The Fire 
Department itself never knew whether John Larronde 
was there or not. He would be a few steps, a few 
blocks away, or on the street behind where he could 
observe closely without being observed. 

I remember that very soon after I went into the 
Commission office we had a very big fire downtown in 
what was called the Gray Building. It was an old 
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building on the east side of Broadway between Third 
and Fourth, a four-story building possibly built in 
the late nineties; it seems to me there was a music 
store or it may have been a clothing store, some 
small retail business, on the ground floor. I think 
there was a clothing shop on one of the floors. The 
top floor, the fourth floor, had a printing establish-
ment with a very large heavy press up there. 

Now, I don't recall any of the details of how 
the fire started, but it was at least a three-alarm 
fire. I'd already made up my mind that I wasn't going 
to chase fire trucks; that wasn't going to be my 
business as secretary of the Fire Commission. But 
it just happened that some matter came up during this 
fire that made it very important to get in touch 
with the battalion chief in charge of the Fire 
Prevention Bureau. I called the Fire Department 
headquarters over on Hill Street and was told that 
he was at the fire. I needed this information 
immediately, so I went over there to see if I could 
locate him, and found myself in the midst of all of 
the network of hoses and the hubbub of fire-fighting. 

I went through the police lines with my 
identification, and in circling the building I found 
nr. Larronde. He was over on Spring Street behind the 
building—I think he was in a parking lot. He was up 
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close enough that he could see what was happening, 
and was watching with great Interest. 

The fire proved disastrous, at least to the 
extent that the building was completely destroyed and 
one fireman was killed, with several others having very 
narrow escapes. What had happened was that the fire 
and the water had so weakened the floors that the 
tremendously heavy printing press up on the fourth 
floor came clear through to the basement, crashed 
right through, and a fireman who was either on the 
first floor or in the basement was killed. A news-
paper photographer from the Times was also there with 
him, but he jumped out of the way and escaped. I 
believe one or two other firemen were injured, 

About a week later I met Mr. Larronde on the 
Street one day, on Broadway in front of the old Lotus 
Cafe which was close to Second and Broadway, where 
Mr. Larronde took all of his meals. He didn't eat 
his meals at home. He said, "Come on in and have a 
cup of coffee. I want to talk to you." 

So I went into the Lotus with him. We sat at a 
counter, as he frequently did, and he said, "You 
have a pencil and a piece of paper in your pocket. 
I want you to take some figures." 

I found the back of an envelope and pulled a 
pencil out, and he started giving me figures. He'd 
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say, "Now add this and multiply that." 
Finally he said, "Now what do you have?" And 

I told him. 
He said, "That's how many tons of water were 

going on the top of that building every minute. Now," 
he said, "that man who was killed was murdered by the 
inefficiency of the Fire Department command at that 
fire. They should have known what was on the fourth 
floor of that building, and they should have known 
that that building couldn't take that load of water 
they were pouring onto it. There was no point of 
pouring the water on there anyway, but if they felt 
that was necessary, they should have gotten every man 
out of the building before they started to fight the 
fire by that method." 

I was very much impressed by the man after that, 
because I found out that he knew what was going on. 
He knew the apparatus of the department. He knew 
every station. He knew actually more firemen than 
the chief engineer knew. In fact, he told me about 
going out to a fire station one time with Chief Scott, 
and he said that as they got out of the chief's car 
and walked in the door he went ahead of Chief Scott 
(the chief had lingered "behind to give some instruc-
tions to his driver for a minute.) As he went in, 
one of the firemen recognized him and jumped to the 
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bottom to signal for a dress parade of firemen, which, 
is the custom—they call it a lineup. 

He said, "Oh, don't bother about that. I don't 
want any lineup." 

And then the chief walked in, spoke very sharply 
to the man, and said, "Where is the lineup?" 

Larronde said, "Oh, I told him not to bother 
about the lineup." 

The chief said, "I want a lineup immediately." 
By that time, the captain of the station had 

come out and said, "Well, who are you?" speaking to 
the chief engineer of the Sire Department. Larronde 
said he had to introduce the chief to the company 
captain, and from then on he had his doubts about 
whether the chief was really on the job. 

Larronde was a man of remarkable memory. He 
knew the history of Los Angeles and the old-timers 
and many of the newcomers. You'd see him on the 
street in the evenings when he would come down from 
his house up on Hope Street for his dinner or to go 
to the barber shop, for he went to the barber shop 
every evening for a shave, long after barbers refused 
to shave people in barber shops anymore. He would 
go on to the Lotus to get his dinner. Sometimes he 
would be just standing on the street corner chatting 
with some newspaperman or some old crony or some bum 
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who knew him, and you would suppose that he was an 
unimportant, ne'er-do-well around town who didn't 
have anything else to do. 

When he died, I don't recall exactly when, in 
the late fifties, the best estimate I got of his 
wealth was thirty-two million. He was generous to a 
fault. He gave to political campaigns in which he 
was interested, but he also gave generously to anybody 
that wanted help or whom he thought needed help. 

An experience that I never had enjoyed before 
and haven't witnessed since came to me soon after I 
went into the commission office on December 22, 1938. 
An envelope came from John Larronde, a Christmas card, 
in which was enclosed a twenty-dollar bill. I was a 
little astonished, and the women in the office said, 
"Oh, that's nothing. That happens every Christmas." 
After he retired from the commission very soon after 
I went into the office, as long as he lived every 
person in the office got a Christmas card with a 
twenty-dollar bill in it. 

In later years I would get a telephone call from 
him and he would say, "Are you busy?" 

And I'd say, "Well, not particularly." 
"Well, meet me down on the corner. I'd like to 

see you for a minute." 
I would go down and we'd usually go into a 
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restaurant and have a cup of coffee. Then he would 
say, "Here's something for yourself, and take the 
others to the girls." They were Christmas cards with 
twenty-dollar hills enclosed, one for each member in 
the office, whether he knew them or not. After he 
left the commission he never signed these cards him-
self. He would say, "Kerry Christmas from Fletch," 
and by "Fletch" he meant Fletcher Bowron, whom he 
despised. But it was "Merry Christmas from Fletch," 
and those were the only "Merry Christmases" I ever 
had from Fletch, Incidentally. 

I could tell lots of stories about him, but that's 
enough to indicate the character of the man. He had 
two or three big fine cars, Lincolns or Cadillacs 
usually, and then he always had a Ford, too. He 
rode around mostly in the Ford. He had a chauffeur, 
and usually in the evening he'd have the chauffeur 
drive him down to the barber shop where he'd get out, 
dismiss the chauffeur, and tell him to take the car 
on home. He'd walk back. When I wanted to find him 
for anything at all, there were two places that I 
looked: the barber shop and the Lotus Restaurant. 
He was always available. The joke down around First 
and Broadway was that Mr. Larronde kept office hours 
at the Lotus usually between six and seven. 

Speaking of the Lotus, I ought to add this. Mr. 
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Larronde, being of Mediterranean extraction, felt 
that good olive oil was essential to a good meal. He 
didn't care for the ordinary brands of olive oil 
that might be available in a restaurant, so he bought 
the best olive oil that he could by the case, took 
it to the Lotus, and said, "Here, keep this for me 
when I want olive oil on a salad or in my cooking." 
Also, he liked good whiskey. It must be aged whiskey. 
I learned that before World War I, before prohibition 
went into effect but anticipating that it would go 
into effect, he had bought a large enough stock of 
bonded whiskey to last him for the duration of pro-
hibition, and it lasted. He had a big enough supply 
in his basement to last it out until 1933, and he 
kept a supply of that at the Lotus, too, so that when 
he wanted a drink or wanted drinks served to his 
guests (and he often took friends to the Lotus for 
dinner—I had dinner there with him often), the whiskey 
was pre-1917 whiskey, almost unbelievable. 

With him on the commission at the time as vice-
president was Clinton E. Burge. Clinton Burge, the 
last I heard, is still living. He's long since 
retired. He was manager of the large paint manufacturing 
and retailing establishment on Main Street—Shriver 
and ^uinn was the name of the place. They had a store 
on Main Street near Second and a store out in the 



896-

West Hollywood area. He was also a quite well-to-do 
man. He had a ranch in the San Fernanda Valley. fie 
retired a number of years after from Shriver and 
Quinn, and the last I heard he was in poor health and 
living out on the desert some place beyond Lancaster, 
out in the mountain desert region. 

My special previous friend on the commission was 
Edward A. Adams, whom I have mentioned before, and 
through whom I was introduced to the other commissioners 
and received the appointment, Edward A. Adams was a 
prominent attorney and a life trustee of Brown 
university. He was a man of whom X was very fond. 
He had a good mind. He had a fine sense of responsi-
bility. He was highly respected, well regarded in 
the community, and yet there were some tragedies 
connected with his life. Ultimately he simply dis-

i 
appeared. I haven't the slightest idea whatever 
happened to him. He had two marriages that I knew of, 
both of which turned out very unfortunately, and 
after the second marriage he just vanished. I had 
some occasion to telephone to his office and asked 
about him, and his secretary said, "Well, we don't 
know where Mr. Adams is. He's been away for several 
weeks and we don't know where he is." 

Mr. Larronde used to ask me what had become of 
Ed Adams. He said, "Try to find out about him." The 
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more I tried, the less I found. He apparently just 
disappeared. He was a man of means, a man of pro-
fessional standing, a man of ability} and the only 
clue that I didn't ever follow was to try to find 
out something from a brother of his who lived in 
Westwood Village not too far from the university. I 
felt the matter was so delicate that I didn't want to 
approach his brother. It's been many years now since 
I have seen Ed Adams, and his closest friends, so 
far as I could ever determine, never knew what 
happened to him. 

We also had a rather curious old gentleman on 
the commission, Edward W. Lewis. He was a former 
manager or assistant manager at the Broadway Depart-
ment Store. He was a man who made something of a 
parade of his righteousness. He was a church-goer 
and a religious enthusiast, and I think he had gotten 
his appointment from Mayor Shaw because the mayor 
felt that he wanted prominent church people somewhere 
in his official family. Often he had used Mr. Lewis 
to represent him on occasions when he felt that he 
could not go to some place where he had been invited 
and where he felt that a prominent church man would 
be the appropriate representative. 

The fifth member of the commission was James 0. 
Cairns, then Captain James C. Cairns of the National 
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Guard of California. He was associated with the 
Hartford Insurance Company. He had heen known to me 
somewhat before I went to the commission office, 
because as president of the Junior Chamber of Commerce 
he had been very active In the Fire Department's fire 
prevention activities and particularly in the sponsor-
ing of what is called the Junior Fire Department in 
Los Angeles, consisting mostly of elementary school 
children who are given this training under Junior 
Chamber of Commerce sponsorship along with the Fire 
Department every year. That had brought Mr. Cairns 
into the mayor's office while I was secretary to 
Mayor Shaw. 

I had been responsible for Cairns' appointment 
to the commission, although he never knew that. I 
never told him and no one else ever told him. The 
only other person who could have told him would have 
been Mayor Shaw. There'd come a vacancy in the Fire 
Commission while I was still with the mayor. Mayor 
Shaw said to me one day, "I have to fill that position 
in the Fire Commission. Have you any suggestions?" 

I said, "Yes—why don't you appoint Jim Cairns? 
He's interested in fire fighting." 

He said, "That's a good idea. I'll appoint him," 
which he did immediately. 

Now, Cairns never knew that I got him that 
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position, but he is the one man on the commission who 
voted against my appointment as secretary. A bit ironic. 

I want to mention my office staff when I went 
into the commission office. The senior member was 
Mrs. Lola Iiahn. She was the widow of a man who had 
been somewhat politically prominent in, I think, a not 
too happy fashion. He had been associated with some 
of the gambling interests in the city from way back. 
Mrs. Hahn was herself a very competent stenographer 
and typist, and she had served as temporary secretary 
between the time my predecessor was discharged from 
the office and the time that I came in as emergency 
appointee. The next in line was Marie A. Walters. 
She had been in the office since 1933. She had previously 
been employed by the Civil Service Department and also 
briefly, I believe, by the Department of Water and 
Power in clerical positions. She is now secretary 
of the Fire Commission, having succeeded me about a 
month ago officially. The third was a young woman, 
Violet Chamberlin. Mrs. Chamberlin had the official 
title of assistant secretary, but that involved no 
special duties other than duties similar to those 
that the others performed. 

I immediately set up a system of handling all 
business in the office so that I and each of my three 
assistants had something to do with every item that 
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came through. Mrs. Walters prepared the calendar, 
or rather, I prepared it and she typed it. Mrs. 
Hahn took care of the issuance of all permits granted 
hy the commission and also did a large part of the 
general correspondence. Mrs. Ghamherlin also handled 
correspondence and typed the minutes, so that all four 
of us knew something about every item of business that 
went through the office. Under the previous secretary 
there'd blso been a special investigator, a Fire 
Department captain assigned to the office under the 
supervision of the secretary, but he had been removed 
from the office shortly before I came in. 

When I came in Commissioner Larronde said, "How, 
any special investigations you will undertake yourself. 
You will be our special investigator." I continued 
to serve as special investigator to the commission 
without further instructions as long as I was in the 
commission office, much to the disgust and pain of 
the Fire Department personnel. They didn't want any-
body investigating over their heads or behind their 
backs, and especially they didn't want anybody 
investigating them, so I made myself knowingly some-
what unpopular in certain quarters of the department. 

I also had for about a year or a year and a half 
a very interesting extra staff, not much of which 
came under my direct observation, but indirectly they 
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were all under my supervision. This was the time of 
the National Youth Administration projects, and they 
had ahout twenty hoys and girls assigned to the lire 
Department. I don't recall the details of how it came 
ahout, hut a representative of the National Youth 
Administration came to me and asked if the Fire Depart-
ment might use some of their young people and give 
them training. He said he wanted me to take charge 
of all these people, he responsible for their attendance, 
and report once a month on the kind of work they had 
been doing. I think the most that we ever had was 
around twenty-five. Usually I had one of the girls 
in my office, and part of the time two of them. I had 
two or three over in the Fire Department headquarters 
office, and then I had the rest, I believe they were 
all boys, out in the Fire Department shops. They 
were given excellent training. 

I followed up every case. I know the discouraging 
part about the girls who came to my office was that 
though they were all bright, capable girls, they were 
new to office work—they'd had no experience except 
some preliminary training in typing and shorthand. 
We taught them, and just about the time we got them 
so that they were really valuable, we lost them because 
theyrd ret jobs somewhere. One of them, I remember, 
went to the Security First National Bank to a very 
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good position there. 
The most interesting of the lot that came to my 

office was a very clever little Jewish girl. She 
hadn't been in the office half a day when I oame 
back from an errand somewhere, and as I stepped in 
the door to the outer office, there at the counter 
was some citizen. This girl was apparently trying to 
answer his questions. I hesitated a moment because 
I thought this might be all wrong, that one of the 
more experienced girls should be out there taking 
care of the customers. Whatever it was he wanted to 
know, she was giving him the answers correctly and 
promptly. She had caught on to an awful lot about 
city government in minutes, it seemed to me. She 
didn't stay more than about two or three weekst and 
then she told me she had a job with the state. 

I said, "What kind of a job?" 
She said, "Well, It's in the lieutenant governor's 

office over in the state building here in Los Angeles." 
I met her on the street a month or two after and 

said, "Well, how is it going?" 
She said, "It's going fine. I have been appointed 

secretary to the lieutenant governor." 
So that's some of the kind of material I got in 

the NYA project. I really enjoyed it. It was bother-
some and somewhat laborious to keep track of these 
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youngsters and make out the extended reports, hut It 
was an interesting project and to a veteran teacher 
it seemed to he thoroughly worthwhile. 

My hahits in office work involved the necessity 
of having a typewriter available (I mentioned that 
in connection with my experience in Mayor Shaw's office.) 
There wasn't any typewriter for me in the Fire 
Commission office. I stumbled around blindly for a 
few days, because I am blind without a typewriter— 
I can get along without my specs, but I must have a 
typewriter. While we had, I think, three typewriters 
in the office, they were busy. 

I pondered the matter for a few minutes one day 
and said to myself, "I know where there is a typewriter 
that isn't working." 

I went back to my old office in the mayor's suite, 
and there was my old typewriter. I asked no questions 
of anyone. It wasn't being used. It was just gather-
ing dust. There wasn't anybody to use it. My 
successor in the mayor's office as field secretary 
didn't use a typewriter as he wasn't given work that 
required the use of one. So I just stand and all 
trundled this typewriter out to my office and rolled 
it in to my desk; and believe it or not, it stayed 
there for fully fifteen years without the officer in 
charge of the stores and supply, who was supposed to 
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keep an inventory of all equipment in the City Hall, 
ever discovering that it was missing from the mayor's 
office. I just sat there and smiled inwardly from 
time to time about this typewriter I had stolen from 
one office and moved into another one without anyone 
ever discovering it. Mayor Bowron never missed it 
and none of his staff ever missed it. I finally traded 
it in when I demanded a new typewriter. It was getting 
pretty badly battered, and I wanted a new typewriter 
and made my demands of the Fire Department. They 
traded this one in, never discovering that they had 
acquired a typewriter for which they had no accounting. 
Just a little sample of how things can slip up even 
in the most closely scrutinized of city governments. 

I dictated most of my correspondence, but I also 
did a great deal of my own. I familiarized myself 
with every operation of the Fire Department office, 
and suffered a penalty for this. Within about three 
months I was informed one day at a commission meeting 
that the Fire Prevention Bureau needed an additional 
stenographer, and since I seemed to be getting along 
very well and doing quite a lot of the clerical work 
of the office myself, they felt that they should take 
Mrs. Chamberlln away from me. So they did. However, 
I did achieve one thing in that connection. I 
protested that the only reason she was at liberty was 
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because I was doing twice as much work as my predecessor 
had done. I wasn't promising to keep it up; there were 
other things to which I could direct my attention, 
and I only had a typewriter there and was doing this 
work because sometimes it was faster and more efficient 
for me to do it than to call a girl in to do it. 

In that connection, I should say that Mr. Cairns 
came in one day during a noon hour and wanted to know 
if there were certain papers in the office. 

I said, "Yes, I think I can find them." I 
went and opened a file, pulled it out, and handed it 
to him. 

He looked at me in astonishment and said, "I-ly 
heavens, do you know how to find things that are filed?" 

I said, "I certainly do. I wouldn't work in an 
office where I didn't know how to file and find 
things in the files." 

He said, "Well, I would never think of it in my 
office of the Hartford Insurance. I don't know how 
to put things in the files and I don't know how to get 
things out of the files." 

I said, "Well, I wouldn't be an employee under 
those circumstances in any office." 

But when they told me that Mrs. Chamberlin had 
to go to the other office, I said, "I won't complain 
if you'll do one thing for me: I want an electric 
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typewriter in here. I have heen investigating 
electric typewriters and I know they're new—I don't 
know of any city office that has one, hut I want one 
if you're going to take an employee away from me to 
make up at least for a part of the loss." 

There was an immediate protest from the chief, 
who was sitting at the commission table at that meet-
ing. He said that nobody else had an electric type-
writer around the Eire Department and he didn't know 
why I should have one. 

For once I can thank Commissioner Cairns. He 
said, "I move we buy an electric typewriter," and it 
was seconded and carried immediately, right over the 
chief's protest. 

Here I must interrupt and mention that on July 7, 
1939, my father died at Bellflower at the age of 
seventy years and three months. He had been rather 
seriously ill for several years with a number of 
ailments and complications, including, I am quite 
certain, a coronary condition. I also know that he 
had a bleeding ulcer part of the time, though he 
didn't know it himself. He was a druggist, but he 
didn't know what was the matter with him. He always 
was inclined to depreciate his ailments. When he 
had a severe coronary attack one time, he thought it 
was just a pain in his chest, and he put a plaster on 
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to see if he couldn't draw out the inflammation. A 
doctor told me he'd had a coronary attack. His hearing 
had heen failing and his eyesight was almost gone, 
hut he was a man who had worked himself to death, 
and even after he retired from the drug business he 
used to search the neighborhood to find out if there 
wasn't some place where he could saw or chop wood for 
somebody, not to be paid for it, but just because he 
liked to saw wood and chop wood. He'd saw big logs 
and then split them. It was something that had been 
a part of his life from his boyhood. But he simply 
wore himself out, and after a serious illness that 
lasted about three weeks, with no definite determina-
tion on the part of the doctor other than that there 
were a number of things wrong, he passed away early 
on the morning of July 7, 1939-

My mother then made arrangements to share the 
home of another elderly woman who was perhaps eight 
or ten years older than she was, another Quaker woman 
whom she had met there in Bellflower. They lived 
together until her companion became so feeble that 
she had to be taken to a sanitarium. My mother made 
several other arrangements after that, part of the 
time living entirely alone, until she had a heart 
attack some six years age. Since then she has lived 
with one or the other of my two sisters. 
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I was the fourteenth secretary of the Fire 
Commission, which had heen organized in 1886. The 
third predecessor before me, Charles E. McKeag, had 
heen secretary to the commission for twenty-seven years. 
I stayed twenty-four years. No others of the fourteen 
secretaries ever held the position for more than five 
years, and only McKeag and I ever worked with three 
different chiefs of the Fire Department. The three 
with whom I worked were Ralph Scott, John H. Alderson, 
and the present incumbent, William I. Miller. 

But there were two acting chiefs whom we tend to 
forget in recounting the history of the Fire Department. 
When Chief Scott retired, the commission appointed 
Assistant Chief Krumsiek as acting chief. When Chief 
Alderson retired they appointed Deputy Chief Rothermel 
as acting chief. In connection with Chief Krumsiek's 
appointment, there's a curious little note which as 
I look back on it seems to me to indicate something 
of the trend of things. Chief Krumsiek was a man 
who was a fire fighter; even as an administrator of 
the Fire Department he was primarily a fire fighter. 
He was selected by the commission because they knew 
him to be a competent fire fighter who had the confi-
dence of the men. 

But within a week after he was appointed he 
dropped into the commission office one day and said, 
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"I just wanted to tell you that at the next meeting 
of the commission I'm going to ask them to relieve me 
of this appointment. I don't want to he aoting chief 
of the Pire Department. I am not going to he a 
candidate for Ralph Scott's position. I will not 
seek the appointment. I will not take the examination. 
I'm going to recommend that Battalion Chief Alderson 
be appointed because he is a candidate for the position." 

The commission was a little startled, but they 
accepted Krumsiek's resignation, and upon his recom-
mendation they then asked Battalion Chief Alderson to 
take over, passing over all of the other assistant 
chiefs and going clear down to the battalion chief's 
rank to get an acting chief. Alderson was, therefore, 
also an acting chief for a considerable period until 
he took the examination and received the regular 
appointment. In the case of Rothermel, he followed 
after Alderson retired and served for a month as 
acting chief very efficiently and willingly. 

I feel that Chief Krumsiek's attitude may have 
been inspired by one of the commissioners who suggested 
to him that he'd better get out of the way and let 
Alderson have it. Looking back on it now, I'm quite 
confident that that is what happened. Krumsiek was 
not a man who was inclined to neglect any duty or to 
refuse any appropriate assignment. Somebody must have 
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urged him and suggested, "Now you get out of the way, 
because you're obstructing traffic here and there's 
something else In mind." 

Bowron*s determination to oust Scott was obvious 
to the whole commission. Larronde often spoke to me 
about it, and he asked me several times to assure 
the mayor that the matter could be arranged quietly 
whenever the mayor wanted it accomplished. He said, 
"You just tell Fletcher that if he wants to get rid 
of Ralph Scott, all he has to do is let me know. I 
will tell Scott to take his pension and he will do so. 
It's just as simple as that." Now what Larronde had 
in mind, what hold he thought he had on Scott or what 
controlling influence, I don't know, but he spoke with 
great confidence. 

I carried the message to the mayor, because having 
been in the mayor's office and having been employed 
by Mayor Bowron and having gone into the commission 
office with his approval, I was something of the 
contact between the two offices. The mayor simply 
brushed it aside and said, "Well, I'm not at the 
mement thinking about getting rid of Chief Scott. If 
anything comes up I'll let you know," 

But later it appeared that the mayor didn't want 
Scott ousted in that manner; or at any rate, some of 
camp followers, I would say particularly Councilman 
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Norris Nelson and Commissioner James Cairns, wanted 
the event to be somewhat more spectacular. 

As the situation developed some changes were 
made in the commission membership which had some 
influence on events that followed later. First, 
Commissioner Burge insisted that his resignation, 
which he had offered to Bowron immediately as soon 
as the recall election took p}.ace, be accepted. Early 
one afternoon he came into the commission office and 
he said, "Has Bowron accepted my resignation yet?" 

I said, "No, sir; I have spoken to him several 
times saying that you would like to be replaced and 
I haven't heard anything." 

He said, "Well, he's going to accept it very 
suddenly." He went out the side door and directly 
into the mayor's office, and in about five minutes he 
came back with a smile on his face and said, "I am 
no longer a fire commissioner. The Mayor accepted my 
resignation upon my demand just now. I walked straight 
into his office and said, 'I want my resignation 
accepted and I want out.'" 

This was in October, 1940. There'd been no change 
in the commission thus far. Shortly after Bowron 
accepted that resignation, he also accepted the 
resignations of Adams and Lewis, Adams in October 
and Lewis in December, and appointed in their places 
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Colonel Charles H. Hilton and Captain Benyard B. 
Wygant, replacing Burge and Adams; he named in December 
Ray A. Myers to replace Commissioner Lewis. 

Commissioner Hilton was a former Regular Army 
Colonel. His last command had been at Fort MacArthur 
at San Pedro. He was a man who had come up from the 
ranks, a maverick. He had served under Pershing in 
the Philippine insurrection. However, much of his 
life, although an Army man, he had been at sea: his 
most extensive command had been as captain of an Army 
transport. He was the army officer who had returned 
the anarchist Emma Goldman and her companion, his 
name doesn't come to me right now, to Rissia at the 
end of World War I. I always thought Hilton had 
missed a tremendous opportunity, and it gave me some-
thing of the measure of the man's mind and personality, 
in that he said he had no communication with these 
two eminent anarchists during the entire voyage other 
than just what was absolutely a matter of business 
necessity. Two of the most colorful and remarkable 
figures of the day aboard a ship on a voyage to Russia, 
and he had no conversation with them. I can scarcely 
imagine a jailor, certainly never a prison warden, 
who wouldn't take the opportunity to make some 
acquaintance with a person of that sort, as did Eugene 
7. Debs' warden at Atlanta Penitentiary. They became 
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close friends. Not only the warden at Atlanta hut 
the warden's wife was interested in this remarkable 
prisoner. She had him to tea parties when she had 
guests in order that she might introduce this interest-
ing chap. But Hilton had no interest other than to 
deliver his prisoners to Russian soil and get rid of 
them. 

Captain Wygant was from the Navy, an old Navy man. 
His last command in the Navy had been the Battleship 
California. He was an Annapolis man, very formal and 
very correct, but a man of education and of considerable 
insight, though a strict disciplinarian. I s&w this 
at the very first meeting of the commission that he 
attended. Chief Scott made it a practice to come to 
commission meetings just a little late. I remember 
the commission was meeting in the City Hall. His 
office was three blocks asray over at Second end Hill 
Streets, and he always got there just a little bit 
late. He wanted the commission to be assembled and 
the meeting all ready to start before he came in with 
his fire prevention chief and any others of his staff 
whom he might bring over. It was a kind of grand 
entry that he always made. 

On this occasion, when Captain Wygant was present 
for the first time, Chief Scott came in and sat down, 
and immediately Captain Wygant, without consulting any 
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of the other commissioners, leaned across the table 
and said, "Chief, where's your uniform?" 

The chief never appeared in uniform. I don't 
think I'd ever seen him, although I'd known hî n Pov-
several years, in uniform* The chief said, "Well, 
Sir, I don't ordinarily wear a uniform except on some 
formal department occasion." 

Captain Wygant said, "Chief, in the Navy, when 
any officer is to appear in the office of the Secretary 
of the Navy, he always appears in uniform. That is 
correct procedure. Hereafter I will expect you to 
appear before the commission in uniform." 

No instructions from the commission. This was 
just one commissioner expressing his opinion. As 
long as Captain Wygant was on the commission, and for 
several years thereafter I never saw Chief Scott 
otherwise than in full uniform. 

Captain Wygant is still living. The last I 
heard he lives right here in Westwood somewhere. He 
is, I believe, a vestryman in the Episcopal church 
over there. Charles Hilton died while still a member 
of the commission, early in the '40's. I enjoyed my 
acquaintanceship with both of them. I don't recall 
any friction with either. 

Ray A. Myers, who replaced Commissioner Lewis, 
was a general contractor, still in business in Los 
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Angeles. He was then associated with his brother 
who since has died. The firm was known as I^ers Brothers. 
I believe Ray Myers' son is now associated in the business. 

Soon after they came on the commission, Cairns 
made a move to call in a special investigator from the 
San Francisco office of the National Board of Fire 
Underwriters to make a study of the Fire Department and 
submit an advisory report. Some questions were asked 
by the other commissioners^ particularly by Larronde, 
who was still president of the board, as to whether 
such an investigator would be available. Cairns said, 
"Tes, I can arrange that." My father is on the board 
of directors of the National Board of Fire Underwriters, 
and I can arrange it at once. I'll step out to the 
telephone." He called San Francisco on the phone and 
had it fixed up in three minutes. 

Then at that same meeting I was directed to 
prepare a questionnaire to be circulated to all members 
of the Fire Department. This was to be done quickly. 
The questions which they specified were to be kept a 
secret until the questionnaire was actually in circu-
lation. The business of getting rid of the chief 
engineer, who was a popular man in the city, was a 
bit touchy, and yet they didn't want it handled 
quietly. They didn't want him just to retire. 

I got the questionnaire in shape. They told me 
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they wanted me to handle this personally. They did 
not want any secretary in my office to handle it. They 
wanted me to do it personally. I cut the stencil on 
my own typewriter one evehing after the girls had all 
gone home. The only mimeograph machine available to 
me was over in the Fire Department headquarters. I 
made arrangements to have access to that sometime after 
midnight. With the key to the Fire Department office 
in my pocket, I went over there and worked til] between 
two and three o'clock in the morning getting that 
questionnaire out. I had the packages made up for 
the various stations. I folded all the questionnaires 
myself, and sent them out. These were questionnaires 
pertaining to the attitude of the various firemen, 
fifteen hundred of them, toward the department—their 
criticisms, their comments. 

I got them all back, and tabulated them. To 
this day those questionnaires have never been opened 
by anyone but myself. The tabulation was never looked 
at by the commission, by the mayor, or by the special 
investigator who came from San Francisco. It was all 
just a big show. There were no consequences of it 
whatsoever, so far as the information obtained was 
concerned. I may have destroyed them before I left 
the commission office—I don't know where they are 
now, but I know that up to a year or two ago those 
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questionnaires were still lying tied up in my office 
after more than twenty years. 

Dixon: Was there some significant information in them? 
Story: Yes, there was some significant information. There 

were leads that pointed to things that might well have 
been looked irCto. But it was just a bit of theatrics, 
because the mayor and Commissioner Cairns and Council-
man Nelson already had their minds made up as to 
what they wanted done. 

Dixon: In other words, "Don't bother me with the facts, my 
mind is made up." 

Story: Yes, don't bother me with the facts, my mind is made 
up. But this investigation, which lasted for perhaps 
a week, resulted in a brief report that found many 
things in the Fire Department to he faulty. I could 
have told them all about it, instead of bringing a 
special investigator from San Francisco. John Larronde 
knew them all. Any of the old commissioners could 
have told anyone that wanted to know these particular 
things—that certain apparatus was old and needed to 
be replaced, that there was a manpower shortage, that 
some of the stations were about to fall down and should 
be rebuilt, that some of the stations were wrongly 
located, that there were discords and a lack of 
coordination in the department, that there were reasons 
to believe that there was monkey business going on. 
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They didn't need a special investigator. The commission 
knew all of those things and hadn't made any effort 
to keep them a secret from anybody who wanted to know. 

But a very impressive private conference was 
called with the commission, Chief Scott, Councilman 
Nelson, and the mayor behind locked doors in a suite 
in the Biltmore Hotel. I was not Invited to be present, 
for which I was very thankful. Chief Scott was accused 
of inefficiency and incompetence and what worse, I 
don't know, and promptly offered not to resign but to 
retire, to take his pension. 

At the same meeting Commissioner Larronde took 
the mayor aside and said, "Now, Mayor, I want the best 
for the city in the Fire Department. If you think 
that I'm any problem here, that I should step out, 
you have my resignation any time you want it." 

The mayor said, "No, Mr. Larronde, I want you to 
stay." 

Now, this was all an aside. When Cairns and 
Nelson found out that Larronde had again offered his 
resignation and it had been refused, they talked to 
the mayor promptly and induced him to reverse his 
decision, to communicate with Larronde and say, "I've 
changed my mind, I would like to accept your resigna-
tion, but write it out in such a way that it won't do 
you any harm." 
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Larronde came to me and said, "Will you write 
the resignation in such terms as to give no reason 
for the resignation and to imply no criticism of the 
mayor?" 

That was a difficult assignment, hut I wrote the 
resignation. Larronde looked over It and laughed about 
it and signed. "Now, he said, "take copies to the 
press room." 

So I went around to the press room in the City 
Hall and handed the copies out. I remember Bill 
TeGroen of the Herald looked the thing over and said, 
"What in hell does this mean? It doesn't say anything 
except that Johnny is quitting." 

I said, "I don't know what it means. I wrote 
it so that nobody would know what it means. Those 
were my instructions both from the mayor and from 
Larronde." 

He said, "Well, I'm going to have to get hold of 
Larronde and the mayor and see what it means." He 
did, hut he never found out what it meant. 

The meaning soon became apparent, though. At 
the very next meeting, Cairns was elected president 
of the Board of lire Commissioners. It was all too 
obvious that he had wanted to get rid of Larronde so 
that he might have that dignity. 

The vacancy created by Larronde's resignation 
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was filled "by the appointment of Robert J. Bauer, 
who was executive secretary of the Better Business 
Bureau. Mr. Bauer became a good friend of mine. He 
was a very busy man and he didn't devote anything like 
the time and attention to the commission that Mr. 
Larronde bad given to it. He left that to other 
commissioners. Colonel Hilton and Captain Wygant did 
devote a great deal of attention to the commission 
and to department affairs, as did Cairns. Bauer, 
however, didn't have too much time for it. 

Later, several years later, he asked Mayor 
Bowron to transfer him to another commission, I think 
he named the Library Commission. He got that transfer 
and remained on the Library Commission up to a very 
short time ago. 

Meanwhile, before all of this had taken place, 
Chief Scott had come in to a board meeting and said 
that he needed an appropriation from the City Council 
and that he wanted the commission to request it. It 
was an appropriation to repair the floor in Tire 
Station Number Four, which is an old building on 
Aliso Street down near Alameda, not too far away from 
the Union Terminal. He said the floor was in very 
bad condition; it was supported by rotten timbers 
and he was afraid they were going to have a bad 
accident there someday if it wasn't rebuilt. 
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Colonel Hilton said, "I want to go over and 
look at that before we vote on it, since it requires 
considerable expenditure." The colonel went over 
immediately after the meeting in the morning, and very 
shortly after lunch he came rushing into the office 
and he said, "That floor isn't worth repairing, that 
building isn't worth repairing. It Is a disgrace. 
Is there any money to rebuild that station?" 

I said, "Yes, Commissioner, I know where there's 
a hundred and fifty thousand dollars of appropriated 
and unused money, money that can't be used unless it 
is transferred to another account. It is appropriated 
to the salary account. I say a hundred and fifty 
thousand—that's round figures. It's something a 
little more than that, as I remember, around a 
hundred and fifty-two or a hundred and fifty-four 
thousand." 

"Well," he said, "why isn't it used?" 
I said, "Because there have been very few Civil 

Service examinations under the present administration. 
They're reorganizing the Civil Service department. 
My examination and a few others are the only ones 
that have been held. The money has been appropriated 
in the budget to the salary account. The manpower is 
depleted—the positions are authorized but they can't 
fill them because there's no Civil Service list and 
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the money can't he spent before the end of the fiscal 
year. When the fiscal year is ended, all monies left 
revert to the reserve fund, and the Fire Department 
loses it.11 

"Well," he said, "what can be done to stop that?" 
I said, "If the mayor and the council will agree, 

you can have the whole hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars put over in a building fund or an improvements 
account." 

He went in directly to the mayor, came back in 
a few minutes, and said the mayor didn't know that 
that money was there and couldn't be spent, and that 
he was perfectly willing to have it go into an 
improvements account if the council would agree. 

It was done within a week. The council agreed. 
The result was that a long-halted Public Works 
Administration project to build a new establishment 
for Fire Station Number One on Pasadena Avenue at 
Twentieth or Twenty-first Avenue went ahead. It had 
just heen halted because the city wasn't putting up 
any matching funds to carry out the project. It went 
ahead and the station was completed. A new station 
was built on National Boulevard in Palms, very much 
needed because that district was entirely without 
fire protection close enough to give them any reasonable 
assistance at all. A new station was built for Company 
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Number Thirty-seven, located on Veteran Avenue adjoin-
ing university property across from the Veterans' 
Cemetery. That new station, though, is a kind of bad 
joke on me, because at about that time I was building 
this house and planning to move out here—in fact, I 
think before the station was actually moved we had 
completed this house and come out here, and Station 
Thirty-seven was then right here on Federal across 
from the Veterans' Administration on this side, and 
was my closest fire station. However, they desperately 
needed a fire station close to the Village where there 
were several million dollars' worth of improvements 
and no fire protection. 

Working closely with Colonel Hilton, we got a 
recommendation from the Veterans' Administration that 
the site that we wanted, which was then government 
property, Veterans' Administration property, should be 
given to the city with the understanding that the 
city then would provide fire protection to the Veterans' 
Administration buildings. (Now they have a small fire 
company of their own over there, though nothing 
adequate for a big fire—just a small emergency pro-
vision on the Veterans' Administration grounds.) Of 
course, this took Congressional action, but we got 
that property upon which Fire Station Thirty-seven is 
located by act of Congress. I worked with Colonel 
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Hilton, with the Veterans' Administration, and with 
Congress to get that thing through. My Congressional 
contact still was, as it had been in the days that I 
was with the airport, John Dockweiler, and we got 
the thing put through very smoothly and very promptly. 

Strangely, however, Fire Station Number Four was 
not taken care of out of this $150,000, because it 
was decided that the station should be relocated, 
that it was in the wrong place. In the meanwhile, 
Union Terminal was nearing completion, and the terminal 
post office was to be constructed. It was felt that 
a fire station should more over in that direction. 
Also, we had an old station on North Main Street, 
pretty well out from the business district, and it 
was felt that the two stations should be combined in 
a new location between the old locations. The other 
station that was to be abandoned, which is now our 
neighbor right out here on Sunset Avenue, was company 
nineteen. The Fire Department retains the numerical 
order of the companies even though the companies may 
be changed to entirely different locations with entirely 
different personnel. But they still number from one 
clear through to what is now something well more than 
a hundred. 

I always was quite satisfied, though, with the 
consequences of my little suggestion that the hundred 
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and fifty thousand dollars he put to work. I think 
possibly the property for the new Station Four was 
bought out of money: I don't know today exactly 
what became of the hundred and fifty thousand, but 
it was all used to good advantage. I do remember that 
when we got ready to build Thirty-seven on Veteran 
Avenue, there wasn't enough money to put up a brick 
building, so that is the only comparatively new frame 
building to be constructed as a fire station in the 
city of Los Angeles. I say comparatively new—it is 
now something a little more than twenty years old. 

Before saying anything more ahout my Fire 
Commission experiences, I probably should remark that 
I was continuing to live my own life aside from that. 
I was by this time carrying again a heavy teaching load. 
I was in demand by various adult education school 
principals in the city for the purpose of attempting 
In their schools the same thing that I had been doing 
quite successfully at Los Angeles Adult School: that 
is, classes in current or world affairs. I was soon 
called upon to establish such a class at Hollywood, 
which I did, and I carried that on until late in the 
'50's. I suspect it was about 1956 before that class 
was closed, simply because I was promoted, so to speak, 
without any increase in salary to the position of 
educational councilor in the Hollywood Evening School. 
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I was also doing a good deal of other lecturing for 
various groups; and especially I was called hy the 
teachers' organizations to give institute talks, con-
duct special programs, and sit on panels—that kind 
of thing, so that I was never at a loss for something 

Of course, I was observing political affairs in 
Los Angeles very, very closely. I still maintained 
a good deal of contact with Mayor Shaw and with his 
group. At about this time, I believe, Mayor Shaw 
commenced an action against Liberty magazine, which 
was published by Bernarr Macfadden. Liberty had 
published an article written ostensibly by Clifford 
Clinton telling about the ousting of the allegedly 
corrupt politicians in Los Angeles and the cleaning 
up of the city. Clinton, of course, didn't write this 
article—somebody did the ghost writing for him. Some 
things were said about Mayor Shaw that he felt were 
libelous, and he brought an action against Bernarr 
Macfadden, against Clifford Clinton, and against 
Liberty magazine. A long trial took place in the 

Haas, Charles Haas. 
In the midst of the trial I had an amusing 

experience. Mayor Shaw through his attorneys subpoenaed 
some correspondence from the mayor's office, some of 

to do 

court student, Judge 
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the things that I myself had seen to it were left in 
the files in the mayor's office to be carried on 
permanently. The mayor thought that such documents 
or papers were there. Into my office (remember that 
the Fire Commission office was adjoining the mayor's 
suite at that time) came the old executive secretary. 
He was tremendously excited. He said, "Vie have a 
subpoena to produce in court such-and-such papers or 
correspondence. Have you any slight idea whether we 
have them or not?" (This was old Tom Murchison.) 

I said, "Yes, Mr. Murchison, I know you have them." 
He said, "Can you help us find them? We've 

searched everywhere and we can't find them." 
I said, "Well, what has been done with the files 

that were there in Mayor Shaw's time?" 
"Oh," he said, "we've stored them." 
"Well, show me where they're stored." And I 

went in, and in five minutes got the papers out and 
handed them to him. He was tremendously relieved, 
because he didn't want to go into court and say the 
papers were lost or that he couldn't find them. 

The outoome of the trial was that the jury (it 
was a jury case) couldn't agree and necessarily a 
new trial was ordered. Judge Haas was unhappy about 
the whole thing. He was not friendly toward Mayor Shaw— 
he was friendly toward Mayor Bowron. I think many of 
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the decisions that he made during the trial were not 
fair decisions, and I say that with all due respect 
to Judge Haas's memory, for he was a good friend of 
mine, too. You see, I was in the peculiar position 
of being a friend to a lot of people who were bitter 
enemies of each other. 

The case was ordered for a new trial, but sub-
sequent to the order for a new trial, the parties met 
and there was a settlement out of court, a settlement 
in which Liberty magazine published a retraction and 
an apology. It was announced also that there was a 
cash settlement, the amount of which was not to be 
published. I often speculated as to the amount of 
that cash settlement, and I think I can make a very 
good guess that it was a considerable amount. I 
base my guess on this: Mayor Shaw and his wife were 
in a difficult financial position after his retirement 
from the office. I think they spent a good deal of 
money on the defense of his brother, Joe Shaw, who 
was accused of some corruption in the Civil Service. 
I don't know if I told that story or not in this record, 
but I should. 

Joe Shaw had had a falling out with Buron iltts. 
They were, by this time, quite bitterly opposed to 
each other. Joe Shaw was indicted, along with the 
manager of the Civil Service Department, for malfeasance 
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in the handling of Civil Service examinations, for the 
acceptance of bribes and that sort of thing. The case 
went to trial and Joe Shaw was found guilty. He 
appealed. The Appellate Court reversed the decision 
of the Superior Court. It was then taken to the 
Supreme Court by the prosecution, and the Supreme 
Court upheld the Appellate Court. 

Joe Shaw often laughed about it afterwards. He 
said, "Well, one judge found me guilty and sentenced 
me, but seven or eight, I don't remember how many, 
judges found me not guilty, and I'm satisfied." 

But I suspect that he and his brother spent a 
lot of money in that case. They also had some other 
financial reverses, that is, Frank Shaw and his wife 
did, and they commenced to sell some properites they 
had, including some oil well properties in the Athens 
district of Los Angeles. Frank Shaw told me one time 
when I called on him out at his office that he'd 
gotten word from A. P. Gianni ni, president of the 
Bank of America,that they wanted to see him. He 
said he went in to see Mr. Giannini, and Mr. Giannini 
said, "Mr. Shaw, you have been a good mayor of Los 
Angeles. You had a lot of misfortunes. I understand 
that you are letting some of your properties go and 
that you're selling some of your stocks at a disadvantage. 
I don't want you to do that any more. When you need 
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money, come in here and get it." 
Frank Shaw told me that before he got his affairs 

straightened out, he was in debt to the Bank of America 
for twenty-five thousand dollars. Whether he told me 
or whether I found out otherwise I can't now recall, 
but I know that all of a sudden, shortly after the 
settlement with Liberty magazine, he paid off the bank 
completely. He had two or three good attorneys, all 
of whom were acquaintances of mine, and I know that 
they took the case on contingency. Those cases are 
usually handled on not less than fifty percent, so 
it is my guess that the settlement was not far from 
fifty thousand dollars, and that Liberty magazine felt 
that it was worth paying to get out of this case and 
get Mr. Clinton off the hook. Now I don't know, maybe 
Clinton put up some of it. But I doubt that. I 
think Liberty magazine paid the whole bill. It may be 
remembered that Liberty didn't last too long after 
that episode. I think it had one or two other 
experiences of a similar sort with other people across 
the United States who found that Liberty was a bit 
vulnerable. 

I was interested in morals in Los Angeles, because 
all of these gentlemen of the cloth who had been so 
ardently supporting Mayor Bowron were going to see 
that the city was cleaned up morally. I've already 
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mentioned the gambling and the bookmaking that I saw 
going on at the bookstore which appropriately enough 
was a front for a bookmaking establishment at Third 
and Spring Streets. Now, I'm not acousing Mayor 
Bowron in saying this. I think very possibly he 
didn't know what was happening. He wasn't able to 
discern it, or maybe people were hiding it from him. 
But for the first time in my adult life, I experienced 
being solicited on the street by prostitutes in broad 
daylight in the business district in Los Angeles. I 
could go down Main Street any time and be stopped by 
some girl or called to by some girl from the doorway 
of a beer parlor. That had never happened to me 
before. I was astounded the first time it took place, 
but it was a repeated experience after that. 

Then I discovered some incidents indicating 
corruption in the lire Department that disturbed me. 
The first was not a grave matter, perhaps. A man 
had an oil well out in the southwestern part of the 
city, an oil well that wasn't operating. The man had 
no money but felt that his oil well property was worth 
something, that it could be developed. He came into 
the office one day and said that two inspectors had 
been out there and told him he was going to have to 
get a permit and he was going to have to get a bond. 
Since he had no money to pay for the fee and he had 
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no collateral to put up for a bond, they suggested 
he'd better sell his holding, and they named the person 
to whom he should sell it. And they Insisted. 

Well, that sounded like certain inspectors were 
going far beyond the call of duty. I interviewed 
the man extensively, and looked into what records we 
had. I knew from the man's attorneys that indeed he 
had no money, that he was broke, but lots of people 
were in those days, and we were doing our best to 
give them time to find the little money that was 
necessary, to make a deal to sell the well, to get a 
partnership, or to get financing somehow. We were 
being extremely lenient. These inspectors had gone 
out without my permission and picked on this particular 
man. 

After I was satisfied that they were far out of 
line, I talked to Commissioner Larronde about it, and 
he said, "You take that to the mayor's office and see 
what happens." 

I went In and saw Tan Griffith again and told 
him the story. He said, "I'll have this investigated." 
I know that he did put some man on the case to make 
an investigation. I saw him a week or two later and 
he said, "The matter has been dropped. There isn't 
anything we find that we can do." 

I was puzzled, bringing a good case of corruption 
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for the second time to Mr. Griffith's office, a man 
in whom I had a good deal of confidence so far as 
things of this sort were concerned, and yet nothing 
happened. I teiked to Mr. Larronde ahout it and he 
said, "Well, I can tell you something about that. One 
of those inspectors is very close to the mayor. I 
think he's a relative of the mayor's. You got a 
bad case to take to the mayor's office." 

Then another thing happened, and this largely 
happened under my own eyes. I'd had some dealings 
with a young man who came from Chicago. He was engaged 
in the business of what we call fire insurance adjust-
ing, claims adjusting, a publlo adjustor. A public 
adjustor is one who offers his services to the public 
to adjust fire insurance claims. It is considered 
hy all who know the business as rather shady; often 
these people represent arsonists or people who are 
suspected of arson. This chap was an eager beaver. 
He had a kind of swaggering appearance and temperament. 
He loved to probe into matters; he'd gotten himself 
in so bad with the lire Prevention Bureau that they 
had recommended denial of his renewal permit, but 
he made a plea to the commission itself and he'd gotten 
a permit over the heads of the Fire Prevention people. 
He was still being watched very closely. The commission 
itself wasn't too pleased with him. 
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Without any invitation from me, he proceeded 
to make me his close friend and, somewhat, his 
guardian and adviser. He'd heen in trouble in various 
places in various ways. I think he'd gotten himself 
into jams a few times in Chicago before he ever came 
out here. He admitted he'd been a rather bad boy and 
that his parents were unhappy about his behavior. He 
was married and had several children. Through 
several years, I watched him closely and helped him 
get out of several difficulties that he'd gotten 
into, some of them of rather dramatic character. 

But he came to me one day and said, "You know, 
there was a big fire out here on Wilshire Boulevard 
In a fur store and it was an arson case, but the 
Fire Prevention inspectors can't see it. Anybody 
that knows anything about arson can go in there and 
look around the shop and see that that fire was set. 
How, I know some things about that case. I know a 
large stock of goods was put in that store on consign-
ment the very day before the fire occurred. I know 
that the people who had that fire had had some 
previous fires of suspicious character, and that 
they have been allied with other people who've had 
suspicious fires. Now, I'm not representing them, 
but I want to clear myself with the Fire Commission, 
and if I see arson I'm going to do my best to stop it. 
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I'm not representing arsonists." 
He described the situation and he talked to me 

about the case for several days. There was a charge 
of arson filed by the Fire Prevention Bureau, and 
the case went to court. He went over and listened 
to the trial day hy day, and he reported to me that 
something awfully funny was going on, that the fire 
prevention men came into court and they didn't tell 
what had happened. They seemed to he holding hack the 
evidence, and the prosecution couldn't pull the 
evidence out of them, things that he knew, that he'd 
seen. The prosecution had brought down a former 
employee of this establishment who was now in San 
Francisco. He was able to tell a lot about it, hut 
they didn't put him on the stand. 

Well, I got these daily reports. Then one after-
noon he called me on the telephone and he said, "If 
you want to see something interesting, get over here 
to the courtroom in a hurry." 

I went over to the Hall of Justice just in time 
to hear the judge say to the prosecuting attorney, 
"Mr. Prosecutor, I've heen listening to this case 
for about ten days and you haven't come up with any 
case thus far—you haven't presented any evidence 
that would convict anybody. I don't know what the 
situation is, hut I'd like to have it explained to me. 
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If you don't have anything more to present, I will 
listen to a motion from the defense to dismiss for 
lack of evidence. I'm now going to ask the jury to 
take a recess, and I'm going to ask you and the 
defense attorney to meet me in the chambers for ahout 
a half an hour." 

Well, we all came hack in half an hour, and the 
prosecutor got up and said, "Your Honor, we have 
nothing further to present. If Your Honor is not 
satisfied, we will not oppose a motion from the 
defense to dismiss." Of course, the defense attorney 
immediately made the motion and the case was dismissed. 

My friend had already made an arrangement for 
me to meet the prosecuting attorney in the district 
attorney's office and to discuss the situation with 
him. The prosecuting attorney said, "Yes, we know 
that there's evidence and that it's being held back, 
but we can't compel them to give it. We can't bring 
any charges against the fire prevention people because 
we have no evidence against them. This man that was 
brought down from San Francisco as a star witness for 
the prosecution—we couldn't put him on because we 
didn't know what to ask him. The Fire Prevention 
Bureau wouldn't work with us on it." 

I got hold of that man and talked to him, but 
couldn't get anything out of him. He said that he 
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knew oertain things, hut if they [the Fire Prevention 
Bureau] didn't want him to tell them he wasn't going 
to tell them. 

I went hack to my office and almost immediately 
I got a telephone call. It was from the man from 
San Francisco. He said, "I'm at the Union Station 
ready to take the train." (I recognized his voice.) 
He said, "I want to tell you that this is all a lot 
of crooked business, but don't ask me to confirm it 
on the stand." And he hung up and that was the end 
of the matter. 

I wasn't able to do anything about it at all. 
There was nobody to whom I could report, nobody, by 
this time, to whom I could take it. But I felt that 
it was a case of bribery and corruption and criminal 
arson. The insurance company paid off. 

Through this young fellow, I also got a lot of 
details about an arson case (I'm confident it was 
arson) that took place up at Big Bear Lake where a 
tavern burned down one night under suspicious 
circumstances. I got enough indication of it that 
I went to the district attorney in Los Angeles and 
talked to him about it. He said, "Well, I think 
somebody should investigate it. I suggest you talk 
to the insurance company involved." 

It was Fireman's Fund. I went to them. They 
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sent their special investigator to talk to me. He 
was interested enough, and he said that he would like 
to have a conference with me, representatives from 
the district attorney's office, and one or two others 
who might have information. He said, "I want it behind 
locked doors in your office." 

We held the meeting. This Investigator then 
said, "I want to dig up more information, hut you'd 
hest leave it to me. I know enough ahout this to 
know that you are on the track of a dangerous gang. 
I am an officer, detailed to such matters. You keep 
out of it or you may be a dead man. Don't let your 
name get involved." 

Now, whatever happened I never knew. Possibly 
nothing. But already I knew 
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840-842 
842-846 
854-858 
6l4, 839, 843, 845, 
863, 864, 867, 873 
65, 66 
64, 68, 75, 98 
239 
238-239 
392 
9 
63 
496 
470-471, 474 
497 

850, 

I 

884 

I 

84, 885 
1, 621-622 

588 
588 
64 
474 
536 
783-784 
335-336 
7^3 
284 
26 
334, 335 
78 
104 
129 
895-896, 911, 912 
127 
766 
379 



942-

Bynner, Witter 
Byrd, Richard E, 

389 
535 

Cahle cars, In Los Angeles 
Caffee, J. Hooper 
Calms, James C. 
California Border Patrol 
California Dry Committee 
California State Board of Education 
California State Board of Pharmacy 
California State Department of 
Education 

California State Federation of Lahor 
California State Labor Commission 
California Works Administration 
Carap Kearny, and conscientious 

objectors 
Camp Lewis, Washington, and 

conscientious objectors 
Campbell, Tom 
Cantrell, Edward Evans 
Cantwell, Bishop 
Carl family 
Carl Sohurz (gunboat) 
Carnation Milk Company 
Carpe plem magazine 
Carroll, Lew1s 
Carson, Kit 
Casa Grande, Arizona 
Cassldy, Mr. 
Catholic churcK 
Central Avenue, Los Angeles 
Central Investment Company, Los 
Angeles 

Central Jail, Los Angeles 
Central Junior High School, Los 

Angeles 
Central Park, Los Angeles 
The Century magazine 
Chafln, Eugene W. 
Chamberlain, F. Tolles 
Chamberlln, Thomas Crowder 
Chamberlln, Violet 
Chandler, Harry 
Chandler family 
Chantry, Mrs. 
Chaplin, Charles 
Charter Oak, California 
Chase, Ray 

8 3 217-218 
897-899, 905, 906, 911, 
915-920 passim 
630-634 
192, 194 
502, 508-509 
121 

720 
156, 158 
210-211 
565-566 

293-309, 318, 329 
309-329 
220 
161 
686-687, 690-691 
18-19 
276-277 
320 
18O-181, 186, 197 
187 
13 „ 
763-765 
849, 876-877 
690-693 
81 

574-575j 589 
291-292 

£ 
139 
222-223 
500 
2 7 8 
899, 900, 904, 905 

516, 572, 574, 681 

751-753 
335, 337 
111 
562-563 
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Chebaoco Cemetery, Essex, Maes. l4 
Cheeseboro, Ray 566, 590 
Chernoff, Lewie 562 
Cherry Valley, Oregon 436-437 
Chicago Street, Los Angeles 65 
Chinese, In Hawaii 245, 252, 254, 258 
Chouinard Art School, Los Angeles 500-501 
Christian Pacifist Conference 281-285 
Christianson, Parley 688-690 
Church, Wade 5 6 1 
Chutes Park, Los Angeles 79-81 
CIVIC (organization;, Los Angeles 782 
Civil Service, Los Angeles 771-773, 846. 870, 8 7 1 , 

872, 921, 928-929 
Civil War 55-56 
Civilian Conservation Corps Camps 750 
Clark, Beauchamp 12 
Clark, George Rogers 273 
Clark, Robert Pry 420, 431-432, 460 
Clark, William 12 
Clark family 12 
Cleaners and dryers industry, Los 
Angeles 746-747 

Clearwater, California (now 
Paramount) l?9, 200 

iXJllnton, Clifford 741-743, 777, 779, 782, 
822-823, 844, 845, 846, 
926, 930 

Clinton's Restaurants, Los Angeles 741-743 
Clover Field, Santa Monica 548 
Cole, Cornelius 85 
Colegrove, California 85 
Comites (club) 131-132 
Communist Manifesto 137-138, 166 
Communist Party 

in RUBSIS 344-345 
and Socialist Party 481-489 
in Los Angeles 499, 637, 686-687, 744-

746 
Communist Workers Party 48L 
Conscientious objectors, In World 
War I 275, 277-337 

Constitution Oratorical Contest, 
Los Angeles 515-517 

Continental Building, Los Angeles 69 
Cook, Bill 212 
Cook, Neander P. 374-375 
Coolldge, Calvin 153 
Corrigan, Douglas 813-818 
Corrigan, Reverend 816-818 
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Cosmopolitan Club, Berkeley 382-383, 384 
Costello, Jim 314 
Coulter's Department Store, Los 
Angeles 71 

Crlswell, Ralph 160 
Crobaugh, Clyde 317, 318 
Cross, Ira 345-346, 354, 355 
Cryer, George Edward 6l4, 837 , 838, 857 
Cudahy Packing Company 620, 622 
Cunningham, Steve 850 

pally Callfomlan, Berkeley 402-403 
Dana, Charles A. 225 
Dangberg, Grace 382 
Darling, Kenneth 317 
Darrow, Clarence 1 5 8 , 164 
Darwin, Charles 348 

Origin of Species 175 
Davls7 Howard 591 

v-Davis, James E. 638-645, 743-744, 779, 
783-784, &09-810 

Dayton Heights Elementary School, 
Los Angeles 559 

Dead End Kids 852-853 
De Angulo, Jaime 393-395 
De Anza Expedition 358 
Death Valley, California 750-751 
Debs, Eugene V. 156, 164, 222, 340, 385-

390, 480-481, 483, 489, 
507, 912-913 

PebB and the Poets 339 
Ee5s Tor President Club, Berkeley 385-390, 402 
Dekker, Eduard Doiwes 404 
Delgado, Captain 649-650 
De Longpr^, Paul 86 
De Longpr^ Avenue, Los Angeles 86 
Democratic Party, in Los Angeles 155 
Depression, In California 630-634 
De Silva, Woodruff 536, 597-599, 602, 603 
Dickson, Edward 568, 695 
Disabled Veterans Association 706 
Doane, John 4 
Dockweiler, John 566, 924 
Doherty, Prank P. 5 6 7 , 590-591, 592, 595, 

596, 603-604, 617, 668, 
749, 785 

Donahue, Mrs. 101 
Donner Party " 358 
DouglaB, Bruce 177 
Douglas, Mabel 174, 176 
Douglas, Melvyn 850-851 
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To 

Douglass, Robert HerBchel 559 
Downey Avenue, Los Angeles 78 
Downing, George l6l 
Dowa, Benjamin 4 
Drake, Sir Francis 4l6 
Dunkards 
Dunn, James 
Durward, Arthur 
Dyck, Gerhardt 
Eagle Roek High School, Los Angeles 
Earhart, Amelia 
Earl, Edwin T. 
East First Street School, Los 

Angeles 
Eastlake Park, Los Angeles 
Eastman, Max 
Eastside Jail, Los Angeles 
Ebell Club, Los Angeles 
Eddie, Guy 
Edwards, Mr. 
Ehrenfeld, Dave 
Elsenhower, Dwight D. 
Eldridge, Arthur 
Elysian Park, Los Angeles 
Embassy Auditorium, Los Angeles 
Engels, Frledrlch 
EPIC movement 
Esterly, Mr. 
Ethiopians 
Etter, Joe 
Exposition Park, Los Angeles 
Fainer, Joe 
Farley, James A. 
Farnham, Mary Francis 
Federal Co&miunlcatlonB Commission 
Federal Housing Act 
Federal Trade Commission 
Federal Works Relief projeots, Los 

Angeles 
Felipe's Restaurant, Los Angeles 
Fellows, Edith 
Fellowship of Reconciliation 
Field, Eugene 
Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 
Filipinos, in Hawaii 
Filter, Meda 
Fire Department, Los Angeles, see 

Los Angeles City Fire Department 
Fire insurance, claims adjusting 933-934 

298, 299, 312, 330 
112-113, 114, 118 
301-303, 304, 305 

335 

194, 196-197 

355 

557-558 
535 
104 
99 
65 
221, 334, 
290-291 
162 
496 
500 
192, 193, 
798 
705, 800 
769-770 
lie, 354, 
163, 568 
239 
758 333 
60 

784 
£20/432-433, 437 
636, 667 
801, 802 
667 
840 
628-629 
733-734 
282 
164 
52, 53 , 
253, 254, 258 
839 
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Fire Prevention Bureau, Los Angeles 
Fire Stations, Los Angeles, 
repair and construction 

Fireman's Fund Insurance Company 
Fisher, Arthur C. 
Fitts, Buron 
Flood, Ethel Hume 
Floods 

in Los Angeles 
1937 
1938 

In Southern California 
Flower Street, Los Angeles 
Foley, Father 
Ford, John Anson 
Forest drove, Oregon 
$QBha$, James A. 
Foots, Mr. 
Franklin, Rabbi 
Frazer, James G. 
Fremont, John C. 
Fremont Avenue, Los Angeles 
Fremont Avenue School, Los Angeles 
Frick, Robert N. 
Prick-Martin investment Brokerage 
House, Los Angeles 

Friday Morning Club, Los Angeles 
Frost, Mr. 
Fry, C, Brooks 
Fry, Jack 
Gambling, in Los Angeles 
Gamma Sigma Fraternity 
Garbutt, Mary A. 
Garden, Mary 
Garrett, Mary Kelly 
Garrett family 
Gartz, Mrs. A. F. 
Garvqy, Lt. 
Gayley, Charles Mills 
General Motors Corporation 
German ships, in Hawaii, in World 
War I 

Germans, in Hawaii 
Gereon, Theodore Perceval 
Qeyer (gunboat), Honolulu harbor 
Glannlnl, A. P. 
Glpson, Oscar M. 
Gltlow, Benjamin 
The whole of Their Lives 

889, 904, 933-937 
920-925 
937 
163-164. 194-197 
784, 928 
142, 149 
58-59 
696-700 
700, 788-789, 791-794 
200-202 
50, 52, 53, 91 
30-31 
703-704, 709-7H, 845 
421-422, 430-436 
46-47, 48 
105 
381 
362, 370, 379 
13 
52, 68 
45 -1 15-48, 95, 97 
577-578, 581 
581 
162 
500 
562 
548, 571 
640-643, 644, 743, 931 
450 
161, 496 
739 
62 
61, 62, 63 
190, 493-4< . 
248, 258, 262 
5?8, 571 

4^0, 493-494, 496, 509 

275-276 
255 
496, 497, 499, 562, 670, 
811 
255, 276-277 
929-930 
1 6 3 , 194-197 
484 
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Glendale High School, Glendale 
Goldman, Emma 
Gomez, Miguel 
Graham, Malbone 
Grand Avenue, Los Angeles 
Grand Central Airport, Glendale 
Grand Theater, Los Angeles 
Grass Valley, Oregon 
Grauman, Sid 
Gray Building, Los Angeles 
Green, Mr. 
Green, Major General 
Greenfield, George 
Griffith, Evan Smith 
Griffith, Nancy Osbom (Moorman) 
Griffith, Van 
Griffith family 
Grissell, Blanche 
Oullii, Nicola 
Haas, Charles 
Haas-Baruch Wholesale Grocers, Los 

Angeles 
Hadley, Deborah (Doane), see 
Lewis, Deborah Doane Hadley 

Hadley, Ellas, Sr. 
Hadley, Elza 
Hadley, Jonathan Doane 
Hadley, Simon 
Hadley, Zelinda Lynch (Griffith) 
Hadley family 
Haeckel, Ernst Helnrich 
Hahn, Kenneth 
Hahn, Lola 
Halle Selassie 
Haleiwa, Hawaii 
Halley's Comet 
Halliburton, Richard 
"Ham and eggs" campaign 
Hamburger's Department Store, Los 

Angeles 
Hanly, J. Prank 
Hardin, Floyd 

>ers Harper 
Wlarrim, rrlman, Job 
Harveysburg, Ohio 
Hatfield, Dean 
Hawaiian language 
Hawthorne, California 

130-131, 137-138, 141-144 
912 
645-651 
562 
76 
539, 540, 548, 596 
129, 130 
452 
585-586 
8887890 
513, 520-521, 524, 530 
311 
282, 382 
3 

14-845 , 847-849, 855-
856, 858-860, 932-933 
4 
56-57 
803 
926, 927-928 
622 

3 
I1*, 3 7 6-8, 21, 24 
9-10, 11-12, 24, 98, 100 
5, 16 
348 
654-655 
899, 900 
758 
257 , 
133-134 
542 
826-827 
71 222n. 2827 283-284, 287, 290 
1?0, 145, 156, 157, 158-
159, 160, 391, 496 
10 
354-355 _ „ 
242, 253, 268, 269 
635 
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Haynes, John R. 
Haynes Foundation, Los Angeles 
Hazard's Pavilion, Los Angeles 
Healey, Ahial 
Healey, Mary (Adams) 
Healey, Nathaniel 
Healey, William 
Healey family 
Hearst, William Randolph 
Henderson, Cliff 
Henderson, Phil 
Hershey Chocolate Company 
Hill, Charles 
Hill Street, Los Angeles 
Hillquit, Morris 
Hilton, Charles H. 
Hindus 
Hjelte, George 
Hodgen, Margaret 
Hoffman, Mr. & Mrs. 
Hollingsworth, Irving 
Hollingsworth Building, Los Angeles 
Hollywood Bowl 
Hollywood Citizen 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
Honolulu Harbor, in World War I 
^Honolulu Military Academy 
Hoover, Herbert 
Hoover for President Club, Berkeley 
Hopkins, Harry 
Howard, Hazel 
Howells, Major 
Hubbard, Lyle 
Hudson, Hoyt 
Hughes, Charles Evans 
Hughes, Howard 
Hughes, Rupert 
Hunt, George 
Huntington, Henry E. 
Huxley, Thomas Henry 
HyneB, William 
Hynes, California 
Hyperion Sewage Plant, Los Angeles 
Industrial Workers of the World 
Inglewood Dally Callfornian 
Inglewood High School 
Intercollegiate Oratorical Contest 
Intercollegiate Socialist Society, 

159, 563, 
159, 588 
43 

588 

2 

81 

4 
16 
104 
547 
547 
320 
79 
64, 
165 
912-913, 914, 920, 921-
922, 923-924 
313-314 
819 
372 
291 
62 
62 
161, 
783 , 
242-245, 252-265 
275-277 
245-252. 258, 271-272 
384, 388 
384 
570-571, 572, 858 
174, 176, 342 
295, 297, 305-306 

499 

317 314-314-315, 317 
222, 235 
£48, 732-735; 
497-498 
220 
3^8, 379 
744-756 

8x4 

199 
714, 796, 797 
165, 205, 333, 481, 484, 
486, 744 
533 
509-512, 519-531, 636 
181-182, 203 



9i|9 

Los Angeles 
International Air Races 
International House, Berkeley 
Irvine, Alexander 
J. W. Robinson's Department Store, 
Los Angeles 

Jacob Rlis High School, Los Angeles 
Jacoby's Store, Los Angeles 
Japanese 

In Hawaii 
in Los Angeles 

Jastrow, Morris 
Jaynes, Allan B, 
Jeffers, William Martin 
Jefferson, Thomas 
Jehovah's Witnesses 
Jerome, Jerome K. 
Johnson, Hiram 
Johnson for President Club, Berkeley 
Jolson, A1 
Jones, Jesse 
Jones, John Paul 
Jones, Ray 
Jordan, Everett 
Judiciary Building, Honolulu 
Kahanamoku, Duke 
Kaimukl District, Honolulu 
Kamehameha I, King of Hawaii 
Kant, Immanuel, Critique of Pure 
Reason 

Kappa Delta Sorority 
Karachi, Pakistan 
Keenan, Prank 
Kellogg, Walter 0. 
Kerokhoff, William 
Kerensky Revolution 
Kerney, Francis 
Kilauea Volcano, Hawaii 
Kindelberger, James Howard 
Kinney family 
Klrkpatrlck, George R. 
Kite Route (Santa Fe), Los Angeles 
Kittredge, Nathaniel 
Knepper, Margaret 
Knox, Roy 
Koreans, in Hawaii 

160-161, 204 
547 
384 

139-140, 145, 146-147 

72 
5^9, 551, 552-553 
71 
245, 252, 254, 258, 
264-265 
516-518 
392 
218 
620 
121, 273 
312 
445, 463 
136, 384, 388, 389, 
567-568, 572 
384, 385 
§51 
620 282 
597, 605, 606, 607, 611, 
661 506 
263 
262 
244, 252 
262, 263, 362 
187-188 
450 
759 
496 
326 
490 
485 
627-628, 650-651, 729-
730 
265-268 
571, 592 
107 
223 
86-87 
5 
142-144 
599 
253, 254 
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Krenw inkle, Mr. 
Kroeber, A. L. 
Krumsiek, Chief 
Kynette, Earle 
Labor Party, England 
Labor unions 

in Los Angeles 
and antl-picketing ordinance 

Ladd, Jerry 
La Follette, Robert M., Sr. 
La Grande Station, Los Angeles 
La Quardia, Fiorello 
Laguna Beach, California 
Lake Mohawk National Essay Contest 
LaMotte, Willis 
Landslides, in Los Angeles 
Lang, Andrew 
La Prade, Ruth 

Larronde, John M. 

Larson, Fred 
Leake, Mr. 
Lechner, John R. 
Levin, Emmanuel 
Levin, Hyman 
Levy, A1 
L^vy-Bruhl, Luclen 
Lewis, Deborah Doane Hadley 
Lewis, Edward W. 
Lewis, Jim 
Lewis, Meriwether 
Lewis family 

Hawaii 
Lincoln Heights, Los Angeles 
Lincoln Heights Jail, Los Angeles 
Lincoln Park, Los Angeles 
Lincoin-Roosevelt League 
Lindberg, Charles A. 
Lindenbaum, Mr. 
Lindley, FranclsHT 
Lindsey, Estelle Lawton 
Linfield College, McMinnville, 

Oregon 

596 
370, 393, 394, 395-396 
908-910 
777-778, 783-784 
760, 761, 762 
743-744 
774-777 
98, 9?, 104 
274, 489, 490 
75, 76, 574 
673-675, 676-677, 736-
738 
90 
203 
163, 192, 193, 194, 196, 
197 
769-771 
379 
339, 423, 446-447, 454, 
455, 476, 501, 507, 510, 
533, 608, 609 
886-895, 896, 900, 910, 
915, 917, 918-920, 932, 
933 514 
106, 109 
685 
482-484 
163 
584, 585 
362 
3, 12, 19-20 
897, 911, 914 
512-513, 519, 522 
12 
12 
334 
926-928, 930 
259-260 
67, 68 290 
65, 868 
104 
8*9 
588 
160 

484 
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Long, Watt 
Long Beach earthquake 
Long Beach Municipal Airport 
Lordshurg, California 
Lordshurg College 
Los Angeles, California 
description, early 20th Century 
airport expansion 
in mid-1930's 
plans permanent trade fair 
civil defense 
storm drains 
commission system 

Los Angeles Acqueduct 
Log Angeles and Redondo Beach 
Railroad 

Los Angeles Board of Education 
Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce 
Los Angeles Citizen 
Los Angeles City Airport Commission 
Los Angeles City Airport Department 
Los Angeles City Budget and 
Efficiency Bureau 

Los Angeles City Charter, 1925 
Los Angeles City Civil Defense 
Los Angeles City Council 
and Los Angeles airport 
Finance Committee 
and Civil Service 
and ant1-picketing ordinance 
and municipal housing 

Los Angeles City Fire Commission 
Los Angeles City Fire Department 
Los Angeles City Hall 
Los Angeles City Harbor Commission 
Los Angeles City Harbor Department 
Los Angeles City Health Department 
Los Angeles City Planning Dept. 
Los Angeles City Police Commission 
Los Angeles City Police Department 

juvenile pre-delinquency project 
Los Angeles City Public Works Board 
Los Angeles City Public Works Dept. 
LOB Angeles City Recreation and 

Parks Department 
Los Angeles City Schools 

474-475 
700 
548 
111 
112 

42-53, 58-94 
533-534, 538-549, 564-
572, 590-596, 854-858 
630-637, 684 
670-681 
701-702 
711-713 
832-833, 842-843 
574 
76-77 
56, 554, 556, 560-561, 
562, 670, 843 
573, 639, 735-736, 774 
508 
572 
563, 592, 610, 843, 854 
599 
630, 772, 832 
700-701 
160, 167, 699, 740, 825, 
834 
538, 591-594 
600 
771, 772-773 
773-774, 776 
802-803 
701, 869-925 
71, 884, 888-910 passim, 
915-925, 937 
&00 
640, 843 
741, 742, 794 
162 
638 
631, 641-645 
715-720 
786, 842, 843 
640, 794, 832 
770. 819 
43-44, 45-50, 98-99, 509 
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Los Angeles City Water and Power 
Department 573r 640, 770, 7 7 1 , 

842, 843 
Los Angeles County Board of 
Supervisors 798-799 

Los Angeles County General Hospital 65, 650-651, 821-822 
Los Angeles County Museum 805 
Los Angeles County Socialist 
Federation 167 

Los Angeles Courthouse 62 
Los Angeles Evening Herald 285, 287, 665, 667 
Loo Angeles Evening Express 104 
Los Angeles Examiner 103, 104, 783 
LOP Angeles Extension Company 538 
Los Angeles Harbor 681-683, 799-8OO 
Los Angele s Herald 103 
Los Ahgeles Herald Express " 665 
LOB Angeles High School 48-50, 115 
Los Angeles Illustrated Dally News 776, 783 
Los Angeles International Airport 536, 857 
Los Angeles International Airport, 

see also 
Eos Angeles Municipal Airport 
Mines Field 

Los Angeles Major Disaster Emergency 
Council 699-700, 792 

Los Angeles Municipal Airport 533-549, 551, 563-572, 
590-603, 610, 854-858 

Los Angeles Munlolpal Housing 
Authority 801-804 

Lof? Angeles Normal School 42 
Los Angeles Oil Field 50 
Los Angeles Public Library 72-73, 74, 819-821 
Los Angeles Railway System 77-78, 83, 84, 603-604 
Los Angeles Record 103-104, 336, 666 
Los Angeles ftlver 50, 201, 712, 771, 788-

789, 791-792 
Los Angeles Times 103, 104, 336-337, 515-

517, 572, 639, 782-783 
158 dynamiting 15 

Lotus Restaurant, Los Angeles 892, 894-895 
Loyola University, Los Angeles 8l 
Lowle, Robert A. 398 
Lubbock, John 379 
Lurllne, SS (ship) 241-242 
Lushing, Alfred 746-747 
Lyell, Professor 379 
Lyon, Daniel 4 
MacArthur, Douglas 515 
MacArthur Park, Los Angeles 60 
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Macauley, Professor _ 349-351, 354, 387-388 
MacDonald, Ramsey 761 
MacDowell, 336-337 
Maofadden, Bernarr 926 
Mack, Julian W. 326 
Maine, Henry 379 
Manchuria, Japanese in 518 
Manoa (ship) 272 
Manual Arts High School, Los Angeles 50, 519 
March Field, California 750 
Markham, Edwin 339 
Marshburn, Oscar 172, 3*12 

^Martin, James R. 538, 54l, 563-568, 569, 
570, 571, 572-596, 610, 
617, 668, 679, 689, 7^2, 
749, 856, 870 

The university of California In 
lbs Angeles (bookl 576 

MartTrTT Septimus 282 
Marx, Karl 166, 354, 355 
The Masses (magazine) 221, 334 
Sauna Kea Mountain, Hawaii 269-270 
May Company Department Store, Los 

Angeles 71 
Maynard, Mila Tuppard 162 
Maynard, R. A. 146, 162 
McAdoo, William Q. 567-568, 572 
McComas, C. C. 127 
McComas, Carol 127 
McDonough, Gordon 703-704 
McKeag, Charles E. 908 
McKlnley, William 25, 26, 53-54, 578 
McLain, George 826-827, 835 
McLaughlin, Helen 803-804 
McMinnville [Oregon] College 423, 426, 464 
McNamara brothers 158 
McPherson, Aimee Semple 652-654 
Means, "Bevo" 705-707 
Melton, Dr. & Mrs. 496 
Mennonites 301, 312, 330 
Merchants and Manufacturers 

Association, Los Angeles 639, 774 
Merriam, Frank F. 569 
Mexican Revolution, 1916 224 
Miles, Mr. 337 
Miley, Clarence 336 
Milhous, Olive 172 
Mill, John Stuart 4l4 
Miller, Joaquin 4l6 
Miller, Lloyd 297-298, 299, 301, 302, 

304-305 
Miller, Mary ll4, 118 
Miller, Wendell 751 
Miller, William L. 908 
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Milwaukee Leader 288 
Mommsen, Theodor 371 
Mono Basin, California £72, 573-57*1 
Montara, California 413-415 
Montezuma's Castle, Arizona 764 
Mooney, Tom 405-408 
Moorman, Zacharlah 4 
Moorman family 12 
Morosco, Oliver 129 
Morrison, Herbert 759-762 
Moskowitz, Solomon 294, 304 
Mothers' Clinic, Los Angeles 499 
Mount Hood, Oregon 471-472 
Muchmore, Lyman 174-175, 176, 343-344 
Multatuli, Max Havelaar 404, 4ot 
Municipal League, Los Angeles 568-569, 572, 771, 774 
Murchison, Tom 618-619, 839, 927 
Murphy, Alice 839 
Myers, Philip Van Ness, Ancient 
History 73 

Myers, Hay A. 912, 914-915 
Naples, California 93 
Napoleon 11 
Nation (magazine) 287, 336 
National Board of Fire Underwriters 915 
National Youth Administration 901, 902 
Naziism, in Los Angeles 684-685 
Negroes, in Los Angeles 654, 758-759, 818-821 
Nelson, Norris 849, 850, 8 5 1 , 911, 917, 

918 
Neutra, Richard 497 
Neve, Felipe de 804-806 
New Justice (magazine) 336 
The New Masses (magazine) 221 
flew Republic {magazine) 287 
flew York Sun 2 1 7 , 225 
Newhall River, California 713 
Newlin, Thomas 9, 174, 176, 207-208 
Newspapers, 

In early Los Angeles 103-104 
In Tucson 217-218 

Nichols, Joseph 186-189, 464, 497 
Nilhau Island, Hawaii 253 
Nixon, Richard 172 
Noble, Robert 753, 823-825, 826, 834 
Nomandy Street, Los Angeles 6 1 
Norris, George William 274 
North American Aviation Corporation 571, 572, 590, 592, 858 
North American Review (magazine) 139 
North Broadway Street, Los Angeles 78 
North Hill Street Tunnel, Los Angeles 78-79 

/ 
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Oahu Island, Hawaii 
Oakland World 
Occidental College, Los Angeles 
O'Donnell, Steve 
Oil Industry, In Los Angeles 
Oil well permits 
Old-age pensions 
Old Dutch Cleanser 
Olive Street School, Los Angeles 
Olson, Culbert 
Oregon Conference of Independent 
Colleges 

Oregon Daily Journal 
Oregon Electric Railroad 
Orpheum Theater, Los Angeles 
Otis, Harrison Gray 
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Phelps, Miss 
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Red Cross 
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Rice, Basil E. 
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Ringling Brothers Circus 
Rio Hondo, California 
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Roosevelt, Eleanor 
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Spanish-American War 
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Spengler, Oswald 
Spiess, Amy 
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Stephens, Henry Morse 
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as conscientious objector 273-332 
trial 283-290 
Jail 290-292 
at Camp Kearny 293-309, 329 
at Camp Lewis 309-329 

and Severance Club 494-499 
public relations director, Los 

Angeles airport 533-5*9, 563-572, 590-603, 610-611, 613, 854-
858 

ag field secretary to Mayor Shaw, 
Los Angeles 605-693, 696-838 
receives appointment 605-606, 611-612 
duties of 612-617, 660-661 
mayor's staff 618-619 
and Los Angeles police 638-645 
relief problems 651-660, 683 
and Los Angeles press 664-667 
re-election campaign 702-711 
and Conference of Mayors, 1937 735-738 
and anti-picketing ordinance 773-777 
and Los Angeles Housing 
Authority 800-804 

and recall of Shaw 825-828 
In Mayor Bowron's office 838-874 

Story, HeBSie Eetelle (Hadley) 7, 10-11, 20-21, 54-55, 
95-96, 455, 456, 608, 
609, 907 

Story, Joseph 4, 1 6 - 1 7 
Story, L. M. 27, 138-140, 563 
Story, Nathaniel Lyon 5-7, 24-25 
Story, Nehemiah, Jr. 3, 24-25 
Story, Sarah (Healey) 5, 6, 24, 51, 98 
Story, William 4 
Story family 5, 14-18 
Streit, Clarence, Union Now 121 
Strong, Anna Louise 327 
Strong, Sidney 282, 283, 327 
Stuart, Iowa 26-36 
Student self-government 519-527 
Subway Terminal Building, Los 
Angeles 575, 589 

Sunset Boulevard, Los Angeles 65 
Sutherst, Dr. 114 
Swindler, LelanB 189-190 
Taboo 362-363 
Talbot, Larry 536 
Teaching credentials 502, 507-509 
Teague, A. E. 42 
Teague Drugstore 42, 98 
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teggart, Frederick J. 346-351, 355-382, 390-
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5o4, 409-411, 4l4, 453, 
476, 495 

books 
Rome and China 360, 373-374 
Prolegomena to History 378-379 
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on progress 376-377 
on scientific method 377-378 

Te Qroen, Bill 664-667, 919 
Tenth Street School, Los Angeles 97 
Terence, Phormio 149-150 
Territorial Assembly, Honolulu 259 
Theta Nu Sorority 450 
Third Street Tunnel, Los Angeles 78, 79, 95 
Throop Polytechnic institute, 
Pasadena 128 

Tidball, Charles 240, 250, 251, 255, 266-
267, 272 

Title Insurance Company 595 
Tolstoyans 485 
Touton, Dr. 503 
Towne Avenue, Los Angeles 8l 
Townsend, Francis E. 753 
Toynbee, Arnold 377 
Trans World Airlines 548, 571, 572, 590, 858 
Transportation 

In early Los Angeles 75-79, 81-87, 89, 90-92 
In Hawaii 256-257 

Treasure Island, San Francisco Bay 678 
Treat, J. A. 24. 36, 42 
Trinity Auditorium, Los Angeles 334 
Tropioo, California 125 
Tropico Presbyterian Church 146-148 
Trout, Bobby 542-543 
Troyanovsky, Alexander 723 
Tucson, Arizona 218, 219-220 
Tucson Citizen 217-219, 223-227 
Twain, Marie 133, 134, 463 
Twining, Luella 406-407 
Tylor, Edward Burnett 348, 370, 379 
Underwood, Agnes 666 
Union Pacific Railroad 574 
Uhion Terminal, Los Angeles 572, 573, 574, 798-799, 

807, 924 
United Airlines 572 
United Airport, Burbank 540, 548, 596 
United Cigar Company 555 
U.S. Armed Forces, in Hawaii 255 



U.S. Army 
and conscientious objectors 278-280, 292-332 
Board of Inquiry 325-327 

U.S. Army Engineering Corps 788-789, 791 
U.S. Conference of Mayors 671-678, 735-738 
U.S. Department of Commerce 596, 813 
U.S. Navy 276-277, 800 
U.S. War Department 292-293, 309, 331 
liversity of California, Berkeley 34l-3jl4, 383-384 
Economics Department 345-346, 354-355 
Social Institutions Department 346-351, 358, 371-

375-376 
History Department 358 

University of California, Board 
of Regents 576, 694, 695 

University of California, Los 
Angeles 573, 576 

University of Southern California 111, 112 
Van der Bie, Chauncey L. 552, 561 
Venice, California 93 
Venice Blvd., Los Angeles 97 
VeteranB1 Administration 923-924 
Veterans' Home, West Los Angeles 55 
Villa, Pancho 224 
Vinittle, Joe 333 
Volunteers of America 652 
Wade, Dr. 64 
Wagner, Harr 417-418 
Wagner, Rob l6l, 337 
Wagner-Steagal Act 801 
Waikiki, Honolulu 256, 258 
Walters, Marie A. 899, 900 
Warne, Clara 497, 499 
Warne, Clore 497 
Warner, William Lloyd 385-386 
Warren, Althea 820-821 
Warren, Earl 518 
Washington family 12 
Washington streetcar line, Los 

Angeles 59 
Water resources, in Los Angeles 572, 573-574 
Watson, John B. 421 
Webb, Beatrice 762 
Webb, Sidney 762 
Weir, w. C. 460-461, 469 
Welcome, Edward 45 
Welcome family 44-45. 95, 96, 97 
Welsh, Charles 785-786, 787, 823 
Wendt, Julia Bracken 496 
West Adams District, Los Angeles 66, 67 
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Western Air Express Airport, 
Alhambra 

Western Avenue, Los Angeles 
Westlake Park, Los Angeles 
Westminster Abbey, London 
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Wheat, Prank I. 
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Wheeler, Fred 
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Wilson, Jim 
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Wolfe, Frank 
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Woman suffrage 
Wood, Elizabeth A. 
Wood, Leonard 
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Woodman, Frederick T. 
Wooley's Handbook of English 
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Worden, Mr. 
Workers Party 
Workmen's Compensation 
Works, John D. 
Works Progress Administration 
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