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INTRODUCTION 

Reuben W. Borough was born in 1883 in Sylvania, 
Ohio, and spent his boyhood in the small Michigan commu-
nity of Samaria. As the grandson of an agnostic and the 
son of an ardent Populist supporter, Mr. Borough as a 
young man very naturally turned to the rising Socialist 
movement as an expression of his beliefs. 

In the following tapescript, Mr. Borough delineates 
a career of activity in the Socialist Party, as a reporter 
for the now defunct Los Angeles Record, aB editor of the 
EPIC News, and as a commissioner on the Los Angeles Board 
of Public Works during the administration of Mayor Fletcher 
Bowron, Included also is a discussion of his friendship 
with Carl Sandburg during the early years in Chicago. 

Mr, Borough has donated his personal papers, which 
include many of the supporting documents for the following 
tapescript, to the UCLA Library. They are housed in the 
Department of Special Collections as Collection 927, and 
may be consulted under the usual rules governing the use 
of such collections. 

Other records relating to this interview are located 
in the Oral History Office, 

kftRflTA: SM. flfcitViwon should be, 1 V\. Ky^Kmar). 



INTERVIEW HISTORY 

INTERVIEWER: Elizabeth I. Dixon, Head, Oral History 
Program, UCLA. Age, 48. B.A., International Relations, 
USCj M.L.S., Library Service, UCLA. 

TIME AND SETTING OP INTERVIEW: 
Place: In the living room of Reuben Borough's home, 
51^1 Dahlia Drive, Los Angeles, California. 
Dates: February 12, 1964 to September 17, 1964. 
Time of day, length of sessions, and total number of 
recording hours: The beginning sessions lasted about 
three hours, with two hourB of recording each time. 
The last four sesEiouc, however, lasted about two hours, 
with one hour of recording each time. This manuscript 
represents a total of fifteen and one-fourth hours of 
recording time. The interview sessions usually began 
at about two o'clock in the afternoon. 
Persons present during interview: Borough and Dixon, 

CONDUCT OF INTERVIEW: A chronological approach was en-
couraged, although topical questions were Introduced by 
the Interviewer within the framework of the chronology. 
Mr. Borough frequently referred to the manuscript of his 
autobiography as well as to his personal papers. Illness 
on the part of the interviewer Interrupted the sessions 
for about three months. 

EDITING: Editor: Bernard Galm, editor, Oral History 
Program, UCLA. Age, 31. B.A., English, St. John's 
University, Collegeville, Minnesota; M.A., Theater Arts, 
UCLA. 
Editing was completed May, 1967. 
The edited material represents a verbatim transcript of 
the taped interviews. 
An audit-edit was done to check the tape transcript for 
accuracy. The editing was minor in nature, mainly punc-
tuation and spelling corrections. The chronology of the 
taped Interviews was retained, with no major deletions 
or rearrangement of the material. 
Mr. Borough, who reviewed and approved the edited manu-
script, Inserted material on the following pages: 80-81, 
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84-85, 88-89, and 124-125. Also Included as an appendix 
to the volume Is a verbatim transcription of Chapter XVI 
of Mr. Borough's unpublished autobiography. 

BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTES: 
Portions of Reuben Borough's autobiography have been 
published as follows: 
"Boyhood in Arcady," Michigan History, Michigan Historical 

Commission (June 19&5frrom Chapter I, same title. 
"The Chicago I Remember, 1907," Journal, Illinois State 

Historical Society (Summer 19t>b;. Prom Chapter VI, 
"Springtime in Chicago." 

"Education of a Midwestern Socialist," Michigan History 
(September 1966). Prom Chapter III, same title. 

"Memoirs of a Jubilant Crusader," Panorama, Chicago 
News (February 6, 1965). From Chapter VI, "Spring-
time in Chicago." 

"The Sandburg I Remember," Journal, Illinois State His-
torical Society (Autumn 19bb). From Chapter VII, 
"The Sandburg I Knew." 

"Saturday Afternoon Town," Michigan History, Michigan 
Historical Commission (June 19b ̂ Prom Chapter II, 
"On the Record." 

"Suicide of a Newspaper," Frontier (February 1965). 
From Chapter II, "On the Record." 

"A Tangible Faith," Register-Leader, Unltarian-Univer-
salist, Boston (May 19bb). Prom Chapter XIX, "The 
Dear Earth Blossoms." 

Additional chapters are to appear in part as follows: 
"Enter Judge Ben B. Llndsey," Colorado Quarterly, Uni-

versity of Colorado, Boulder^ Prom Chapter IX. 
"Mayor Bowron, Governor Olson," Western Political His-

tory, University of Utah, Salt Lake City, from 
Chapter XVI. 



TAPE NUMBER: I, SIDE 1 

I was bom In a snowstorm, May 19, 1883. The place 
was Sylvanla, Ohio, a small town probably around twelve 
miles from Toledo. I am told that my mother sent for my 
grandmother and that she raced to the bedside, but whether 
she got to the bedside before I arrived I don't know. 
Anyway, my relatives who were alive at that time and my 
aunts tell me that I was a lusty child and that I took 
to the breast immediately. I was a greedy drinker, and 
for a full year thereafter I was a breast-fed child. I 
mention this because I have very strong prejudices in 
the matter. I feel that today mothers are missing a great 
deal, and the children are missing a great deal by that 
loss of physical contact. This is nothing new, of coursej 
psychologists are going into this whole matter, and I 
agree with them one hundred percent* My own experience 
seems to Indicate that to quite a degree ray self-confidence, 
and my assurance in the world when I was a child, my feel-
ing that I was not rejected, grows out of this very warm, 
physical relationship with my mother* 

I was born over a harness shop. My father was a 
harness maker, and he and his partner ran the harness 
shop below me. At a very early age, probably in my second 
year, as soon as I was able to walk, my mother and my 
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father both liked to have me on hiB workbench where I 
eat and played with the harness tools—the awl and the 
needles and the beeswax—and particularly I have a memory 
of the beeswax, the sweet-smelling beeswax, which was a 
little dirty from contact with the leather. I loved to 
play with these odd pieces of beeswax, fly father sat be-
side this long bench-like thing, which I can see pretty 
plainly, on what they oall a "horse," a wooden horse with 
wooden jaws, and there in front of him he had the harness 
fixed. And I can see him puncturing the leather with 
the awl and drawing it and then putting the thread in 
after he had properly rubbed It with the beeswax. This 
is a pretty sharp memory with me. It has stayed with me 
through the years. It may have been reinforced by my 
mother telling me about it afterward. I'm sure that these 
are real memories, bona fide memories of my father as a 
workman. 

I think, before I go on, I'd better say that while 
this is where I made my appearance, I think much of roe 
was born within a hundred years before that. There 
was a physical heritage there, and I'm particularly inter-
ested in bringing it out as I tell this story because I 
want to make it plain to those who may come upon this 
material that such radicalism as I inherited and such 
radicalism as I expressed in words and actions through-
out my life, had no direct connection with any foreign 
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eource. They were the result of my own heritage In my 
own country. I'm not dledainful of foreign origins, of 
course, because we all came from abroad. But I want to 
make clear that this is a distinctive American process 
that went on in my lifetime; that the ideaB, the emo-
tions, the prejudices, the convictions, are all, in the 
main, the product of this country in which I was born. 

My great-grandfather was Frederick Borough—and by 
the way, I'm never quite sure whether there was an "f" on 
the end of that, because three generations ago, they 
pronounced the word "Boroughf" and it may be they dropped 
off the "f" and then people began to call it "Borough," 
because it's spelled exactly like the municipal subdiv-
ision. Anyway, Frederick Borough was born not far from 
Bull Run, Virginia, October 15, 1770. He later moved 
to Michigan with his family—I think he was in his 20's— 
and he died January 29, 1875, That means that, according 
to figures, he was 104. He was 104 years, 3 months, and 
14 days—my sister figured this out exactly—when he 
died. 

According to the family tradition, he was a drummer 
boy in George Washington's army. Now, that could have 
been, a drummer boy bom in 1770, When strangers came 
in and looked through my album and I told the stories 
(I loved to do it as all youngsters do), I was always 
almost proud to relate that he couldn't read or write, 
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and that he was a kind of a Journeyman tailor. The picture 
of him given to me was that he traveled far and wide 
through that midwest country, Pennsylvania, up and down 
near Virginia, that he carried with him a Bible, and that 
he was a kind of itinerate preacher even though he couldn't 
read and write. A very religious man. One of those 
fanatical religious types that we had in those early days. 

Anyway, my grandfather, his son, was born at the 
same place, nine miles from Bull Run, Virginia, on July 
13, 1818. He lived to a ripe old age; he died in 1913. 
He was ninety-five years old when he died. 

Now, he is the first man who directly influenced my 
life, not greatly directly, but still to some extent direct 
ly. He came to Michigan, and at an early age, he became 
a preacher of what was called the Evangelical Christian 
faith. That's a general phrase about it. I later learned-
and I think that I was correct—that he was a member of the 
United Brethren Church. At any rate, he was a preacher. 
You see, he came into Ohio with his parents in 1838, and 
he went to preaching then. What he did before that, I 
don't know—probably a farmer in that semlfrentier com-
munity in southern Michigan and, like most of them, helped 
to clear the forest away from the land. But, anyway, 
he was a preacher, a circuit rider. He had his circuit 
and he went all around southern Michigan, and this was 
his lifework. He was a circuit-riding, evangelical, 
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orthodox-to-the-core preacher, preaching hell-fire and 
brimstone, but (in my grandfather's case) also greatly 
moved by the love of God, which he liked to preach— 
the other side of the picture. I heard him preach once. 

By the way, these people of mine were all of German 
ancestry and they all spoke German. My grandfather spoke 
both German and English, and he preached both in German 
and in English. In Monroe County, to which he finally 
moved, near Samaria, Michigan, he preached both in German 
and in English. I heard him preach in English, and then 
I heard him preach in German, too, one time, I heard 
him lead the congregational singing; I remanber them sing-
ing "Ein' Feste Burg 1st Unser Gott," that great Martin 
Luther hymn. And, believe me, those Germans and German 
descendants sang it, too. They Just raised the roof. 
He had a good voice. He was a good singer. Both he and 
hiB wife were singers, and they led in this congrega-
tional singing very effectively, I remember him preach-
ing and I remember the sadness with which he talked about 
"mein lieber Gott." This Is in the German sermon. I 
couldn't understand, but my father was sitting by and he_ 
could understand. It was quite an effective thing, this 
old man (at that time), this love of God; and it seemed 
to me he was trying to persuade my father to become a 
Christian, but my father never was Inclined that way. 
He was a skeptic. 
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Well, BO much for that religious background as to 
part of my ancestry. But now, sharply opposed to that, 
was my Grandfather Elijah Weeks, who ran away from home, 
by the way, when he was a boy in New York—I don't know 
why. He was brought to Michigan by a family that took 
him in and raised him, and when he came of age, he went 
out on his own and got a farm, got the land and opened 
it and developed it. When the Toledo-Ann Arbor Railroad 
came through from Toledo—I think probably early in the 
80's or maybe in the 70's; it wasn't a very old railroad— 
he settled there in Samaria, opened a grocery store and 
became a little shopkeeper, a very petty enterpriser, 
but successful. He became known as the village skeptic 
because he didn't accept the religion of the times. He 
was very much opposed to orthodoxy. 

You see, now I was living in this town with him in 
Samaria. We moved from Sylvania to this little town be-
cause my mother didn't like to live in Toledo, where we 
had gone for awhile, I'm not going to dwell on that, but 
she was in a large town and she was miserable there. 
She had three children, and she had to take care of them 
while my father was away from home on the road as a travel-
ing salesman. So we moved to Samaria. There my Grand-
father Weeks became quite a figure in my life, because 
we lived on a lot which he had given my mother and father, 
and on which they built our home. My father built It with 
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the help of a brother-in-law* We lived there, and X was 
very close to my grandfather and his grooery store, and 
then a little later I worked in the berry patch picking 
berries for him. He shipped the berries out and made his 
money that way, as a combination storekeeper and small 
produce-raiser. 

I became very well acquainted w:th him and liked 
him enormously, beoause he and an uncle of mine were the 
only people that I knew that would talk straight across 
to me. They didn't look by me; they treated me as a 
human being. I was eleven or twelve years old, and he 
Immediately began to place doubts In my mind, ©f 
course, I had never been indoctrinated by my father and 
mother. They let me alone pretty well, although I went 
to Sunday School because it was "good for the character" 
to go to Sunday School—good place, nice picture cards 
that we got for a penny or two, and a nice text on them, 
which I loved because they were beautiful and English is 
beautiful. But he seemed to take particular delight in 
propagandizing these anti-orthodox notions of religion, 
and he loved to tell me about It. I ate it up, too— 
eleven, twelve—it was good news to me. 

The main theme of his talk was an attack on hell, 
which was to him God's cruelty, and the parables were 
superstitions to him. The miracles were not at all par-
ables to him; they were supposed to be literal statements 
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of literal fact and he said, "That's superstition. That's 
nonsense. Nobody can pull that stuff. You can't do it'." 

He was not so vociferous in his beliefs until he went 
to Toledo—I can remember the time. He stayed overnight 
and heard Bob Ingersoll lecture and that finished him, 
Robert 0. Ingersoll was lecturing on the "Mistakes of 
Moses," and my grandfather came home delighted. He immed-
iately began to tell me about Bob Ingersoll and the "mis-
take rf1 of Moses. He got a pamphlet and I had it for years. 
I have the text now, of course, in Ingersoll*s lectures, 
a text of mistakes from Moses. Well, it's a piece of 
oratory of a type that took in America at that time. It 
was jocose; it was eloquent at times—very eloquent as 
Bob could be. It was given over to flashes of anger and 
indignation. He just struck that Toledo audience, and he 
took ray grandfather by storm. 

While we were picking berries, my grandfather would 
pause every once In awhile and tell me about these mis-
takes of Moses. And I remember one that I thought was 
funnyj I was Just convulsed with laughter. I almost rolled 
in the berry patch when he told me about how God had decided 
to make a helpmate for Adam. He paraphrased Bob, of course, 
as he told It (he told it almost as well as Bob did as a 
matter of fact). My grandfather said that Ood had made 
everything in the universe out of nothing, including all 
the animals—male and female—and that finally He got 
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around to it and he made man. And He looked it over and 
suddenly He remembered that He had forgotten to make 
male and female of the human speoles. He puzzled and 
said, "I have exhausted all of the Nothing there is in 
the universe, I can't make anything more out of Nothing 
•cause there ain't any more nothing. I know—I'll take 
a rib out of Adam," 

That was the funniest thing in the world to me. I 
Just rolled with laughter—to go and make a woman out of 
a rib. Then he held the rib up and he said, "But what 
shall I make, a blonde or a brunette?" [laughter] This 
was really funnyI 

This was the kind of thing that ray grandfather de-
lighted in. He liked to tell these stories to the church 
people, or people that were in range of the influence of 
the ohurch and get them started. But the trouble was that 
he kind of wore himself out. He was such an ardent propa-
gandist. They didn't exactly discredit him, he never was 
Isolated, he never was in a sense socially ostracized, 
but he wasn't warmly received by the whole little village 
of two hundred or more people and farmers that came in. 
However, everybody knew Elijah Weeks and everybody talked 
to him. 

He was always looking for somebody to argue with, 
and he couldn't find anyone to argue with because my grand-
mother, and my mother's sisters, and my father, although 
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my father was sympathetic with the whole point of view, 
said that he Just harped on it too much and a lot of 
people were bored by it. Down at Frost's grocery store 
where the post office was, and where the cuspidor—the 
sawdust box around which they raged—was, people came In 
and sat around on cracker barrels. This is all very real. 
I've read it and everybody's read it. I'm not telling 
anything new, but this was a phase of my early life. I 
saw itj I was part of it. I came in and heard these dis-
cussions and debates about politics and so forth. When 
he would go up there, they would joke him about ltj they 
didn't get mad at him. They would say, "Well, how are 
things going in hell today, Elijah?" It was a great Joke, 
and he didn't like to be Joked about it too much. 

Anyway, I want to tell one story and then I'll leave 
my grandfather. He finally did find someone with whom 
he could argue, and that was my Aunt Tootle. She lived 
in Ann Arbor and she was the wife of his oldest son, George— 
in fact, his only religious son. She had become a member 
of the Christian Church, Campbelllte, and she was out to 
convert everybody to her faith. Occasionally, TJhcle George 
and Aunt Tootle would come down, and they would stay with 
my grandfather. They would get there, and my grandfather 
and Aunt Tootle would get in the parlor and they would 
argue about hell and salvation and damnation. I used 
to get the overtones of it. I remember once she was say-
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ing, "Elijah Weeks, everything is true in the Bible. 
Every word of it." 

And Grandfather said, "Now Tootle, you don't believe 
that yourself. You don't believe that Jonah swallowed 
the whale." 

And then she said, Ml do too," And then she real-
ized that she had been trapped. She was angry and walked 
out on him, slamming the door. I remember later that she 
came back and said, "Elijah, if it did say that, I'd still 
believe it because God is all-powerful and He can do any-
thing." 

These are JuBt little snatches of memory out of the 
paBt to indicate the conflict on the theme and subject on 
both strains and influence. There would be no point to It 
if I were alone in it, but in my day there were Just thou-
sands and hundreds of thousands of peoples subject to 
these same influences, in every small town in America. 
It Isn't mine alone; it's part of the heritage of America. 

I should say one thing about what I owe to the small 
town, because as I look back upon it today, at my age of 
eighty and a little more, I think the small town contrib-
uted a great deal to me. It gave me an opportunity for 
a kind of leadership as a child that probably I wouldn't 
have gotten in a larger community, and it helped build 
my morale, my self-confidence. Not only that, but the 
small town brought me close to people. I knew all the 
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people. I suppose there were two or three hundred people 
In this village. I knew all of them. I knew the houses; 
I knew the well-kept houses of the moderately successful 
small businessmen. 

I visited all of the institutions. For instance, 
I saw the cheese factory. That was a great institution. 
The farmers brought in their milk and took back whey in 
the same cans. It's quite a sight to watch the farmers 
come in and deliver that milk from around the country and 
take the whey back. The cheese factory building was an 
institution. There was a stairway that went up on the 
outside to the second floor, and the second floor housed 
the Masons, the Odd Fellows (they all had their meetings 
there), the Lady Maccabees and the singing school, which 
my father and mother went to, taking me along, and we 
became a part of the village singing school. 

A professor, that is what we called him, came down 
from Monroe once a week and taught the singing school. 
Quite an experience. We learned to sing wonderful songs. 
My father learned to sing "I Stood on the Bridge at Mid-
night." That was it. My mother played the organ in 
accompaniment to it, very poor accompaniment. She hit the 
wrong bass notes half the time, but it was a great per-
formance . 

There, the village of America of the 1890's was 
pretty sharply outlined for me—of course, mud roads, mud 
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paths beaten solid by bare feet. The village school was 
a mile to the west, ungraded, with different teachers 
every other year, sometimes every year. One teacher was 
a farmer who only taught in the winter because Inthe 
spring and fall he had to take care of his crops, but 
he was an excellent mathematics teacher. I remember very 
well he drilled us in mental arithmetic over and over and 
over again. So we got a pretty good drilling. He caught 
me once making some rather questionable drawings on my 
slate, and he Just pulled my ear a little bit. But he 
grinned a little and went on. He never punished me for 
it. That was a sort of human thing. 

There was, in addition to the village itself and the 
intimate relations you had with the people, an intimate 
relationship with the country around, which the child 
cannot get today. This was very important. In the creeks 
were the "crabs;" the fish which we all went after—big 
creek to the north with pike in it. In the spring the 
rains would swell these waters and the pike and the suck-
ers would come up and then would stay too long rnd would 
get caught. The streams dried and they would get caught 
in these pools. Then we'd go thrash the pools and get 
them. It was quite exciting. 

I told Madeleine this thing, and she said, "Well, 
every boy had these experiences." 

And I said that I mustn't delete them because I know 
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it's a common experience of children my age. The import-
ance of It is that it was a common experience in that time. 
In the winter we learned that you could skate through the 
swampland. We couldn't get through there in the summer, 
but we could get up in the winter on the ice, and we did. 
Ten or twelve miles. We had wonderful times looking for 
rabbit tracks and this sort of thing. 

Well, it's the kind of a life of that period. Maybe 
I'n overemphasizing the importance of it, but It seems to 
me that I would like, if I had children of my own today, 
to be able to duplicate that kind of existence for awhile. 
That's one reason why I've always been so strong for these 
conservation camps that Roosevelt started during the Roose-
velt period, because It got the teenagers and the older 
boys up againnt nature in a sharp way. They worked in 
It and they played in It. The proof of the pudding was 
that it turned bad kids Into good kids. I saw a long story, 
two or three years ago, from a man who said, "Thank God 
for the Civilian Conservation Corps! I owe the fact that 
I'm in this little business here and living a decent life 
to that fact." 

I think I should say that I had a horse. I belonged, 
I suppose, to the village aristocracy because many of the 
boys didn't have horses, but I had a horse and buggy. 
My father bought a horse and I had to take care of him. 
That was a part of the job that I loved to do, and In 
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1896 I drove my father on his selling trips. He grad-
uated from the harness shop through his relationship 
with a [horse] collar manufacturer; he no longer made 
collars in the harness shop. The collar manufacturer got 
him a job on the road selling collars, and to that he 
attached a line of buggies. He was a buggy and collar 
salesman for all the time that we lived in this little 
village. 1893, '9*1 and '95 were times of one of the 
greatest depressions in American history. 
Dixon: "Panic," they called it then, and that was what 
it really was. 
Borough: It was a panic. I saw the hobos riding by on 
the boxcars in the little town of Samaria—many of them. 
It was a common experience. Some occasionally would get 
off when the freights switched on the one switch track 
we had there. They would come around, and my mother would 
always feed them. My mother could never turn anyone away, 
I thought that they were pretty defeated, sorry-looking 
people, as I remember them. 

During that depression there was an outburrt of 
radicalism all through the West and even before, but that 
type of radicalism persisted. It was a Populist radical-
ism. It persisted and it came on down and swept into 
Michigan. It didn't get a firm foothold in Michigan, 
but it had quite a following in Michigan. There was a 
lawyer in Monroe, a very able lawyer, a criminal lawyer 
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as we called him, who became a Populist, and he became 
thoroughly indoctrinated. He knew the whole story. To 
him the chief enemies of the country were; one, the banks 
who foreclosed the mortgages; two, the railroads which 
robbed the farmers through the high freight rates. Now 
those were the two outstanding things that the Populists 
were fighting. I've seen other rather superficial state-
ments about Populism which don't really get at the facts 
because it was an agrarian movement. It struck out at 
the two main enemies of the farmer; they were the banks 
who foreclosed his mortgages and the railroads who charged 
him outrageously high freight rates. All through the 
West this was the story. With that went the demand for 
government ownership of the railroads and government owner-
ship of the bnnks, and government ownership of some other 
monopolies. Anyway, this man John 0. Zabel was a very 
eloquent and very able attorney, and he impressed me greatly 
as he came into our home—as we heard him speak. He con-
verted my father, and my father was converted to such an 
extent that he wanted to speak. 

In this period of hard times, during the summer the 
long trips on the road didn't pay; he wasn't selling 
enough buggies. He worked on both commission and salary 
at that time of the year, but he sold so little that his 
commissions were very low; so he decided to stay around 
home. He finally decided that, Instead of sitting around 
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the house, he would take the horse, and he and I would 
go around to these neighboring towns—ten, twelve, four-
teen, sixteen miles away. There were a lot of little 
farm centers where they had farm implement stores. He'd 
go around, and I drove with him on a number of these trips. 
In the course of this thing he began to want to speak, 
and Zabel encouraged him. I took him to the first speech 
that he made, and all the way I was driving and he was 
mal'ing notes in this big, rough hand of his, that filled 
a whole page of a notebook. I can see him now as he 
got up to speak at that little meeting over In Lambert-
ville, and he started out like a genuine orator and hadn't 
gone fifty words when he had forgotten his Bpeech. I 
was sitting down there suffering for him. Finally he 
found himself in his notes and he began to read right out 
of his notes. Then he went on and he made some very angry 
statements. He got awfully mad at the bankers, I think 
It was the bankers, or maybe it was the railroads; well, 
anyway he got awfully mad at somebody and the words com-
menced to flow. It was the wildest speech I think I ever 
heard him make. He never was really that wild, but he 
had to keep angry In order to keep going. Well, that 
was it. 

In '96 there Populists were split. Part of them 
were in a fusion program with the Democrats and part of 
them were very much opposed to that. The middle-of-the-
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road position. They nominated Bryan, who was the Demo-
cratic nominee and a Free Silverite and who had been 
pretty well indoctrinated with the Populist ideas, at 
least as to currency although he didn't go for the green-
back, but he went for free unlimited coinage of silver 
at the ratio of sixteen to one. Hundreds of times, hun-
dreds of times, I heard it said. That was the great slogan, 
"Free and unlimited coinage of silver at the ratio of 
sixteen to one." My father could say It so it sounded 
good. [Chuckle] 

After this fusion impetus was born, my father and 
Zabel had both decided to go for [William Jennings] Bryan 
for President, but for Tom [Thomas E.] Watson for Vice-
President, not for any Adlal Stevenson (that's the grand-
father of the present one), not for him, because he was 
the Vice-President under Grover Cleveland and Grover 
Cleveland was a "gold-bug" Democrat, and Grover Cleveland 
was owned by Wall Street and the railroads. They wouldn't 
have anything to do with Grover Cleveland, and Grover 
Cleveland had nothing to do with the Bryan forces and the 
Silverites. Of course, the Bryan forces captured the 
whole political party. Bryan's "Cross of Gold" speech— 
everybody talked about ltj every politically Informed 
person always would tell you about the "Cross of Gold" 
speech. "You shalt not press down upon labor this crown 
of thorns." It was great rhetoric. I liked it. I was 
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only eleven, twelve, thirteen during this period I am 
talking about, but these things were all very real to me. 
It's amazing how much of them I got. Of course, I was 
indoctrinated continuously by my father in the home. 

When Bryan headed for Toledo, my father decided he 
would go to Toledo, and we would drive down the twelve 
miles from Samaria to Toledo and hear Bryan. We got 
there. Bryan had been denied the use of the auditorium 
for which he had contracted, because he was a terrible 
radical, and he had to speak in a big excavated lot. 
He came into town in the afternoon before the meeting-
it seems like the afternoon. He came down the street, 
and I stood in the bay window of a restaurant. My father 
placed me where I could see down the street. The floor 
was above the level of the street. Prom there I could 
see these two black horses coming toward us, and there was 
a figure in the back of the carriage standing. As it got 
closer and closer, I could see that this figure was bowing 
to the thousands of people who had jammed the streets. 
There was Just turmoil all oVer Toledo. The working 
people had turned out tremendously. 

He got down. He had a very commanding figure and he 
was very much the master of the situation: Bryan alwayB 
was, in the physical department, whatever one thought of 
his oratory. As he came on down, the shouts and yells 
and the commotion of the crowd were very exciting. 
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When he came In front of the restaurant, I can remember 
that black, shining hair, slightly curled at the ends. He 
wore It rather long. I can remember that he swept the 
audience with his eyes—he always did this. I heard him 
several times later. He had a peculiar quality. His 
eyes would flash, and he really put up a good show as a 
public speaker. Plashing his eyes over that audience 
would Just Incite them all the more. I can't remember 
much about the speech, but I can remember his voice as 
hiB wcrds came to me through the gusts of winds in the 
big Jammed lot. 

My father was successful. Through the years I have 
learned to appreciate more and more the quality of men 
like my father who were without much formal education. 
He went to a country school, but that's as far as he ever 
went—like all of my relatives. I have only one relative, 
an uncle, who was a physician, that had any kind of col-
lege education. But my father read like many, many other 
people at that time. The average man then, I think, read 
more than the average man reads today, at least the type 
of thing that was important to the welfare of the country. 
Probably people read more now, but I don't think they read 
as much, nor debate, nor argue as much about the fate of 
the nation, about the condition of the country as they 
did then. I heard it during all of my early years. My 
father was very sensitive. 
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He was a good talker;therefore, he was a good sales-
man. On the road, he was so successful that the small 
firm in Jonesville, Michigan, for whom he traveled, could 
n't really satisfy him. Their vehicles were good and 
honest, but they weren't stylish enough. So he connected 
with a firm that had more flash to its carriages and bug-
gies in Marshall, Michigan. We moved, and I went to 
high school there. 

My mother took that adjustment very, very poorly. 
She was happy in this little village of Samaria because 
her relatives were all there, my uncles, her sisters and 
brothers. She would go around visiting with the families 
and she could talk with them without feeling inhibited in 
any way. The conversation was always on a local neigh-
borhood level and gossipy. She could double her neg-
atives; she could use a singular verb with a plural sub-
ject and get away with it—nobody questioned her about 
it. Once when I had been learning some of these things 
In the grade Bchools, and I cautioned her about her gram-
mar, she was very indignant with me. She said, "All the 
people I go with say that; everybody says it, and why 
shouldn't II" 

This is part of the almost fierce independence of 
the countryside. They weren't going to be dictated to; 
no grammarian was going to say that they shouldn't say 
"we wasn't." If they wanted to say "we wasn't," then 
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they'd say it, and that's all. In this town of Marshall, 
Bhe was really wretohed because there was a class divis-
ion in this little town of five or six thousand, and she 
Just didn't fit in. She never did fit in. She got ac-
quainted with some people, but she became very unhappy 
because she couldn't make the same kind of contacts that 
she had made in Samaria. 

I went to high BChool, and I also suffered, but I 
don't want to say that it was anything like what affected 
my mother—I was too boi<ncy. But I did learn that I wasn't 
a leader. I had been a leader on the playgrounds in Sam-
aria because I had a certain inventiveness in suggesting 
to the kids, "Let's do this and let's do that." But in 
the high school in Marshall, there were a half a dozen 
people that were Just as smart as I was. They were Just 
as good in Latin; they were Just as good in everything 
else. There was only one thing that they weren't as good 
in, that I dldi»'t have any real competition in, and that 
was in oratory—patriotic oratory. I became the orator 
of the Minerva Society; there were two societies, the 
Minerva and the Delphic, organized for competition pur-
poses to enlist the kids' enthusiasm over the higher things 
of learning. I captured that prize. The reason I won 
was because I had a good subject, "America's Greatest 
Contribution to the World"—what better subject do you 
want than that? What waB it? The Declaration of Inde-
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pendence, of course! This is a part of the radicalism, 
you see—this hatred of imperialism and empires, partic-
ularly the British Empire. I was anti-British for years. 
I never got completely over it, and I find traces of it 
in me now. [Very excitedly] 
Dixon: I think most of us really do. 
Boroughs Yes, of that age and that type. If we're rad-
icals we do. If we have a tendency to be thoroughly, 
fundamentally, democratic, we have that feeling. It was 
my second year in high school. I went on and captured 
the district prize with this oration on the Declaration 
of Independence, which I said "would be remembered long 
after these other things are forgotten in history; the 
American Declaration of Independence will ring down through 
the centuries," Well, I had some oratory there, [laughter] 
I came out second in the state oontest. This was quite 
a feather in my cap. When I came back from winning the 
district content, the high school had a big crowd down to 
meet me and the principal of the school, all of them there, 
to welcome me. It was a great affair. The Marshall 
Dally News ran the whole oration. The headline across 
the top ran, AMERICAN DECLARATION OP INDEPENDENCE, THE 
GREATEST CONTRIBUTION TO THE WORLD. WonderfulI I mention 
this because, aside from that, the old dominance on the 
school ground was no more; I would have to do things. 

The second oration, which I didn't do so well in, 
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came in my Junior year. It wasn't successful because I 
took as my subject "Competition is a Failure." [laughter] 
I was tackling big stuff. I was a convinced Socialist 
at that time, and I set out to prove that socialism was 
the coming order of society and that competition could 
not Burvive—that It was wrong, morally. I didn't use 
these high-flown words then, but It was wrong morally, 
and It wouldn't work economically. That was the substance 
of ray story, I only got second place In the district. 
That indicates the trend of thinking at that time. 

I should bring in here a picture of the town of five 
or six thousand population, especially with reference to 
its culture. The town waB by then a commercial—a trading-
center, serving the farmers. It had lost most of the small 
industries which all of those towns had in their earlier 
times—handicraft industries that served the immediate 
country around them. The blacksmith shop was still there. 
It was coupled with a woodworking enterprise. For Instance 
take the man, Hlndenaugh, who passed by our house every 
morning and night on his way to work—an old man. He was 
the wagon maker, but he no longer made wagons; his busi-
ness was mostly repairing wagons* Studebaker had already 
established its big plant In Indiana, and the farmers 
were already buying factory-made and assembled equip-
ment. A number of other enterprises were gone, but there 
were memories of them. People were talking about them. 
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The town was still prosperous because the countryside 
was filling in. The farmers were prosperous; it was a 
good farming area. The merchants were busy. 

There was one merchant for whom I had a particular 
fascination from the first time I saw him. He operated 
a cigar store on the street corner, right in the middle 
of town, and his name was John Moll. He made hand-made 
cigars, and he sold them to all the neighborhood. He 
maybe even shipped some out, but his business was largely 
local. John Moll's cigars, nickel cigars. The reason 
why I liked to go in there was because John Moll was a 
Socialist. He was a very likeable Gexroan, spoke with a 
heavy German accent, and In his plant back of the sales-
room was the factory, one large room with benches all 
around and either two or three workers. One of these 
workers was named Ben Blumberg. He was a young Jew— 
very keen mind and very doctrinaire, very sure of him-
self—who had come In and was working for Moll. He was a 
trade unionist, and the cigar makers were probably the 
first type of trade unionism in Marshall. They were organ-
ized even then, the hand makers. I can see those cigar 
makers sitting there and rolling this stuff; also I can 
remembeg and I hope they don't do it any more, that they 
would bake the tip, the last part of the wrapper, and they 
would moisten it with their tongue and fasten it down. 
It's not very sanitary. But they did. I don't think 
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they do It any more. There are a few of these hand-made 
places around* 

Ben was an ardent Marxist-Socialist, and he had 
claimed to have read all of Karl Marx's Das Kapltal. 
Whether he did or not, he had the Jargon, the scientific 
nomenclature, and he used to delight my soul with those 
big words because up to that time, my socialism was a 
thing of American origin. It was moralistic and I was 
strong for it, but I sometimes wished that I had a little 
bit more to back It up. Well, he backed it up with Marx-
ist dialectics, and it's the big words that helped be-
cause they were authoritative—all about the "class strug-
gle, exploitation, and surplus value." He would sit there 
while he was working on his cigars, and he'd roll thlB 
stuff out. I'd listen and ask questions. I was In my 
teens and didn't understand half of what he was saying, 
but it all sounded very good to me. 

Outside of the Moll Cigar Store on the corner, there 
was a Saturday night soap box, and traveling Socialists 
and speakers came and occupied the soap box. They only 
had ten or fifteen people as an audience; sometimes some 
farmers would stand around and listen and maybe some 
shopkeepers or their help. They were never very excited 
about It, but It was amusing and they liked to listen. 
One of these orators came from Battle Creek; he was a 
young attorney, Frank Kulp. He was a very nice young 
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chap, and he was a very sincere and ardent fellow. He 
would get up and harangue; then there would be a question 
period. There would be many questions, and he would an-
swer them very cleverly. Sometimes he would play with 
his questioner and seem to give in and to agree with 
him, and then all of a sudden he would flash back and 
clinch his point. It was quite exciting to watch the way 
he worked. He brought along with him a man that ran a 
bicycle store. This is typical of the socialism of that 
day—lawyers, professional men, middle-class folk, small-
town people, farmers—not many city workers at first; 
they didn't fall for It so much, except in certain quarters 
in New York and Chicago. 

This was an experience, and my father knew that I 
went there, but he didn't object. As a matter of fact, 
he rather liked Frank Kulp—he was a very strong admirer 
of Attorney Kulp. He used to meet him, visit, and talk 
with him. Frank Kulp wanted me to introduce him one night 
on the soap box, and I asked my father if it would be all 
right. My father said, "Sure, it's all right." I intro-
duced Frank Kulft and thereafter I introduced other travel-
ing speakers. I introduced them and of course it was 
pitiable, but I got my experience. 

I ought to say one thing about that community that 
is a little special, but it's interesting. It was the 
home of the patent medicines, and the patent medicines 
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were pretty shady things—most of them. One of them that 
was not so bad was Frank Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets and 
Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets are still on the market. 
Most all of them are gone; they have been driven out by 
the increased Intelligence of the consumer, as well as 
governmental regulations, There were a half-dozen of 
them who advertised different nostrums—various remedies. 

The biggest money-maker of them was a man who sold 
pink pills for lost manhood; they were pills with strych-
nine in them. The story went that one day a dog ambled 
Into this place where these pills were; a couple of them 
had been dropped on the floor, and he lapped them up. 
In a few minutes he was dead on the floor. 

One of these parent medicine people had a piles cure 
which he advertised—ugly billboards all over the country— 
and he became rich. 

Another, Cap Wagner, had an electric belt which made 
him rich. The belt was shown in advertising with light-
ning forking out from it, all around the body. There were 
tragedies that went with all of these families that had 
made their wealth suddenly. Wagner was a drinker. He 
had a lot of money, and he bought a historic-landmark 
place and lived in it. His daughter was brought up with 
a fancy little pony and buggy and went around the town in 
this rural elegance of the time. She diad a suicide. 
There was a lack of basic morality in it all. 
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Yet some, particularly the one that I became intimate 
with, was the same pink-pill manufacturer whose home was 
the center of culture, particularly music. The traveling 
musicians that came into Marshall (Italians that played 
on the street corner) were no sooner In town, than they 
were invited up to Lute Page's house, and then they would 
have a banquet. Page had a Negro chef and a Negro house-
keeper, and they would have a lot of people in to listen 
to this classical music of these Detroit musicians. One 
of them played a harp; the other played a violin. I used 
to go in; I thought it was beautiful, and undoubtedly they 
were pretty good musicians. But the strangeness of it 
was that they would come into town and go on to Main 
Street and stand on the street corner and attract crowds 
with this classic music. They were the simpler classics, 
the ones that are pretty well shop-worn now. They were 
the popular classics, the Italian opera airs—the more 
familiar ones* They are familiar now, but they weren't 
then. That picture relates to me because I was drawn into 
this home, and I met there, Laura, my first wife, with 
whom I was Infatuated and remained Infatuated until she 
died in 19^3* 

That picture is Important in the history of America. 
There weren't patent medicine places everywhere, but there 
were towns about like this which had their rising class 
divisions which were pretty rigid* As an ardent young 
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Democrat, coming from the country, I was fiercely equal-
itarlan, and I was contemptuous of those who looked down 
upon physical labor. One of the first signs of the ris-
ing upper class In the little towns was an abhorrence 
of and a disdain of anything that smacked of physical 
toll. It was so much so, and this was the point of dis-
agreement—I thought it was—between myself and Laura. 
For years, I was trying to convert her to the full demo-
cratic notion, get rid of all this nonsense about labor 
being something dishonorable. It's the base of all 
wealth and all of a sudden I preached it, and I read Ham-
ilton Wright Mabie's little book—The Forest of Arden, 
one of the first ones—and gave it to her. He was preach-
ing the essentials of life and how to get away from all 
of this falderal In his mild way. This was a conflict 
in my life. 

Also in high school I was brought in direct conflict 
with a type of Christian thinking In my relations with Sid-
ney McKee, a fellow classmate of mine whose mother was 
a missionary. She had come home; her husband was dead. 
She and her husband had been missionaries in China. 
They had come to this little town of Marshall to live. 
Sidney was going to high school, and Sidney was very de-
vout. He had accepted his mother's evaluation. I will 
say, though, that the emphasis in his case and in his 
mother*s case was on the necessity of saving people, 

/ 
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by giving them the Christian idea of brotherhood. There 
was a lot of sincere humanism In it. Very basic, as there 
should have been, of course. Sidney believed that. We 
used to go up and down the Btreets of Marshall, night 
after night, arguing this thing. His position was, "Well 
you don't need to change the system, Reuben." He always 
called me Reuben. "If you just make people Christians, 
they'll treat one another like brothers. You won't have 
to change the system." 

My comeback was, "Well, if you make Christians of 
them, then they'll want to change the system so that 
they can live like us." 

Back and forth we went. We really wore ourselves 
out. Our mathematics teacher, algebra and geometry, called 
us in one night (she had heard about this) and said, "You 
boys are too young to be talking about this thing. You 
ought to pay more attention to quod erat demonstrandum." 

But I want to get through with Marshall and on to 
Chicago and then to California. There would be a little 
more on this score, but it will be more directly in point 
in Chicago. I really began to be active in the Socialist 
movement after I became a reporter. I went to Port Wayne 
and was there a year. 



TAPE NUMBER* I, SIDE 2 

About the time we left Samaria to go to live in 
Marshall, my father was invited to attend the national 
convention of the populist Party. It was somewhere 
around 1896 or 1900. The Populist Party was about 
fading out, and my father was invited to the convention. 
I was Invited to go as a delegate too by thiB John 
Zabel who was the secretary of the Michigan State Pop-
ulist Party; it was called the People's Party. I didn't 
go and neither did my father, but I wrote a nice let-
ter thanking Zabel. I was very young, and the idea of 
going as a delegate from Michigan flattered me enor-
mously—going with my father, big man'. 

My father at that time, as so many Populists were, 
particularly the left wing Populists who hadn't been 
absorbed in the Democratic Party, was becoming a Social-
ist. Sometime in that period he had read [Edward] Bel-
lamy's Looking Backward and it caught him. He was a 
Bellamyite from then on. Afterward he brought home from 
the road (this was while we were living in Marshall, too) 
Bellamy's second book, Equality. Equality has one of 
the clearest statements in concise and simple language 
of exact philosophy or economics of Socialism that 
probably has been written in America. It's been used 
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over and over and over again. It's so clear; It's a 
parable—a parable of a water tank. It's historic. He 
read that and it converted him a hundred percent. I 
read It, and it converted me to the extent that I under-
stood it, and I understood it pretty well, too—even In 
my teens. I had a pretty good conception of what it 
was. Hearing it all, hashed over, and arguments, pro 
and con. 

All over America these Populists of the left trend 
all went into the Socialist Party which was then forming. 
They really swelled the numbers, all through the West. 
The populist movement was largely, as I said before, 
an agrarian movement, small-town village movement, not 
in the big cities. They went over into the Socialist 
Party, and the Socialist Party at that time was mostly 
a party of little enterprisers, little businessmen, farmers, 
small clerks, a very small percentage of the total mem-
bership, which went up to a million. Just under a mil-
lion voted for Debs when he was imprisoned in 1918 before 
the World War. The party became powerful, and it be-
came powerful on this base which the strict Marxists, 
the old orthodox ones, would never ha\s conceived as 
possible, for it was to be strictly and basically and 
most Importantly, a working-class movement. Rigid olass 
lines. We saw this swell all over the country and that's 
how he came Into the pot of Socialism and this explains 
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my interest In it, too. 
Giving due credit to Bellamy In America, he was 

very important. There were hundreds, probably thousands 
of Bellamy Societies formed all over the united States— 
oh, terrific. Bellamy was their bible, and the core of 
the bible was this parable of the water tank. This was 
the thing that explained th# whole philosophy. 
Dixons I don't believe that many of today's young stu-
dents particularly realize that this was an agrarian 
movement at the start. 
Borough: They don't. Most of the Socialist speakers, 
the stump speakers—this was a great era of soap-boxing 
in America. The noap-boxer never was disturbed in 
America. Oh, he might have been occasionally, but I 
never heard of a soap-boxer being driven from his box 
in these small towns in Michigan. They listened to 
him; they were amused. They loved to bandy words with 
him; they loved the question period that usually followed. 
Sometimes they could down the speaker; sometimes he would 
down them. If he did, why they got laughed at. It was 
part of the game, and it was a part of the healthy life 
of American Democracy which God knows we need again— 
this same attitude of love of controversy. It was more 
than tolerance of controversy; It was love of controversy. 
They loved an argument. If a man was a good arguer, 
he was praised. You might not agree with him, but that 
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was one way of saying what a smart fellow he was. He 
was really there. 

I went from Marshall to Fort Wayne to become a 
reporter on the Fort Wayne Journal-Gazette. This is the 
background. During my high school days, I was quite a 
sensitive child and very self-conscious—self-conscious 
of the movement of my lips, my hands, my arms, my feet. 
I lost that freedom of physical action at school or on 
the playground and became self-consoious even though I 
was doing these things In oratory. To get rid of that, 
partly, I burled myself In writing verse. First it was 
rhyme with set rhythm patterns. Then sometime during 
that Marshall period, I began to learn about free verse, 
and I began to pour out these free verse effusions. 
God, they're awful! I keep them because they're a measure 
of the Intellectual Interests of ny time. 

I went up Into the cupola of our house. My father 
had gone up on the scale a little bit, a little more 
prosperous, and bought a big house. There was a cupola 
on the top and I used to go up there. In an old long 
ledger that had been used for business transactions by 
somebody—I never knew whom, but half the pages were 
unused and they were white—I wrote ream after ream of 
this poetry. The theme was "Deliverance of the Working 
Class from Their Masters," and believe me I was going 
to do it! I was the hero of all of these. Forth into 
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the night I strode to do battle for the cause of Justice. 
And who were my greatest enemies? My greatest enemies 
were—male chauvinist—women whose job it was to give 
the upper classes social status with their various forms 
of "society." And this was a theme that I harped on, 
over and over again. These parasitic women who didn't 
have any function in life except to be Lady Bountifuls 
and attend their parties and partake in the kind of 
specious cultural life which I wasn't quite sold on then, 
on the Importance of opera and good music. I had a dark 
suspicion that that kind of music was probably too socially 
immoral; it belonged- to these upper classes. 

But these poems, there were literally scores of 
them. They ran a total up to .ver a hundred in number. 
Some of them I typed out on old Blickensderfer and sent 
them out, and I got them all back, of course. Later, 
I developed a little bit in my capacity to express my 
emotions, my prejudices, and my passions. By the way, 
I was a great lover too, believe me I I was in love with 
Laura, and if I didn't write more love poems about herI 
They Just rolled out. 

One of the poems landed in a little magazine called 
Tomorrow Magazine, Chicago. Now, you don't know about 
Tomorrow Magazine, but Paul Jordan Smith knew about it. 
He was the Los Angeles Times literary editor. He mentions 
it in his autobiography. He doesn't go into it as I do 
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in mine because It's an important part of my life. But 
Tomorrow Magazine was gotten out by some heterodox-minded 
people. The owner of the magazine and financer was a 
tuslnessman who had made some money in Mexico in mining 
adventures, Parker H. Sercombe, and he called himself, 
"Parker H. Sercombe, Himself." He always put the "Him-
self" after the poseur fashion of that day. This sort 
of posing was started by Elbert Hubbard; he was a great 
poseur. Parker H. Sercombe had this magazine, about 
ten inches long and about five or six inches wide, blue 
cover with a front page, mostly white, with the names of 
the poems and articles. I landed in that thing, and It 
must have improved my technique because I kept on landing 
and landing and landing until there were scores of them. 
I hardly ever missed being in an issue of the Tomorrow 
Magazine. 

Tomorrow Magazine was published at a place called 
the Whitman-Spencer Bureau; Paul Jordan Smith mentioned 
It. He went there. As a matter of fact, there were 
dozens of rising intellectuals of the left that at one 
time or another had either visited Whitman-Spencer 
center or had lived there for periods of time. Sercombe 
kept It going. He called It a cooperative colony. The 
cooperation consisted In the sharing of the housekeeping 
Jobs—that was all, there wasn't anything else to do—and 
writing if you could write. I wrote Borne poems and artl-
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cles. It was at 2238 Calumet Avenue In a section of 
Chicago which had been the home of Chicago's aristocracy 
before the great migration to the north side. The mi-
gration occurred because this was too close to the stock-
yards which the capitalists had built up, but the smell 
of which was no longer endurable. So they migrated to 
the north side to get away from it. Anyway, there's Parker 
H. Sercombe in a stone building, spacious, clean, cold, 
and I go to that. 

I left the Port Wayne Journal-Gazette where I met 
Eugene Debs. He had put his arm around me and called me 
"comrade" when I told him that I was working on a capital-
ist newspaper, but that I was nevertheless a Socialist. 
On Tomorrow Magazine I met some of the young, rising 
writers; some of those that I met I never heard of after. 
They apparently weren't as good as some that had been 
there, Paul Jordan Smith was there for quite awhile. 
We ate mostly breakfast foods; the magazine got them 
in return for advertising. One of the rooms was piled 
high with these cartons. Skimpy eggs maybe and some 
coffee I I didn't mind the eating so much, but my pals 
didn't live up to the promise. 

Sercombe in his magazine had advertised the Whitman-
Spencer Center as a place where free souls could commune, 
and of course I was all for that. I thought that that 
was great—to commune with other free souls. When I got 
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there, there were only three left. They would come, but 
they wouldn't stick. The fleshpots of the world, the 
cold world, would lure them away and he had a terrific 
turnover of free souls, well, these three souls that 
I remember that night were ones who had stayed. I told 
them that I was glad to be there, and I told them right 
off that X was a Socialist. Xn my mistaken notion X 
thought that that would mean, "Well, here are open doors." 
They all said, "Glad to meet you," and then they all 
Jumped on me. One of them was an anarchist and another 
one was a vegetarian and the other was a Single-Taxer, 
and they literally tore my Socialism to pieces. It wouldn't 
have been so bad, but they kept the argument up all the 
time. They were determined to convert me. Each one was 
determined to convert me to his particular philosophy. 
The vegetarian's line of attack was rather good. He 
said, "Don't you know that all meat-eating societies are 
exploiting societies? Don't you know that you can't 
have a decent world unless you stop eating meat?" This 
is the stuff. 

Dixon: I didn't realize that they carried it to such 
extremes. 
Borough: They did. Some of those old vegetarians said 
that you can't have (there's a word they use) not a non-
acquisitive, but a noncombatlve society without this 
non-jueat-eating individual. As long as man remains a 
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meat-eater he's going to tear, rend, and destroy. 
I'm telling you this because here is where I expected 

to meet Carl Sandburg, because Sandburg, who was then 
Charles A. Sandburg, had written many, many poems and 
they appeared in the same volumes of Tomorrow Magazine 
as mine did. I thought they were wonderful. I still 
think that there are some very good lines in some of them. 
"The Sphinx" has some good lines; a number of them are 
very good. They seem to indicate that he might write 
something as crude and as powerful and as brutal as 
"Hog Butcher of the World," which still stirs me. It's 
shocking. And it was particularly shocking then because 
it was so different from anything then being published 
in the poetry realm. It appeared in Chicago Poems, the 
first book of Sandburg's poetry published by a commercial 
publishing house. He had had things published before in 
Asgard Press. 

But my experience at Whitman-Spencer didn't last 
very long—I think less than two weeks. Sercombe was 
very good. He knew that I couldn't keep on. I was 
heavily in debt because at the age of twenty-one or 
twenty-two, I had tried to publish a woman's magazine 
back in Marshall. I thought that we were on the way to 
helping women federate their clubs and become a real 
power In the world. Just Imagine the audacity of a kid, 
twenty-one years old! Unbelievable. Well, It went flop, 
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of course, it left me $1400 In debt which I had to begin 
to scale off. 

I went from Marshall to Fort Wayne and I was there 
a year on the Fort Wayne Journal-Gazette, reporting and 
learning the rudiments of reporting. I had previously 
worked on the small village Marshall News, and I had some 
knowledge of gathering items and of the various places 
around town to find news, particularly the railroad centers 
where people came and went. From Port Wayne I landed 
in Chicago and went to Tomorrow Magazine or Whitman-Spencer 
Center. Sercombe understood my plight when I told himt 
"I've got to get busy, I'd like to stay, but I've just 
got to pay off my debts." 

So he said, "Well, I think I can fix you up." He 
was a very nice chap in spite of all his bravado. He 
knew A. M. [Algle Martin] Simons, who had been the editor 
of the International Socialist Review and who was then 
the editor of the Chicago Daily Socialist, said, "I 
think I can /et you a Job on the Socialist staff." The 
next morning he said, "I got It and you can go to work." 

So I went to work on the Chicago Dally Socialist. 
There began probably the most exciting period of my life, 
because I was thrown into a big city environment, some-
thing alien to me, thrown into contact with foreign-
born groups, all of which had Socialist locals: the Greek 
group, the Armenian group, the Finnish group, the Swedish 
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group, the German group, the Italian group. I got ac-
quainted with all of these groups because part of my Job 
was to follow the organizational developments of the 
party. We also ran a newspaper very much like the Scripp's 
Penny Papers at that time. Big headlines, short stories, 
and covered the whole news. We took the United Press 
Service, and it was really a place where I learned a lot 
about the world, particularly about Sandburg. We were 
together continuously after hours. I won't attempt here 
to tell you about the very close relationship or what it 
meant to me, but it was a very inspiring relationship. 
He was five years older than I, and he was already begin-
ning to write verse that I very much loved, after the 
pattern of Whitman. He was lecturing on Whitman when he 
could. He had a philosophy that was fascinating; it was 
the "i-don't-know" philosophy—Life is a mystery, every-
thing, the universe. It never left him, and I guess it 
may be responsible for his not going any further than he 
did. That's where I first saw him, and after I quit 
Chicago, he went on and became a very ardent Socialist; 
he was right In the movement, in Chicago and in Mil-
waukee. While he was writing poems he was also an or-
ganizer. 

I went back to Marshall after a year, determined that 
I was going to hurry up the process of getting rid of 
my debts. I thought that if I went into business with 
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my father, I could. I did get rid of my debts because 
in a small way I was successful as a buggy salesman. 
Those were the closing days of the carriage industry. 
After I left the Borough & Blood Buggy Company, which 
was my father's company, it lasted for about five or six 
years, but by that time the automobile industry had suc-
ceeded in pressuring enough in the state legislature and 
the county boards of supervisors to lay concrete paving 
through the country, and the automobile had become an 
established fact. They Just wiped the carriage business 
right out. First the auto took the cities and then it 
took the country, and when it took the country, it took 
us. The country was our last refuge. We even sold top 
buggies with automobile seats. We built a seat like the 
typical auto seat of that time, it was a big swelling 
seat that bulged out at the top with a crease in the 
middle. 

But I'm trying not to miss anything in the Chicago 
experience. I think that this is Important, too. Jane 
Addams is a great figure in American history, a highly 
respected figure and a beloved figure, one of the founders 
of the Women's International League for Peace and Freedom. 
Hull House was a great and a revered Institution even 
then. She was not a Socialist, but she believed in ab-
solute freedom for all minority groups: racial, ideolog-
ical, political. I became acquainted with her, not well 
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and wrote stories about It. I wrote one story which was 
in the Chicago Dally Socialist. I can't find it, but I 
have a letter saying that I did. 1 wrote a letter to 
Laura who was out West then. I called it "Jane Addams' 
Babies." They were the Italian children In the neigh-
borhood. Italians were a very important minority group 
at that time; they were later replaced by another minor-
ity group. But at that time it was the Italians and 
Greeks and the Jewish population too. So I went to Hull 
House with Sandburg and Interviewed Jane AddamB. I got 
my story about her Italian babies and saw them in her 
nursery. Terrific experience. 

On one of the walls of Hull House was an enormous 
mural—very well done—of Tolstoi the peasant, plowing. 
A very Impressive piece. The wind was blowing hlB whiskers 
and his face looked very profound—almost fanatical. 
But above all, with benevolence in it. 

It was at the time that Edgar Lee Masters was coming 
to the front. I don't think he had written Spoon River 
Anthology then, but soon after. Spoon River Anthology 
became one of my most admired works of literature. I 
read it over and over and over again. Matilda Matlock 
became a great figure. This is the kind of thing that I 
swallowed. I still think that Spoon River Anthology is 
one of the most important books of American history. It 
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depicts that period, a little before the time that I'm 
talking about. But you still get a picture of that rugged 
rural America, the farm and the small people that were 
in it, how they struggled, how they won, how they lost. 
That sort of thing. The tragedy, the pathos, the Matilda 
Matlocks, the magnificent triumph of it all. She wasn't 
going to let life conquer her. She said to these people 
somewhat contemptuously, perhaps, that life is too great 
for you. But she was a great soul, 

Clarence Darrow was one of the editors of the mag-
azine that I talked about, Tomorrow. The other editor 
waB Oscar Lovell Trlggs, a professor at the university 
of Chloago who had been discharged from his Job for tak-
ing an unorthodox position regarding Rockefeller and edu-
cation in general. He was pretty well Imbued with the 
materialistic concept of history and culture, and he 
said rashly one day in his class, and it got out, that 
Rockefeller was a greater man than Shakespeare. The 
Hearst newspapers got ahold of that, and with some other 
things, dished up a scandal on him and he got fired. 
He was a good guy. He was a good professor, a good teach-
er, a good educator. He came out to California later, 
I met him. He became a farmer-rancher out in the San 
Fernando Valley and died out there. 

I'm going to conclude this by saying that I did go 
back and become a salesman. I Justified myself that I 
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was not deserting the Socialist movement; as I said, I 
was going to come into realistic relations with the 
capitalistic system as s traveling salesman. I went on 
the road for four years. I was also going to get out of 
debt. I wanted to marry that gal that had gone out to 
California and was working on the Long Beach Press as 
a woman's editor. The only way that I could marry her 
was to get out of debt first. I went on the road and 
my commissions inside of four years cleaned the whole 
thing up, and I brought her back to Marshall. We were 
married there, but I Just couldn't take being on the 
road, with her at home. I was like any young married 
man—I wanted to be home with my wife. 

Besides, both of us found Marshall insufferable— 
the lack of genuine culture, the shallowness of the social 
life of the upper groups, card playing—awful stuff. 
I don't want to underrate their clubs because some of 
them did very good work. There was a Monday Club, there 
was a Drummond Club or Circle which delved into the origins 
of the universe. A kind of a revolt against the ortho-
doxy of the churches. Some of the better-educated, 
wealthier families belonged. You didn't find many of 
them down in the poorer groups; they were Methodists. 
The wealthier ones were Presbyterians and Episcopalians. 
But the town, for us at the time, was bad. 

My wife was a great California*!., and I'd read about 
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Hiram Johnson kicking the Southern Pacific out of pol-
itics. He was going to, and he did in 1910, before we 
left Marshall. He established a very excellent admin-
istration, I think Hiram Johnson is the greatest gov-
ernor that California ever had to date, not because I 
endorsed him. He turned out later rather poorly as a 
iii&h, but he was, as a governor, a very able administrator. 
And he rallied around him some of the ablest men that 
have ever held public office in California: Jack [John M.] 
Eschleman. Oh, I could go on and recall the names. 
They manned his commissions. They were excellent com-
missions ; they were fearless commissions. They tore Into 
the railroad commission; they cut the rates almost in 
half for the fanner. They really went to town. We de-
cided that we were going to come to California after we 
were married in Marshall and lived there a year. 

Then I would say that my maturer political life began. 
Up to that time I was very much the romanticist in my 
love matters. In my love affair I was a romanticist. 
I don't regret it; I had the greatest time of my life 
falling in love with my wife and staying in love with 
her. I wrote reams of poetry about her, unprintable 
some of them for various reasons, and some of them be-
cause they were not good enough, I think there are some 
phrases in them today that I like. I never had any of 
my love poems printed except in Tomorrow Magazine. 
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Oh boy! 
When I got to California, by that time I was twenty-

nine years old—I was getting along. I didn't connect 
with the kind of thing that I wanted for awhile. First 
I tried to get on the Record because I knew the Record 
was a Scripps-Howard newspaper at that time, part of 
this national penny paper chain that served largely inter-
ests of the workers. They said they did and they really 
did in some places. It was very progressive in its whole 
outlook, pro-labor, which waB something in Los Angeles 
because most of the papers were anti-labor. The Times 
was conducting a very vicious crusade against unionism 
at that time and for open shop. The Hearst papers had 
given in to the typographical unions, but had no real 
sympathy for labor—genuine labor. The other papers 
were nondescript; that is they took no attitude on the 
question, one way or the other. But the Record did. 
I couldn't get on It at first. They said they would 
put me on the waiting list, and they undoubtedly did. 
They were sincere. 

While I was waiting around, I said, "Well, back in 
Marshall my father and my sister and I were the complete 
choir of the little Uhiversalist Church in Marshall, 
Michigan." I was a singer and I had studied piano, and 
I got so I could play "Petite Tarentelle" with a show of 
authority, I could play the organ. So there I sat on 
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Sundays and played the organ, and my father, my sister 
Gertrude, and X were the choir. We sang the songs and 
the Uhlversalist hymns about God's "boundless love," 
how He even followed the little sparrows as they vent 
around in the trees. I was a pretty solid Universalist 
at that time, and basically the humanism of the thing is 
it'.ll with me, although at that time, I accepted a more 
literal interpretation of things. 

So I was In Los Angeles waiting for a job; I said 
the motion pictures are going strong, and there's a 
great demand for good lusty singers of illustrated songs— 
I soon began to call them "ulcerated" songs because they 
were horrible things. By that time my taste in music had 
risen and I really knew some good music, but these things! 
I said, "Why don't I get busy right now quick and get a 
job and make a living while I'm waiting for this other 
thing to happen?" 

So I did. I applied and I was accepted at once. 
I sang for months at Clune's Theater on Main Street, 
Just north of Fifth. I had a long period there, and I 
had a period up in San Bernardino and then down in Long 
Beach. For a year I was at that thing and made my living 
that way for us—as good as I could have done newspaperly. 

Then I began newspaper work. I got back In Pasadena 
on the News, the power trust—God save the work—but I 
didn't have anything to do with the policy. My Job was 
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to interview the bigwigs that came to the big Maryland 
Hotel, the Huntington Hotel, the Green Hotel, which is 
still over there—these are the three big hotels. I 
was there awhile and went up to Riverside; the same thing 
happened up there. I interviewed the bigwigs that came 
to the Riverside Inn. 

The most important person that I interviewed in both 
places (she seemed to follow me, I'm sure it was by acci-
dent, from Pasadena to Riverside) was Zona Gale, the 
author of Friendship Village. She was a great peace 
advocate and a member of the Women's International League 
for Peace and Freedom as well as a Socialist. I became 
infatuated with her. I put her In my book, because while 
her art was not great art, it was successful. It had 
quite an influence. It was middle-class sentimentality, 
her stories were. But on the whole they were good; they 
preached a good positive humanism—friendly relations and 
all this sort of thing. In her political life, she was 
staunch and resolute pro-people. She was and she remained 
that way. 

We used to have many long, Involved conversations, 
both at the Maryland Hotel where she stayed and at her 
cottage, with the mother always around. She was young, 
I think that she was in her thirties then. Not married 
yet. Fascinating, beautiful girl. A little careless in 
her dress but always Immaculate and clean either designedly 
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or otherwise. Hair a little straggled, not too much! 
Anyway, it all excited me very much. Her general appear-
ance. Her brown eyes. When she would be talking peace, 
in which we were both sincerely Interested, I would some-
times forget about peace while looking in her eyes. 
She was Just that beautiful a girl. And I have had this 
confirmed; Meridel LeSeuer, who was out to see me, con-
firmed my impression of her within the last year. She 
said that Zona was beautiful and she said something that 
I didn't know—It was dangerous to turn her loose among 
men. She said that she broke up one family, but I don't 
believe that. I think that was a bit exaggerated. She 
married a banker in Portage, Wisconsin, and in spite of 
the fact that she married this man of wealth, she kept 
on In her pro-peace activities to the end. 
Dixon: She had her mother with her all the time. 
Borough: Always her mother was with her. Always sitting 
over on one side, knitting, and In a very friendly, nice 
way, not suspicious at all. I think that her mother said, 
"Well, this girl of mine is just a little too attractive 
to be let out alone, even though she is well up In her 
thirties." That girl had a tremendous wide following; 
big women's magazines of various kinds carried her stuff, 
serially. She was a household word, and she was a good 
woman. 

I came back to Los Angeles from Riverside, Intending 
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to study law, and I dropped around at the Record after 
I studied law for awhile in the office of a radical at-
torney who was about the only attorney in town, plus 
another Chalm Shapiro, who would defend the Wobblles 
(the IWW's at that time). His name was J. H. Relchman. 
I went into his office for the time being as a stenographer. 
I had learned shorthand and X was a poor stenographer. 
I only earned nine dollars a week for it. I typed his 
legal papers, and there weren't too many of them. It 
was a painful Job. But I did it for him and I got along 
fine. I loved old J. H. Relchman. He was a wonderful 
fellow. He was a wonderful human being. He would stand 
up in court and defend those IWW's, and they were a hard 
lot to defend because they didn't want defense. They 
wanted to be convicted, but he would try to defend them 
even though he was going against the grain. They'd do 
everything they could to land In Jailj they had a martyr 
complex. Shapiro was the same way—he died recently. 
Attorney Relchman would stand up and orate for these 
fellows with tears in his eyes, tell about how terrible 
their life was, how underprivileged they were, and how 
the cops beat them up. And onoe in awhile he would free 
them, too. 

After I had worked for him for awhile, I dropped 
around at the Record office and they told me to come on 
to work. Oh boy! I went back to Relchman and I thought 
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Reichman, because he was a good friend of mine, would take 
It awfully hard. I hated to tell him that I was going 
to quit, but he didn't seem the least bit concerned about 
it. He Bald, "I hope you get a good Job. We'll get 
along." Anyway, that was It, and I was on the Record 
about fifteen years. That's where I really think I became 
at least semlmature in my thinking. 

I covered everything. There was nothing in that 
paper that I didn't cover, except police. I didn't go 
into police stations very often, but I covered City 
Hall, the County Courthouse, all the social events, the 
arts, the theater, music. I became a great critic, a 
profound critic. I hunted for adjectives night and day, 
and I found a lot of them. You have to have a lot of 
adjectives if you're going to be an amateur music critic. 
Mis. Borough (from the background): Would you like some 
tea, Mr. B? 
Mr. Borough: No, thank you. I'm too busy. I'm too 
absorbed with myself. 
Mrs. Borough: Nothing unusual about that! 
Borough: But I like to have other people absorbed in 
something else. 

That was a long, long period. Something should be 
said about the Record and the Scripps papers at that time. 
E. W. Scrippn, whome I saw only once while browBing in 
a second-hand bookstore and for whom I had a tremendous 
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admiration, was a very unusual capitalist. I don't want 
to idealize him because he was a combination of business-
man and social Idealist. He had a conception oi his 
paper which was utterly unrealistic as it turned out— 
events proved it. But it did hold for that period. His 
theory was true for that period. He would put out a 
penny newspaper which would serve the interests of the 
working class, and frankly it could serve their inter-
ests. His autobiographical work is called Damned Old 
Cranki it is in the libraries, and in this work, he but-
tressed his position with the statement that the working 
people would support a press which defended their inter-
ests and would have wide circulation. The paper could 
have big street sales if it were written in the form in 
which they would take it. That is to say, he was for 
big headlines and short stories with short sentences, 
never long sentences, and short paragraphs. Lots of white 
space in the paper. Easy to read. No big words. Sim-
ple language, the language, as he thought, of the work-
ing people. 

He succeeded. These papers were built up all over 
the country. There were thirty-three of them at one 
time—there may have been more at another, in various 
parts of the United States, all built on this simple 
formula—Cleveland, Detroit, Cincinnati. Their origins 
were penny newspapers. They remained true. 



55 

He held his editors In line. In this Damned Old 
Crank, he quotes a letter that he wrote to his editors. 
He said: "You've got to divest yourself of any sympathy 
you have for the capitalists." (He called them capital-
ists; he used socialistic terminology), "it Is your 
business to serve the workers and you must live as close 
to the workers as you can. Think like them." Quite a 
philosophyI "The worst enemy that your papers will have 
is the advertiser who buys the most space from you. I'd 
rather be caught in a dark alley at night by a thug, 
than to be in the grip of one of these advertisers. 
They're your enemies. Remember this. They pay you money, 
but they're your mortal enemies. Don't forget it." 
This was the tone of the letter and the best of his 
editors held to that philosophy. 

Cleveland was sort of the capitol of the thing, 
where most of the social idealism of the chain origin-
ated; there was a wonderful group of young writers and 
editors that came out of that group. Terrific. The 
names escape me now, but they were all genuine Democrats 
to the core, and absolutely incorruptible. We believed 
in it on the Record. We had a mission and we were 
divinely ordained to do something about it. It didn't 
reach out to the concrete philosophy of Socialism in 
all cases, although there were many of us that were So-
cialists. We preached public ownership editorially and 
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in the news columns. 
Most of my time on the Reoord was spent defending 

the rising public ownership movement here; the Water and 
Power Department was fighting for its life against the 
power companies and it finally beat them and drove them 
off the field and established a municipal monopoly. I 
waB right in the middle of that fight, right down to the 
successful end of It. I quit the Record before the 
termination in '37, but in '37 the last of the private 
power companies were driven from the field. They Just 
sold out; they threw up their hands and said, "All right, 
take it. Youfre it." And they did. 

But the general position of the paper was good and 
we all went out looking for stories to bolster our cause, 
our beliefs, our philosophy and our program as we announced 
it. We were for civil liberties and we fought tooth and 
nail against every effort to prevent equal justice to 
racial and political minorities. We defended the "Wobblies." 
I wrote story after story about their trials and about 
the disgraceful prejudiced attitude of the Judges. A 
"Wobbly" was pretty hard to defend in a legal action, 
but he was entitled to defense and he got it. Besides, 
some of the "Wobblies" were wonderful fellows. I met 
some of them. 

Not only that, but we were particularly Interested 
in corruption. I wrote story after story about all kinds 
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of political corruption, that is, the special interest 
controls of politics such as the patent-paving industry. 
For two or three years I centered on it. I went up to 
City Hall, and I conducted a continuous crusade against 
the patent pavers. It was a ridiculous assumption that 
they could patent processes, which were not patentable 
at all, to mix cement a certain way. But they had these 
things written into ordinances, and they made the ordin-
ances stick through crooked councilmen. They put up good 
sums of money for these councilmen, and they reelected 
them. We attacked it. Early, I learned to combat them 
with a rough sort of humor which our readers liked. I 
called one group the "Sizzle 'em Boys"—that was the 
lobby group that ®aid that their patent was to heat the 
asphalt material up to a certain point until it sizzled. 
And I called that group the "Sizzle 'em Boys." Then 
there were the "Jiggle 'em Boys," and those were the 
boys that were arguing for a certain type of cement 
paving. They agitated the wet cement with a meohanical 
device and this was their patent. I had them all laugh-
ing around the City Hall with these series. I ran them 
for a long time. Every once in awhile I'd bring up a 
story about the "Sizzle »em Boys" and the "Jiggle »em 
Boys." One of the lobbyists even got to like the stories 
himself, which confused me for awhile, until I learned 
that those bluff gays didn't mind. Rube was a good guy 
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and he was a reporter. Prank Reese, the "king of the 
lobbyists," as we called him, used to oome up to me (I 
wasn't writing as many stories for a short period) and 
said, "What's the matter, Rube? I miss your stories. 
Why don't you go back and get busy? The stories are good 
for me." 

We conducted these various crusades. I conducted a 
crusade, which lasted for months, against an outfall sewer 
as a method of disposing of the sewage wastes. We based 
our contention for complete treatment of sewage on the 
experience of Pasadena, which had established an activ-
ated sludge plant which cleaned up the sewage and which 
salvaged the sludge in a dried foitn, made fertilizer of 
it and sold it in sacks as the Crown City brand. They 
made money on it—X have the figures. I wrote a series 
of articles about this. The effluent, the purified water, 
was released onto a fairo which they operated—a very pro-
ductive farm, an orange and other citrus farm. I used 
this experience as a basis of my campaign. By the way, 
all of my articles were by-lined. 

We didn't get as much money on the Record, as much 
as some of the others on other newspapers, but we didn't 
care about that because we had a freedom that some of 
these reporters never had. We were serving a purpose in 
the community, and when any of our reporters left the 
Record to go on the Herald or the Examiner or the Times, 



59 

we said, "That fellow Is good riddance. He isn't worthy 
of us or he wouldn't leave us." We were more sophisticated 
than the others. Some of the newspapermen used to say 
that the Record was the newspaperman's newspaper. We 
had a kind of sophistication that other newsmen didn't 
have. The Record let us range far, wide and handsome, 

As I said, I covered the theater, and in this period, 
the Hollywood Bowl was coming on. Artie Mason Carter 
was the gracious and efficient propagandist for the Hol-
lywood Bowl. She took it upon herbal? to make this her 
life passion, and she made the beginnings. She got that 
Bowl started up on that dusty hillside, I covered the 
first concert, and as long as I was with the Record, I 
would write stories about that thing. They were critic-
isms j" but they weren't really because they were all 
pieces of puffery, I loved the music. The music was 
good, and I got so that I could describe it to my satis-
faction. But I look back (I've got all of those stories— 
scores of them) and some of them make me laugh and some 
of them make me say, "Well, you were engaged in a good 
cause; you helped to build this thing up." We had a very 
heavy circulation on the east side among the Jewish pop-
ulation. Prom the very beginning, the readers of the 
Record and the Jewish people of the east side constituted 
the most important single segment of the Los Angeles pop-
ulation that supported the Hollywood Bowl. That's a 
solid statement—I can prove it is true. And this 
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east side support grew. It was more important then than 
It is now because now other racial minorities have moved 
in and have made the intellectual climate different. 
The Jewish people, these "proletarians" as I sometimes 
called them, the working class, were crazy about good 
music. They knew the classics, and they supported them. 
They went to the dusty hillside before it had concrete 
benches and they climbed to the top and they sat there 
and they listened and they applauded vociferously. The 
Bowl was built; it was one of the finest achievements 
of Los Angeles. I'm glad that I had my part In it. 

The Record had an Institution that it fostered under 
Burton Knisely, one of our editors who had come from 
Cleveland. He was not only a convinced Socialist, he 
called himself a Marxist. I never knew how solid he was, 
but probably very well grounded because he was a very 
able man. He came with a wife who was an excellent pian-
ist; she wasn't a concert pianist, but she probably could 
have been If she had BO desired. She was very good-
Brahms, Beethoven, every great classic. I used to go 
over to their home and listen to her. She was wonderful, 
and she could write, too. Without pay she began to write, 
in a more sophisticated way than I could, some of the 
concert reviews, and Burton considered it his duty to 
suddenly convert the Record from an acultural position, 
even an anticultural position; for when I first went on 
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It, the only form of art that was extoled was pugilism. 
Oh, to write about an opera or a play or a picture—that 
was betraying an upper-class prejudice (much like my 
earlier prejudice about some of these things). They 
belonged to this class of parasites and you shouldn't 
have anything to do with them. It may not have been as 
clear cut as that, but this was the basis of the position. 
But Knisely said, "No, we've got to bring this stuff to 
our readers, music and art and literature." So he set 
his wife loose, and she wrote about the musical events 
along with some assignments that I got. 

I began to visit the galleries. I didn't write 
reviews; instead I told the story, and many times they 
were pictures, washes, prints of various kinds, even 
oils, that were radical because many of the artists of 
that time were beginning to depict the unsavory side of 
life, the cruel Bide of life, the poor, the disinherited. 

Not only music and painting, but we went over into 
literature, and Knisely conceived a device which I think 
deserves to go down in the history of American Journal-
ism. I never saw it used elsewhere and I know no one 
who has seen it. We reporters were all Interested in 
current literature and all the five or six of UB had 
different points of view. We never met when we didn't 
discuss some book or play—particularly the radical new 
poetry. Knisely conceived an idea that he would form a 
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club of these young "intellectuals" of his. I used the 
word "intellectuals" in quotes, because we were aspiring 
to become intellectuals anyway and that was more than the 
average newspaperman in Los Angeles, God knows, aspired 
to be. He didn't aspire to be anything. All he wanted 
was to write a good scoop story and get drunk maybe on a 
Saturday night and draw a paycheck. I don't want to be 
unjust but many of them wanted nothing more. It was be-
fore the time of the Guild, and the reporters were def-
initely of a grade that were Inferior to the present Guild 
reporters; the Guild has raised the respect and dignity 
of the reporter world. 

KnlBely said, "We'll form a club of these five or 
six reporters and we'll call it (this is his name) Pome-
granates and Pemmican. He was an intellectual. Oh, a 
lovely fellow too. He was so generous, too. I once wrote 
a story about Aimee Semple McPherson and I wanted to get 
away from the usual approach. I tried to paint a human 
picture of her and of her love affair and weep a little 
bit over it. I pictured her tragedy—a servant of God 
surrendering in love to this carnal man. He read it, and 
he came rushing out of his office and patted me on the 
back and said, "My God, Rube, that's a great story." That 
was the kind of a fellow he was. 



TAPE NUMBER: II, SIDE 1 

I want to go back Just a little because I want to get 
one fact In that I think Is important. It not only is 
important to California but to the whole Uhlted States. 
I came into manhood and assumed a working role in my life 
at a time when Industry was beginning to play with certain 
ideas in the organization of work. It may not seem im-
portant to people today, but to us at that time it was 
very important. There were the Taylor effioienoy experts 
who, as far as I knew, were Just beginning to organize 
the motions in work. I was a Socialist and was alert 
to all new ideas, and we said at the time that this was 
Just another device for the capitalists to get more work 
out of their hirelings. Nevertheless, it was scientific and 
it appealed to me. 

I quit the Chicago Dally Socialist and went back with 
my father so that I could get out of debt, a debt which I 
had contracted as a twenty-one-year old boy in publishing 
a women's magazine. I went baok there to make some money 
by going on the road and selling buggies for my father. 
Incidentally, when I was off the road, I worked in a fac-
tory so that I could learn how our carriage was put to-
gether and know it from the ground up. I may say paren-
thetically that I wanted to know what the psychology of 
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the working man was, I thought that I oould get it If 
I went Into the factory and put on dirty overalls. I 
was BTLLL living in my father's home, of course, and en-
Joying all the advantages that came with that. I never 
did get to feel like a proletarian. But I was quite ser-
ious about it, and in addition I did want to learn how to 
work. 

If I wanted to write about anything, I first began 
by describing what I was doing. I had this compulsion 
to put down the things that I was going through and record 
them and try to sell them. I began to think that it would 
be wonderful, now that I was working in the factory, to 
take a tip from Taylor and to study my own motions. My 
father said that I was not a skilled worker and I could 
not have a skilled Job. I didn't care. I just wanted 
to work. He assigned me to the drayman, and we had a one-
horse dray that carried all of our manufactured carriages 
crated over to the nearby railroad station. I was assigned 
to help there, and when I wasn't busy there, I was to 
work in the factory at odd Jobs around. One of the un-
skilled jobs that I had was to trim shafts. It was really 
a skilled Job, but I was allowed to do it. I would put 
the leathers on the shaft as they came up, I never got 
fast at it because it takes a lot of skill. While I was 
working with this drayman, I very cautiously suggested some 
improvements in movements and he said, "Oh, that's not 
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practical," He dismissed my "Taylor-made" efficiency, 
1 quickly drew back because he was a good fellow and I 
didn't want to antagonize him. 

When I got into the shaft-trimming department, it 
was a dull period and there was no one else trimming shafts. 
So I said, I'll experiment, and so I began to experiment. 
The main problem was: should I finish one part of a shaft, 
standing in one location, using my cutting knife first 
and then the tack hammer after and my tacks, or should I 
complete the Job there, using different tools, or should 
I use one tool and go all the way around the shafts and 
then come back and pick up another tool? This was the 
problem essentially. I worked it out. I think my ulti-
mate conclusion was that I keep the hammer in my hand until 
it had completed its task and then do the rest of it. 
Probably the cutting had to come first—I've forgotten 
the details of it. 

I achieved this theoretical efficiency, but there is a 
humorous note to the experience. I had it down perfectly 
and I wrote an article which was promptly accepted by 
Factory, the little magazine published by the big Chicago 
System magazine. They Just ate that Btuff up, and they 
wanted it. One of the editors said, "Send me all you've 
got on it." But while I was working this out and could 
put it down in print, I couldn't increase my speed, I 
was on a flat $15-a-week salary in connection with my 
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salesmanship, but If I had gone on piecework, I wouldn't 
have been able to make a dollar a day. I tried desperately 
to push my efficiency up to the dollar-a-day mark, but I 
never succeeded. Theoretically, fine, but actually my 
movements were too slow. That was an interesting little 
note, and I want that in my background because I think 
that sort of thing affected me all during my life, that 
whole experience I had and that knowledge of Taylor slanted 
what I did later. 

Before I go into the Record again, I want to give a 
picture of two towns in southern California as I saw them 
because I think that they are important pictures of the 
lure of southern California of the period 1910 to 1915 
(I didn't get here until 1912). First I came here and 
didn't have a job. I'd been out of newspaper work for some 
time so I was slow, because I'd lost my typewriting facil-
ity. I tried to get work on the Los Angeles Record which 
was one reason why I came west. The Record was a Scripps-
Howard newspaper which I knew was pro-working class and 
radical and the kind of sheet that I wanted to work on. 
I went in and found that the editor was very nicej he didn't 
have any openings, but he told me to come back again. 

I fiddled around here, and finally I remembered that 
back in Marshall, Michigan I had done a lot of singing 
In the choir. My family were members of the ohoirj in 
fact, we were the whole choir in the Universal1st Church 
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In Marshall. I played the organ, and my father sang tenor; 
my sister sang alto, and I guess I sang the soprano part. 
I sang the popular classics. My voice was untrained, but 
X had a natural voice. People liked to hear me sing In 
the little community; that was a part of the social life 
of a small town—the community culture. It's past now 
because there's a great deal to take its place, but we 
used to gather around the piano, those who were more tal-
ented, and sing. We sang the arias from the popular clas-
sics, the easier ones. Not only the popular but the real 
classics because they were coming in. People were learn-
ing them; they were getting them in these little books. 
Since I didn't have a Job in Los Angeles I said the motion 
picture business is booming and I guess I'll go around and 
see If I can get a job singing Illustrated songs In the 
motion pictures. 

There were two very flourishing motion ploture houses 
here [Los Angeles] at that time—this was before 1920. 
They were both owned by Clune. These are names that are 
forgotten; present generations don't know them. One of 
them was on Broadway near Sixth Street. The other I know 
very well; it was on Main Street and was Just north of 
the old Rosslyn Hotel. The building Is still standing 
in the exact place where the motion picture house was 
located. I went into that house and asked for a tryout 
and was given it and was promptly accepted. I got $25 a 
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week—that seemed to be a pretty good wage. 
I began to sing all of the horrible illustrated 

songs; there was nothing so atrocious in the world as those 
songs. I loathed them, but I had to do it. I had to put 
steam into them, and I had to make them dramatic. I sang 
"Till the Sands of the Desert Grow Cold," "Love Me and the 
World is Mine," and "Pack Up Your Troubles." That's come 
down to the present. Oh, I can't remember the names of 
them! 
Dixon: You surely must have sung "On the Road to Mandalay?" 
Borough: Oh, yes. But that's a little high class. I 
always considered "Till the Sands of the Desert Grow 
Cold" high class because that gave me a chance &r a mag-
nificent climax at the end. I was at that a year in that 
house and in engagements at San Bernardino and Long Beach. 

Finally X got completely fed up on it and said, "I'm 
going to try again for the Record." First I got a Job 
on the Pasadena Dally News. I was there about a year, and 
then I went to Riverside and was there a few years. Now 
I'm getting to what I wanted to get into this picture— 
two towns in southern California of which I'm going to do 
a study sometime because I think they are important to 
this period. 

Pasadena of course is known all over the United States 
as a winter resort for the rich which it was at that time. 
Those two towns were definitely more Important In the 



69 

Bouthem California scheme of things than they are now. 
They attracted the wealthy, the cultured groups, the lei-
sure-class people from all over the United States. They 
came here and spent their winters and were very enthus-
iastic. In Pasadena there was a type of advanced cul-
ture built up which you didn't find in Los Angeles or 
any place else. The college over there, Throop Institute, 
which is now Cal Tech, was beginning to loom large on the 
national horizon as a place of scientific Inquiry and study. 
The hotels attracted famous authors, playwrights, artists, 
painters—they all came there—and my Job on the Pasadena 
News was to interview these people. I was given free 
reign to visit the Maryland Hotel, the Green Hotel, the 
Raymond Hotel, the Huntington Hotel, all of which were 
going then and all of which were entertaining these not-
ables. For some reason the master of ceremonies at the 
Maryland Hotel seemed to be pulling them over there. 

I want to mention one of them because I think she is 
typical of the better type of writers whom I contacted 
there. It was Zona Gale, the author of Friendship Village 
stories, but she was more than a writer. She was an artist 
of the kind, and I still think she wrote some things beau-
tifully. I don't think she is dated in some ways, although 
I know most of her stories read today are overly senti-
mental. But she did do some stories that had genuine 
pathos. Some of them were powerfully effective, but 
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above all she had a social conscience and most of her 
stories grew out of that. She reflected that in her 
stories; even her Friendship Village stories reflected 
that In a local way. She was an ardent pacifist, and she 
was one of the co-founders with Jane Addams of the Women's 
League for International Peace and Freedom. I don't 
think she was an avowed Socialist, but she certainly had 
leanings toward soolallsm. She came from Wisconsin and 
she was a friend of Senator Bob LaFollette, Sr., one of 
the original progressives in America. 

She was so delightful that I used to say that when 
she fastened her brown eyes on me I wasn't quite sure 
what she was saying. But this is the curious part. She 
was unmarried then. She was always immaculate, but she 
was always a little bit disheveled. Her hair came down 
the wrong way, and her long skirts maybe were not quite 
right, but Bhe was so charming. I think her mother took 
care of her. Her mother was always nearby when I inter-
viewed her, and I Interviewed her numerous times on every 
conceivable subject that I could imagine. I filled the 
columns of the Daily News with interviews about her. 
But her mother was always sitting about ten feet away 
knitting. She was very popular with men and with women 
too. She didn't follow me—that would be ridiculous— 
but I went to Riverside and she came there to live at the 
Mission Inn, and I had the same chance. She was Just one 
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of the famous visitors. I could go on and name others, 
but I didn't know them as well because they didn't stay 
as long. She and her mother came out and stayed through 
the winter In southern California. 

On the Pasadena News I waB appointed the job of 
writing reviews of plays and music. All of the great 
pianistB sooner of later went through the town and stayed 
there. So I heard the best pianists and I could name them 
all because my records are full of them. I wrote review 
after review. I would principally praise them to the sky. 
I was very enthusiastic and I liked music. My adjectives 
just poured down on them. They're really pretty sappy 
when I read them now, but I keep them because they're 
records of the culture of that time which I think is Im-
portant to remember. 

There was one feature about Pasadena which I think 
stands out above any others in the cultural life. It put 
Its stamp on Pasadena, and Pasadena will never be able 
to get away from it, and Pasadena put its stamp on this 
[Los Angeles] community indirectly through this, and that 
was the Pasadena Community Players who were founded by 
Gilmor Brown. They really put on worthwhile productions 
and very creditable productions with local talent. They 
went for Shaw and Ibsen in days when those were debatable 
characters; nice people didn't talk about Shaw and Ibsen. 
But they put them on, and the Pasadena crowd, the well-to-
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do and the middle class people who supported that theater, 
rallied to It. They learned to like Shaw; they learned to 
like Ibsen; they learned to like Galsworthy. Those were 
the three figures that seemed to delight Gilmor Brown, 
who was an intellectual, a very fine chap. He put on 
play after play of Shaw's, and they all went over big 
there. This is important because it Is a frontier point 
in California's culture. It is a mistake to write it 
off Just as a rich man's playground. I always resent that 
because I waB Intending to do that myself, but It has a 
culture of Its own that doesn't depend on these people— 
and still has. They still put on plays, but they're not 
up to the standard that they were when Gilmor Brown was 
director. They aren't as daring or as provocative as the 
things he put on. 

I can't say as much for Riverside; that was a quiet 
little community. The Glenwood Mission Inn was then at 
the height of its glory. It had been publicized by El-
bert Hubbard very successfully; he wrote a piece which 
was largely circulated In the United States on Prank 
Miller, whom he called the "master of the Inn," a very 
laudatory thing In typical Elbert Hubbard style. By the 
way, Elbert Hubbard, I think, was a sell-out. He started 
In as a real person but gradually commercialized himself 
out of existence, intellectually. He was drowned in the 
wreck of the Lusltanla. Elbert Hubbard was an important 
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figure of the time, and all the middle-class people around 
Marshall who made a pretense to culture and to literary 
discernments read Hubbard's Little Journey..5 to the Homes 
of the Great, and his books were very widely read, not 
among the religious people—oh, no—among the dissenters. 
Oh no, he was poison. But there were groups in the churches 
that still read him furtively and you could find his little 
magazine, a little brown bound magazine, in homes where 
people might like to talk and think. So much for River-
side and Pasadena. 

Somebody ought to do a study of the Record and the 
Scripps papers. There have been things written about the 
Scripps empire because particularly the progressive papers 
had something to contribute to America. The Cleveland 
Press was for a time a very progressive newspaper, but it 
was never as "radical" as the Record. The Record wa_̂  "rad-
ical," and I liked it for that reason. The Record was 
not as well organized a paper in the ordinary newspaper 
sense. It permitted a wide variety of freedom of its 
writers and for me it Just laid the thing right open. 

I went on the Record in 1917. At first I was doing 
mostly politics "north of First Street," as we said— 
city hall, county courthouse. It was a small paper; we 
ran around 30,000. Once we did go up to 50,000 or 60,000 
in a town that was then way under 1,000,000 people. Be-
cause it was the small paper, the reporters that worked 
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on it were not paid as much ae the reporters on the other 
papers. There were five of six of us that were really 
important in the newB end, and we considered ourselves the 
aristocrats of the reporters in Los Angeles because we had 
a sophistication and a freedom that the other papers didn't 
have. Occasionally a reporter would leave our paper and 
go over to another paper for more money and we thought 
that he was a contemptible sort of individual. He was 
deserting his ideals, his humanism! 

To illustrate the freedom the paper allowed, I cov-
ered the news, which was done very sketchily because we 
let the daily news: apers run the regular news that poured 
out of these news-manufacturing centers. It was my busi-
ness to dig up the dirt—I didn't consider it that. I 
never thought I was a muokraker. I was digging for the 
real facts—the story underneath. I conducted on the pol-
itical field one series of exposes after another, and al-
though I never requested it, they started in very early 
using my by-line for the storieB. You can take any per-
son in Los Angeles who's over sixty years old, who's been 
here for a time, and he will say to me, "Were you that 
Rube Borough that wrote on the Record?" Of course this 
pleased me enormously. They used my by-line on all the 
Record's political expose stories. The only thing I didn't 
get the by-line on was the policy editorials—many of which 
I wrote. 

I was perpetually writing stories about the Los Angeles 
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Water and Power Bureau. We were for the expansion 
of the Water and Power Bureau from the time that aqueduct 
water was used for power, way back in 1911 or '12. They 
turned It on, and the water came down. They began build-
ing these power plants all the way up the line, so that 
on this gravity-flow water system, they could get full 
use of the power. We were fighting for the expansion of 
this system and that meant that we fought for the utility 
bond issues as they came up which would enable the insti-
tution to expand. We were successful, and finally in 
1937 the city bought out the last of its private com-
petitors, the Los Angeles Gas and Electric Corporation, 
From then on, the city had a complete monopoly of power. 
This was a religion with me, and I took this crusade very 
seriously. I was continuously on the alert to lambaste 
hell out of the private power companies and the Los An-
geles Times for supporting them, because it was their 
organ. It was very exciting and tremendously interesting. 
I wrote both by-line stories and editorials on that. 

I want to mention a few of the other things that 
illustrate the kind of a city we were in and what sort of 
problems were bothering us. Much of my time was taken 
In exposing the patent pavers, the "patent paving trust 
and monopoly," as we called it. Patent pavers had patents 
on their products, and they had ordinances adopted in the 
City of Los Angeles which gave them the right to lay this 
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patented product which protected them from competition. 
This happened both in the white-field, that is, the cement-
paving industry, and in the black-field or the macadam. 
We were trying to get rid of that practice, and I wrote 
all kinds of stories under by-line. I did a series of 
rather crude exposes, humorous allegedly, because a lot 
of people liked them. I called the black pavers, the 
"sizzle 'em boys." I manufactured some words and bandied 
those phrases about and wrote story after story in that 
provincial-humor style. The lobbyists read them, and 
once when I stopped producing as many as I should, I 
remember old Prank Reese, the kind of the black-paving 
lobby, the most Important lobbyist in city hall, came to 
me and said, "Rube, for God's sake, write some more of 
those "sizzle 'em" stories. I like them. They're good 
for my business." 

We also conducted a campaign against outfall sewers. 
It was our Idea, but we took our tip from Pasadena which 
had a human and decent sewage system. They used an ac-
tivated sludge plant. They made sludge out of it and manu-
factured a fertilizer which they sold on the market under 
the name Crown Fertilizer—I can still see the sacks. 
It was my contention, and therefore the Record's, because 
I was their policy man on these matters, that it was wrong 
to pour raw sewage or even half-digested sewage into the 
ocean and pollute the beaches. I wrote series after series 
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on that, but I never did get the exact kind of an activ-
ated eludge plant that I wanted. I wanted complete treat-
ment; we finally got fairly good treatment. The Record 
was backed In its fight by the neighborhood communities, 
but not by the other papers—they didn't give a damn about 
it. The neighborhood communities Joined us and brought 
suit against the city. The result was that the city had 
to clean up, and now Los Angeles has a partly clean sewage, 
and I guess the bacteria count is down below the danger 
point. But it still isn't what I theoretically implore, 
and that is a complete process of digestion that they 
could get if they wanted. 
Dixon: Santa Barbara now has one. A wonderful plant. 
Borough: There's no question that the cities are going 
to have to come to it. In the East they are going to 
stop pouring—they already have. Along the Mississippi, 
they are compelled to. Milwaukee early went for such a 
plant and cleaned up their water supply. It was a great 
Job, but they've got a perfect water supply now and a 
very fine plant—all of these are activated sludge plants. 

This was the fight of that time, and this is how the 
Record was different from all the other papers. None of 
the other papers Joined in these cruBades, except the 
Hearst papers who worked for public ownership of water and 
power. They did that much—they kept their hands off 
everything else. Joe Timmons became their spokesman; he 
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was their reporter and policy man. I was with Joe on 
many, many trips; we went with the Water and Power Bureau 
to inspect new and potential power sites in the high 
Sierras, and went over to the Colorado River before the 
dam was built, and to Boulder Canyon. We slept In tents. 
If we wanted drinking water in the morning, we went out 
the night before with our pail and went down to the Col-
orado River and dipped up some very yellow water and 
brought It up. By morning the slit had settled, and we 
had some decent clear water. 

There was one other field In which I think the Record 
as a newspaper was distinctive. The Record was founded 
back in the 1900's, I think it was 1890, by Canfleld who 
was a part owner. The Record was not what we called a 
Scripps-Canfleld paper; it was a typical Scrlpps paper, 
but Canfleld had an Interest in it and had some kind of 
control. In Its original days, the Record was very proud 
of the fact that it was low-brow. It had adopted a format— 
I don't know if I mentioned this before, but I think I 
should repeat it. The concept was that simplicity waB 
absolutely necessary in a paper which would sell on the 
street for Its success and circulation. The dictum was: 
short sentences, simple words, short paragraphs, a lot 
of indent space—a paper that looked white, that didn't 
look black. This was the appearance of it. And with a 
tremendous headline. That was what sold the paper—big 
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headlines, scare headlines, sensational. 
One of the things that our newspaper had to get over, 

and did get over but pretty slowly, was that It was anti-
intellectual, anti-cultural, and very definitely spoofed 
at these high-brow things. Grand opera was buffoonery, 
just as I thought when I was a boy in the country—It was 
funny. How many times has the sextette from Lucia dl Lam-
mermoor been parodied'. This was the attitude. 

In the early 1920's, shortly after I came there, 
Burton Knisely came on the paper from what I call the 
Scripps capitol, which was Cleveland, Ohio (their head-
quarters were there). Burton Knisely was a very advanced 
man, politically; he was basically a Socialist, and he 
loved me for it, and I loved him for it. He was a good 
editor too; he didn't let his political attitudes inter-
fere with that. He waB basically, by philosophy, a human-
ist. His wife Bertha (I thiv<ijf6he»s still living around 
here) was an accomplished musician, and I mean she was really 
a musician. She played beautifully and was a student of 
a famous pianist who was in that period who had come here 
to live. Maybe I'll remember the name later. Yes—his 
last name was Buhlig, a specialist on Bach, wonderful! 
Burton put Bertha up to doing something that had never 
been done before; it scandalized the force and the Record 
readers for a while. He sent her out to write reviews 
of the great artists who came to Pasadena, particularly 
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the pianists. Oh boy, thiB waB revolutionary. The 
highest form of art with us was pugilism—that was a great 
art J We devoted endless amounts of space, and we had 
what was reputed to be one of the best pages devoted to 
the fine art of pugilism that was published in town. We 
really had the boys who could write that stuff. 

That was then, but no more. Bertha Knisely started 
writing music, and she wrote pretty well. She was apprec-
iative and sound in her criticism, very sympathetic. It 
wasn't long before they had me helping her out, I was 
going around writing, and I didn't know music as well as 
she did, but I was plenty enthusiastic. Then they started 
letting me write about the art exhibits. I went out to 
the oounty museum and picked up stories about water colors. 
The museum was a great water color center in Los Angeles 
at that time—we're slighting water colors now, they seem 
to be ephemeral expressions. Then there were colonies 
of California landscape artists, mostly majoring in oils. 
Among them was William Wendt, perhaps the greatest, whose 
work will be found today in galleries, public buildings, 
and many discriminating homes. Wendt, by the way, and his 
sculptor wife, Julia Bracken Wendt, were personal friends 
of myself and my first wife, Laura, now deceased. One 
of these groups of artists lived on the edge of Highland 
Park in the Arroyo Seco, from which I moved not long ago. 
I remember the Wachtels, huBband and wife, whose chief 
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medium was water colors—very lively, I thought then. 
They lived close to the famed Mt. Washington Incline cable 
car line. Closely associated with these people, at least 
In my own mind, was a group of writers living near—among 
them Wharton James, regional propagandist; Will Levington 
Comfort, novelist; Eugene Manlove Rhodes, writer of west-
erns; and the greatest of them all, Mary Austin. Not, 
of course, forgetting Charles Lummis and his friend, the 
naturalist, John Burroughs. 

We began to explore all these fields and we began to 
write about books. Knisely was from Cleveland, and of 
course Cleveland was a very cultivated city. This sort 
of thing was nothing strange to the Cleveland press be-
cause they real.y had their fine orchestra and their cul-
tural tradition. They also had a very intelligent mayor, 
Tom Johnson, who was progressive, I idolized Tom Johnson, 
and so I think Burton Knisely was the logical product of 
Cleveland. After he'd gotten his feet on the ground—I'm 
saying that he was running a good crusading newspaper too; 
it was alive and worked—he started in with a novelty 
which scandalized the newspaper profession. He organized 
a "Pomegranate and Pemmican" Club of six members of the 
staff. I'm not going to divert you, but I Just want to 
tell you what it was. Six members of the staff sat once 
a week on a Friday, and we discussed books. They came 
to us of course from the publishers, free for reviews, 
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and they were passed out among us, and we read them and 
reviewed them. We quickly divided Into several schools 
of thought. The main division was between myself and 
Knisely, who was occasionally openly on my side and with 
the others sort of in between, but with one of them taking 
definitely the art-for-art's point of view and I taking 
definitely the social point of view that art has no ex-
cuse unless It serves humanity, I think I did mention 
that before, but I want to drive that point home. 

That was the thing that concerned us in those months 
and months of discussion, and the newspapermen of the town 
used to spoof us, you know. They used to laugh at these 
things. But it was a good idea, and I'll tell you that 
I can read these today and they are kstill Interesting be-
cause there's controversy in every one of them—we had 
controversy. Don Ryan would always Jump on me as the man 
who always had to defend the cause. Then I would Jump 
on him for his pessimism and his general utilitarianism. 
You know, I called him. Back and forth it went and Knisely 
would occasionally come in and back me up with a very 
sage remark, and the others would drift from one side to 
another. Sometimes Ted Cook, who was running our funny 
column at that time, "The Cracks in the Record," (later 
he went on to become one of the top men on the New Yorker), 
would have some funny things to add. We were always wise-
cracking one another. 
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Onoe to lighten the whole thing up I came upon a 
book called Rube Burrows, the Outlaw. Now there are two 
books published, yellowbacks, way back fifty or sixty 
years ago and they are the real story of Rube Burrows, 
but he spelled it B-u-r-r-o-w and I think there was an 
"s" on the end of it. But it was near enough to my 
name. He was a cotton broker down South in Louisiana; 
he went bankrupt and became embittered and so he became 
a holdup man, Rube Burrows, the outlaw. Two of these 
books were written. One of them was picked up by a friend 
of mine. He klddingly handed It to me and so I took it 
down to the Pomegranates and Pemmlcan gang and threw it 
down on the table and said, "Here, look at this." Well, 
that started the fun you know. I told them of course that 
this man was no relation of mine, but I liked him because 
he was daring, and he was not afraid to fight for his own 
cause—good, bad or indifferent. 

"Pomegranates and Pemmican" lasted a long time. Knisely 
finally became ill and resigned, and the thing died out. 
But it established a tradition, and we still had book 
reviews right along. Both in the "Pomegranates and Pem-
mlcan Club" and afterwards I wrote a review of practically 
every book that Upton Sinclair wrote. I*ve got them all 
and most of them inscribed with his name. I was an ardent 
Sinclalrite then, because Upton was a belligerent and, I 
thought, a very effective propagandist. He was good at 
expos^. He was fast and not always too accurate, but he 



8k 

was picturesque and effective. He had a philosophy that 
I liked; his philosophy was humanistic. He said that 
pessimism was a disease of the individualists and I agreed 
with him. 

We had discussions and a debate in the "Pomegranates 
and Pemmican Club" about it. In the process the Record 
was very frequently successful in defeating candidates 
for office because it carried the balance of power votes 
in the community. Knisely had been succeeded by a man 
named Henry Brlggs., who later became postmaster [Los An-
geles] and who also carried on that Knisely tradition. 
This is the tragedy of the Record, and this is the thing 
that in my autobiography I devote some time to, to try 
to make it effective. In the Depression of the late 
•20's, the Record like all the other newspapers was having 
a hard time—no worse than the other newspapers, corres-
pondingly, I'm sure. We all accepted cuts in salary, and 
in return we worked a five-day week. We were willing to 
do It; It was a peculiar kind of loyalty. We were all 
proud of the fact that we were Record reporters. On the 
day before the November, 1932, election I was called to 
the phone from my beat by the police headquarters press 
room and tipped off to go out and buy the latest edition 
of the Record. The first two editions had played up an 
editorial written by Editor Briggs attacking Bob (Robert 
Pierce) Shuler, the fundamentalist Ku-Klux preacher in the 
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town, a "Southern Methodist." (The regular Methodists 
didn't have any use for him. He was a sensationalist and 
a racist and they didn't go for that. The Methodist 
Church had a clean record on that. Both here and nationally, 
it was socially one of the most progressive churches in 
America.) 

The editorial attacking Shuler, who was running as 
an Independent for the United States Senate, also supported 
William Oibbs McAdoo, his opponent. I wasn't very hot for 
McAdoo but I was very much against Shuler. So the editor-
ial satisfied me. 

When I picked up the later edition on the newsstand, 
there in big type and under big head in the same place 
as the former anti-Shuler editorial was an editorial for him. 
I couldn't believe it—one of the most sensational things 
that had ever happened in the history of Los Angeles news-
papers, a complete flop in editorial policy between two 
editions. Shuler, who had been a "blatherskite" (ac Brlggs 
had called him), was now a representative of the God-fear-
ing people of the community! 

I read it and I was Infuriated. I went running into 
the Record, and I threw the paper down on the city desk 
and shouted: "This is outrageous!" I remember I was 
profane about it, I said that I wouldn't work for "the 
damned sheet" any more, I started to walk out and some of 
my comrades on the paper commiserated with me and urged 
me not to do it, but I said no, that I was through. 



86 

That was the end of the Record for me. 
Dixons Did you ever find out why the change? 
Borough: Yes. It was very apparent and this was the 
tragic thing about it. Two grandsons of E. W. Scrlpps, 
whose policy we were following, had come down and had 
fired my editor Henry Brlggs, and they had written new 
editorials. He went out on a Saturday, but before he 
went, he wrote another editorial and had it put out and 
locked in the form. They weren't smart enough to go out 
in the composing room and check the first edition, and on 
Monday there was the full antl-Shuler editorial, which 
they had to correct. 

These youngsters were rich. They were bounders. 
They thought they could build up the Record by a change 
of policy—that Is, make more money. As a matter of 
faot, I was so angry over what had happened that I paid 
money to get on the air and expose it. 

Well, the Reoord never recovered. It tried to build 
a new front and a new line but never could. It was under 
a change of name for several years, and finally it was 
snuffed out. It was sold, what was left of it, to the 
Dally News. it was a dead duck. That was the story of 
the Los Angeles Reoord. 

Did I tell you anything before about E. W. Scrlpps? 
There was one statement of his which I think tipped off 
the policy of the Record. Scrlpps was a curious rich man, 
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and In founding these papers, he had a philosophy that was 
a rare combination of sheer anarchy, socialism, and busi-
ness sagacity. He laid an almost Impossible task on his 
editors. I never met him. I knew about him and I was a 
very ardent admirer of his. I remember I once ran &nto him 
in a second-hand book shop in Los Angeles, somewhere down 
near the Record on Main Street. He was browsing. A fine 
intellectual type, very dignified man, flashing-eyes sort 
of a fellow. But I didn't go up to speak to him. He was 
too big for me to touch, but I admired the way he looked. 

One of his progressive employees wrote a biography 
which he called (no, I think he wrote it himself), Damned 
Old Crank, A Self-Portrait, back in 1914. I got hold of 
that later and I was amazed at the man's audacity. He 
was a newspaper publisher and was supposed to be in busi-
ness for money. He said, "And from that time on I have 
been leveling my guns at the employer class whether they 
be capitalists or mere borrowers of capital. My upper-
most purpose in life has been to serve the common people 
of my country. Consistently in season and out, I have 
stood for the cause of the working man, at least the man 
of small Income and means. Wherever there is a contest 
between the ruling class (Including not only employers 
but government officials on one side) and the wage-earners, 
the poor man, and even the moderately well-to-do man on 
the other side, I have chosen to be the associate, friend 
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and fellow striver of the second party." 
There is one thing more that he says that Is almoBt 

Incredible. This is what he warned his editors: "A news-
paper fairly and honestly conducted in the interest of 
the great masses of the people must at all times antag-
onize the selfiBh interests of that very class that furn-
ishes the larger part of a newspaper's income. It must 
occasionally so antagonize this class as to cause it not 
only to cease partonage but to make actually offensive 
warfare against the newspaper. The big advertiser is the 
mortal foe of honest Journalism. I would rather go through 
a dark alley with a thug than to couple up with a big 
advertising patron." 

Well, as a matter of fact, the Record had mostly 
small advertisers. A lot of small advertisers from a lot 
of small stores in this town. We had I think at one time 
one or two of the big store advertisers who sold cheaper 
goods. Generally we had little fellows, but we had enough 
of them so we could survive. Well, that's about the story 
of the Record. 



TAPE NUMBER: II, SIDE 2 

In 1906—no, It was before then—I began writing 
for a little magazine called Tomorrow In Chicago. I 
began sending poems there—the free verse that exuded 
from me (I Just couldn't write enough of it). I would 
get Into a mood and I had to put it down. I would go 
up into the cupola of our home In Marshall and fill up 
the white space of an old account book that was only half-
covered with figures. Then I would type my effusions on 
an old Bllckensderfer and send them out to magazines. 
I almost never got any of them accepted. 

There was, however, one little fugitive publication 
in Chioago that took a poem of mine—at least I called 
it a poem. It was, I thought then, a real literary triumph. 
It was springtime and I was trying to locate spring's first 
flower. I searched the woods "trailing a low call" (or 
something like that) until at last I found a snowdrop. 
Quite an event. The name of the publication, by the way, 
comes to me: Fact and Fiction. 

I think my technique did improve a little as I went 
on. I was always interested in two things: love and 
the great social revolt, in the latter of which I pictured 
myself as the hero. It was amazing—the conceit of It 
all, the complete self-concern of youth. Could this 
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possibly have been Reuben Borough? 
But it was. All of the poetry I wrote sprang out 

of my own special view of the world and what I was going 
to do to it. 

Curiously, I was always personally and at great risk 
defending what I called the "mob." The word didn't have 
the connotation to me then that it does now. I don't 
like it—I don't use it. It implys something unkempt, 
something brute-like. To me then it was Just a hetero-
geneous mass. I was always aligned with, if not leading, 
the mob in these battles with the privileged masters and 
rulers of society. My general tone was much like Edwin 
Markham's "The Man with the Hoe," disclosed in a rather 
pompous type of sentences. But they had a certain effec-
tiveness. Markham wrote good stuff. Anyway, this was 
what oame out in all of these verses. 

My chief publisher, Tomorrow Magazine, edited by 
Parker H. Sercombe, Himself, was a little magazine of social 
progress about ten inches long and about four or five 
inches wide and always with a blue cover with white center. 
Blocked in were the titles of the more Important poems 
on the outside cover. They always printed everything I 
sent, which of course established me, I wasn't concerned 
about my literary future. I couldn't send them anything 
that wasn't accepted. Of course I didn't get a cent for 
it. But it was wonderful. I wrote a poem about haying, 
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and I told what a joyous thing It was to be out haying. 
"Drive on now, Dan, or I'll cover you o'ftr." Well, this 
was exciting. They put my picture on top. I was pitching 
the hay. You know you can't beat that. There was no 
loyalty such as mine for that magazine. 

I hadn't been doing this very long before I ran onto 
a poem called "Sphinx"—I think it was "The Riddle of the 
Sphinx." I think this was the first thing I saw and it 
was by Charles A. Sandburg. And boy, I liked it. It 
had ring to it. I thought it was great. The great secret 
of the sphinx, and he emphasizes it, I think, at the end 
of every stanza: "I know: I do not know." He has found 
the secret of the sphinx. He is elated over this; this 
is a marvelous discovery for youth. He's five years older 
than I am. Anyway, that was a great poem. 

I went on down to Port Wayne and became a reporter 
there for a while, and while I was there I got a letter 
from Sandburg saying, "I have seen your poems in Tomor-
row Magazine. I'm glad to know somebody who thinks as I 
think, who fashions his verse without considering rhyme 
and is not bound by these conventions. I'm glad to know 
that you're doing this. And I see too that you will do 
something more than poetry. I have just read your article 
in International Socialist Review." I had Just written 
an article which had landed in International Socialist 
Review, the first prose piece that I had ever had acoepted. 
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It was the study of a small town, Marshall, Michigan, 
and even today there are some things in It that I like. 

Then he said, "I'm beginning to go out on the lec-
ture circuit, talking about Walt Whitman." He started 
out in the first years of his life as an exponent of 
Walt Whitman. Previously he had two little volumes 
printed down in a university town in Illinois where he 
was attending Lombard College. It was a Unlversalist 
college. He went there two or three years; one of the 
professors there, a fellow by the name of Wright, had 
taken collections of his first poems and had hand set 
them. One of the books was called Incidentals, but they 
were Sandburg's first published works, I think they were 
rather nicely done. At that time I had not heard about 
this, but anyway this was the history up to that date. 

Then he began to lecture about Whitman. The profes-
sor was also an ardent admirer of Whitman and followed 
the Whitman style of free verse. And so he said, "I'm 
writing to you because I hope you can get me a date to 
speak on Whitman in Port Wayne, Indiana." He enclosed 
some very amusing pieces of literature, self-adulatory. 
He got some sketches made of himself, one of them as he 
was addressing an audience. One was of "Sandburg, very 
serious." I sent these to an associate editor of the 
Atlantic Monthly Press. She was very much amused by 
these pictures of Sandburg—this young man starting out 
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to lecture about Whitman and writing about himself so 
enthusiastically—he wrote himself up. 

I threw up my Job on the Port Wayne Gazette In 1906, 
and I went to Chicago. The first place I went to was the 
headquarters of Tomorrow Magazine. Tomorrow Magazine is 
an important story. The one-time literary editor for the 
[Los Angeles] Times, Jordan Smith, was in his youth a 
radical and he was one of the scores or maybe hundreds 
of youths who drifted into the place where it was pub-
lished. It was called the Whitman-Spencer Center. They 
combined the philosophies of—and they thought they'd 
harmonize the two—Spencer and Whitman. It was supposed 
to be a sort of communal society. Artists found refuge 
there, and they didn't get paid for anything. They did 
work around the place, and they weren't charged anything. 
Sercombe had made some money in a mining speculation, 
either selling or actually developing a mine, I'm not too 
sure which. He amassed quite a little fortune In Mexico. 
He was a dissident, a free thinker, and either a Social-
ist or an anarchist, or halfway between the two. He wasn't 
particularly doctrinaire, but he was a rebel and a curious 
mixture of absolute sincerity and generosity, with a lit-
tle mixture of a faker. But I liked him—I love him 
today for what he did for me, in spite of his peculiar-
ities. 

Sandburg had gone to this place and had lived there. 
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Now X went there thinking that X would meet Sandburg. 
By the way, this was a place "where free souls" were sup-
posed to "commune." And Sercombe laid down a series of 
maxims, of laws, for free souls. There were about fif-
teen points: "A man should not concern himself with 
dressj a man should not be sex crazy; a man should be 
content to govern the empire under his own hat; a man 
must be honest; a man must be courageous." A lot of them 
were cliches. Some of them were very much in revolt 
against organized society. Some of them expressed con-
tempt for society. 

Well, I got there, and I didn't find Sandburg. He 
had been there, but he wasn't living there any more. 
He had taken a job on a magazine that was devoted to 
promoting the interests of the artists of the Lyceum 
Circuit* He was working on that, and X didn't see him 
then. 

I didn't stay around Sercombe's very long. I liked 
him, but his free souls and I didn't get along very well 
together. There were three of them that met me at the 
door with him. He Introduced me to them afterwards, and 
X told them that X was a Socialist, X saw a suspicious 
gleam in their eyes—"Oh, we'll like you all right'." 
That night they began to devour ma. They Just tore my 
philosophy to pieceB. One of them was an anarchist; one 
of them was a vegetarian; and I can't remember what the 
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other one was, They all attacked me from their separate 
points of view. I had never been attacked f*om the Left 
before. They were attacking me as an old fogy Conserva-
tive. I was just nothing but a Socialist, It was $ 
blow to ray self-esteem. How could I ever be assailed 
from that point of view? 

Anyway, I didn't stay very long. One reason was 
that I was deeply in debt because of the experiment with 
this woman's magazine that I had tried back in Marshall. 
I wanted to get out of debt so I could marry the girl of 
my choice, so that I could come out to California and 
bring her back to Marshall to marry me. I knew I had to 
do better than live around in a community of free souls. 
So I said, "I'll have to go to work. I'd like to stay." 

Sercombe said, "Well, how would you like to go to 
work for the Chicago Daily Socialist?" 

I said, "Oh, boy. Can you?" 
He went out, and I'll be damned If he didn't go to 

the Chicago Dally Socialist and talk to A. M* Simons, 
who by the way was the editor of the International Social-
ist Review and had accepted my prose piece. He came back, 
and he said, "Yep, you can go to work." 

So I did and I was there for almost a year. Sand-
burg came in one evening as I was finishing my work and 
introduced himself. Here was this big, tall, raw-boned, 
smiling, genial, self-possessed individual, five years 
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older than I, bending over me at the typewriter and say-
ing, "So this is Reuben," in that deep, sonorous voice 
of his, in that most flattering way that he can have, 
and did it build up my self-eBteem! Here was the great 
Sandburg, and he was as great as I had ever anticipated— 
he was even greater. Intellectually, I considered myself 
his peer, but there was something psychological about 
this man who had gone further than I and who was older 
than I. I was slow In maturing. But he was grown-up. 

That started a long friendship, and from there after, 
as long as I was In Chicago which was for seven or eight 
months, practically every night we were on the streets 
together—going here and there, seeing Chicago, seeing 
the restaurants, going to lectures, going to the theater, 
debating, discussing all of the Social ideas, poets, what 
have you. Really a tremendous education for me to be 
in touch with this guy and pass words with him, to debate 
with him, discuss with him, argue with him. Then a third 
man Joined us. Sandburg called the trio the Three Mus-
keteers. He was a harness-maker. His trade was dying 
out, but he was still repairing harnesses over on Halsted 
Street. I went over and met him one day—Mance was his 
name—to interview him for the Chicago Dally Socialist. 
Instantly I liked him. This fellow was a very lovely 
person, a very Intelligent person. The three of us went 
around Chicago together. We'd go down to the river front, 
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and we'd eat In one of those commission house restaurants 
and meet all the various types of people whe would bustle 
In and out, and we'd even go there at night and dangle 
our feet over the dirty, stinking Chicago River. In 
1906 or '07, what could you find any more fascinating 
than that kind of life in Chicago? 

Then we went to Madame Oalli's. Madame Galll's was 
the restaurant at that time where all the intellectuals 
of the Left, from way over Left to pretty near center 
went. All of them went tnb_*e. Joseph Medlll Patterson, 
who had been the editor of the Chicago Dally Socialist} 
he later became the publisher of the New York Dally News 
and repudiated all hiB earlier philosophy. He was an 
ardent Socialist then. Any number of important people 
in the Socialist movement and outside the Socialist Move-
ment came to Madame Galll's. It was the meeting place. 

There was a lecturer on Socialism who called it "sci-
entific Socialism," Arthur Morrow Lewis. He lectured in 
the Garriok Theater every Sunday. One of my jobs was to 
cover that lecture for the Chicago Dally Socialist. 
Sandburg and I were at every lecture, and we went always 
with a dozen to a score of this fellow's ardent admirers. 
He was a dandy and quite an attractive person. He was 
full of show and I don't think now that he was what he 
claimed to be—I don't think he was a thorough-going 
Marxist, I think he was full of pretense. But he was 
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very radical. He did make a good show, and he did attract 
a big audience. And he had these admirers, as I said, a 
dozen or twenty of us who went and sat around a big table 
in Madame Galli's. We had wine—I don't think we had song, 
but we had wine and good food—cheap Italian food, or was 
it French? 

Then we had discussions. Oh boy, what discussions, 
debating his lecture that we had Just heard. A big dis-
cussion period followed through the grace of Arthur 
Morrow Lewis. 

Ultimately that had to end and I left Chicago. 
The friendship with Sandburg continued. I went back to 
Marshall and began to "make money," as I put It. I went 
on the road selling buggies for my father and became a 
successful drummer. I found I was able to make my contacts 
well. Besides, my father was very popular which gave me 
a good opening, and I went around to scores of towns in 
the Midwest, small towns all of them. We didn't go to 
the big towns because the auto had already taken over the 
big towns. But in the small towns the buggy was still 
the thing. All over northern Indiana, northern Illinois, 
northern Ohio, western New York, southern Michigan—back 
and forth to all of these towns. I learned to love them— 
some of them were beautiful little towns. Quiet, country 
towns, the old Middle West of America of the '90's and 
later. Quiet villages with a church and steeple, a 
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hardware store, a farm implement place—that 1b where I 
would go to sell the buggies. 

During this period, Sandburg and I were in contin-
uous touch with one another by letter, and he came to my 
town, Marshall, and stayed at our home. He lectured on 
Whitman. A year later he'd gone further to the Left and 
he'd Joined the Socialist party in Milwaukee. He had 
become a lecturer for the Socialist party and the next 
time he came, I booked him at the Universalist church 
for a lecture on socialism, going a little bit further 
Left than Whitman, This was the start. I have the letters 
and I have the little pamphlet he wrote, the red one for 
the Charles H. Kerr Company (publishers of the social-
istic literature of that time) in which he declared him-
self a Socialist and told them why the working people had 
to organize politically and so forth and so on. Well, 
that is the Sandburg I knew of that early period. 

When I was on the Record he came to our office be-
cause Knisely was an ardent admirer of his and had invited 
him. This was before he had written the great biography 
of Lincoln on which of course his fame mainly rests and 
also his fortune because that'r what made him his first 
real money. All the other books helped put him on the 
map in a literary way. 

I followed him when he was a columnist on the Chicago 
Daily News, when he was writing most of his poems. He 
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was supporting himself partially by lecturing at that 
time; he'd get his copy up and then go out and lecture. 

I hate to tell the thing that happened, but I'm 
telling it here because I've told It elsewhere and it's 
the truth. I think it was his success that carried us 
further and further apart. His letters came less fre-
quently. Finally he got out the book Good Morning, Am-
erica, and I reviewed it because I reviewed all his books. 
I had been very full of praise for his books. When Good 
Morning, America came out, I said that his technical skills 
were better than ever (I had it worded pretty carefully) 
but he was more and more withdrawing from the social world 
into the world of nature. I said this is probably char-
acteristic of the Liberals of the Gay Nineties. They 
had come down through the years, and less and less were 
they concerned with social struggle. It wasn't really 
nasty, but the review was certainly Indicating that 
Sandburg was slipping. Over this review, the city editor 
who was trying to be a little smart-alecky, set the 
head [GOOD NIGHT. SANDBURG]. That, I think, was the 
finishing touch to our friendship. I wasn't responsible 
for it. But I think he saw the review, because I'm sure 
he had a clipping service. That is the story of Sand-
burg. I remember other things, but they're not too im-
portant . He's evaporated. 

I wouldn't care so much about his deserting the field 
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If at times he hasn't been pretty vicious in attacking 
some of the people who were in the Left. This I don't 
like at all because during my life I have learned to take 
advice and try to find wisdom from all points of view, 
Including the far Left. I have been associated in the 
defense of civil liberties for Communists for years, and 
I'm very proud of the fact. I'm now chairman of the 
Constitutional Liberties Information Center, which by the 
way Just held a big celebration attended by over 500 
people in observation of my eightieth birthday. A very 
successful affair. I don't take credit for it, but here 
is this group of sincere people, not necessarily Commun-
ists, but who are intent upon preserving for America 
these constitutional liberties because they believe they 
are vital to our nation. They believe, as I believe, that 
the only way we'll ever be able to evolve socially (as 
we will have to evolve, in my philosophy) without viol&nce 
is to evolve as citizens. We can't evolve as citizens 
unless the mind is left open and free to examine any 
ideas—I don't care where they come from. Some people 
can't take ltj they just can't take it. They cannot see 
an idea coming from Russia that is worth anything. If 
anyone here proposes an idea that even parallels that 
Idea, per se, he is condemned. It's Red, and it's dead. 
They kill It off right away. That is my feeling about 
Sandburg, and I say so with some restraint In my auto-
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biography. 
I have to say the same thing about Upton Sinclair, 

although not to the same extent, because Upton wasn't as 
bad in that respect, although he was pretty free at one 
time in attacking people to the Left and In imputing to 
Communists—God Almighty, the little group of Communists— 
the desire to rule the country and to infiltrate and 
overturn the whole social system by sheer force. He fell 
for that for a while, Upton has in the last few months 
shown signs of reasserting his old self. I haven't seen 
him lately, although I have some nice letters from him. 
He's living in Monrovia. His first wife died several 
years ago, and then he married the sister or the widow 
of a professor of Scripps College out there. It apparently 
was a very fortunate marriage for him. He's talking 
now, and he's apparently very much pleased to get these 
invitations to talk before groups of college students. 
I've run on to this Just recently—they say he's delight-
ful. He can be delightful in his naive sort of way, 
His wife, Mary Craig, was a Southern girl and some of 
his Southern inhibitions couldn't get away from him. 
Many of the Southern fears of radicalism, and I think that 
is probably one of his problems. At any rate, he's mak-
ing these contacts at eighty-five. Upton and Sandburg 
are about the same age. Upton is writing daily. Some 
publishing company brings out a book of his every onoe 
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In a while. Some of them are not bo good any more. 
Like Sandburg's last book of poems. It doesn't say 

anything at all. Just silly fooling with words. Some-
body should have burned the manuscript before it got Into 
type, because it doesn't do him any credit. In The People, 
Yes there are some tremendous passages that pick you up 
and shake you around; they are Just that full of force 
and passion and compassion underneath the lines. Some of 
them are beautiful. Where has that gone? It's evaporated. 
What's happened? I know how indignant he was at wrong 
and how he fumed and flamed at it. He would swear and get 
excited. His admiration for the rough-necked workers 
was a genuine sort of thing. You could feel the wairoth 
of the fellow. That was one thing about him as a young 
man, he was a very warm person. He just exuded it. When 
he got out here and got entertained by these big movie 
moguls, something happened to him. He couldn't live it 
down. He believed in Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, which was an 
awful thing. Madeleine can tell you about that. She 
worked for them for seven or eight years. She knows the 
inside history. 

Dixon: Did you read Upton Sinclair before you came to 
California? 
Borough: Yes. When I worked on the Chicago Dally Social-
ist in 1907. I had then read his Jungle; it was Just out, 
and of course the book thrilled me. The Jungle is a good 
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novel up to the final propaganda end which doesn't really 
belong. But the book itself Just tore me inside. 

I didn't stay on the Chicago Daily Socialist because 
I wanted to get out of debt. When I was back in Marshall, 
Sinclair was living in the Battle Creek Sanitarium. He 
had gone there because he had been ill from his work. 
He had founded Helicon Colony out of the profits from 
The Jungle, which was supposed to be sort of a communal 
group of families and people and artists that came to live 
there. I think he had gone through that by the time he 
was at the sanitarium in Battle Creek. He had beoome 
a confirmed vegetarian, and he was trying to recover his 
health. 

Among his friends in literary circles he was known 
as probably the fastest amateur tennis player in America, 
He was a terrific tennis player. Very quick. I knew 
about that. Battle Creek was only twelve miles away from 
Marshall where I was living when I was home from the road. 
I thought it would be wonderful to go over and see him, 
or at least watch him play tennis, but X never could get 
up enough courage to go see him. Tomorrow Magazine had 
a full front-page picture of him in his white tennis suit. 
He was the glamour boy of the radical movement at that 
time, the Jungle Man. Even Jack London and others took 
second place. He was the young lion. 

I never got to see him, but I did write him a letter 
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about that time. I sent him a "poem" and asked for his 
Judgment on it. He declined, but he said that he would 
advise me not to write poetry. He said, "It's a hard 
life anyway." I had a suspicion that maybe it wasn't 
any good; but I didn't hold it against him. He put it 
on a different ground. After I quit the Record I had 
several interim fields of employment. I was not in touch 
with him until, In 1933j he started the EPIC News. He 
started it a year before the campaign, and he asked me 
to come and edit the paper. I went in September, and 
we worked with the first edition which we finally got out 
as the December/January number. We got out, I think, 
20,000 copies, and I wondered how in the world we would 
ever get those 20,000 copies circulated. We had 103 
EPIC clubs that were forming rapidly. I and young Cleve 
Carpenter who was the first one to come with me and help 
me on the Job writing the copy, sat up in the hotel room 
on the bare floor of a vacant room and bundled those 20,000 
copies and sent them off to the 103 clubs. I wondered If 
we would ever, ever get any circulation. Before the end 
of the campaign, we were running a million copies. I 
think there were three or four instances when we ran a 
million copies. 

That campaign, of course, was a very important cam-
paign for the history of California; It really changed 
the political complexion of this state. It didn't succeed, 
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but It shunted the state over into the Democratic column 
from the Republican column. The EPIC registration was 
tremendous, and it elected a strong minority of the state's 
legislators In 1934. It didn't elect Sinclair. Frank 
Merriam was the governor, and the combined vote of his 
opponent Raymond Haight and Sinclair was over what Mer-
riam got. So as we said in the EPIC News after the elec-
tion, Merriam was a minority governor. We sent a strong 
delegation to the Assembly, and we sent Culbert Olson to 
the State Senate from Los Angeles County. And four years 
later in '38, Olson was elected governor. 

He was elected governor because this EPIC movement 
persisted; the clubs persisted. Some of them changed 
their names, but the Democratic progressive forces, who 
voted against things as they were, persisted and mounted 
and swung behind Olson and elected him governor and elected 
some other Socialists, too. It was far from a spent force 
with Sinclair's defeat. It kept on growing. The radical 
political forces in the state were far reaching in the 
state and were particularly strong In Los Angeles County 
(Sinclair carried that county). 

These same forces went along with the Good Govern-
ment forces in the city, those people who were very little 
Interested in social advance but were very much opposed 
to corruption in government. They were curious about 
what was happening under the regime of Mayor Frank Shaw. 
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These two forces Joined, and In the fall of '38, after 
they had elected Olson governor, they also elected 
[Fletcher] Bowron mayor. They succeeded In circulating 
the necessary petitions and getting the required number 
of signatures to place that recall on the ballot. They 
defeated Mayor Shaw badly, overwhelmingly, and he was 
beaten again when he ran against Bowron. 

This too would have been Impossible without the Sin-
clair movement as the basic dynamic, the point of depart-
ure. The movement got it out into organized form and 
got people to align with one another, all up and down 
the state. This was not the kind of movement that so 
frequently happens, which gathers impetus and really arises 
out of adulation of the leader. This was a different 
thing. Upton was loved by people, but, more important, 
he came at the right moment. He was a catalyst; he was 
not the cause. These people were ready for aotlon. We 
had over a thousand EPIC clubs in the state of California. 
Now that seems hard to believe, but they were little groups 
fron five to ten, maybe as many as thirty or forty people, 
all functioning in this campaign. They circulated this 
paper of which I was the editor. They bought bundles of 
it. It was distributed free and laid on the lawns of 
people all over the state. This is indicative of the 
vitality and intelligence of the movement. 

Early In the campaign, they oonceived an idea of 
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getting out, along with the regular edition, a so-called 
district edition for the eighty assembly districts. 
This was folded into the paper. This assembly district 
edition contained advertising of the local merchants. 
It handled the local news of the EPIC movement. The 
clubs would come in with their copy for this special ed-
ition and lay down their money for so many thousand cop-
let? of the regular edition plus this special folded into 
it. The cash came down, and out went the thousands. 
They came from all over southern California and from the 
middle of the state. This was the thing that happened 
and this was the thing that shot the circulation up to 
around a million. It was all financed by the people them-
selves. Sinclair didn't do it; I didn't do itj the 
people did it. I was sympathetic to it. 

Oliver Thornton, who now lives in the San Fernando 
Valley, was really the man who suggested it; he came in 
with one of those editions early in the campaign. The idea 
clicked, and I was enthusiastic over it right off. He 
got it out, and it wasn't long before they fell for the 
idea all over the state. They Just grabbed at It. You 
see it was an outlet for the local news, too. It gave 
them a ohance to express their opinions. They were part 
of itj they were contributing. They wrote the copy. 
It was part of them, in most of the eighty districts. 
There were some districts, however, in the mountain areas 
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where the reaction was pretty strong and they didn't do 
much. Wherever there were good farming districts and par-
ticularly good mlddle-clasB sections, the local spread 
was well-received, in spite of the opposition of organized 
labor, that is, the top leaders who were opposed to It. 
That didn't matter because we got the rank and file mem-
bers of the trade unions. 

In the fall of '34 when they had the big AFL state 
convention in Pasadena, somebody from the floor got up 
and moved an endorsement for Sinclair for governor, and 
in a flash people were on their feet and voted practic-
ally unanimously to endorse him. The leadership Just 
couldn't do anything; they were overruled. They couldn't 
do anything else, and so he was endorsed. The top labor 
leadership went along afterward, but all they did during 
the campaign was to attack Merriam—they wouldn't say a 
kind word for Sinolalr. 

Buzzell, the Secretary of the Los Angeles Central 
Labor Council, was very anti-Sinclair. 



TAPE NUMBER: III, SIDE 1* 

I am going to talk today about the EPIC movement. 
I want to give its setting because I think It will have 
more significance if I tell you the things out of which 
It grew, with all of which I was rather Intimately con-
nected by virtue of my being a reporter on the Los An-
geles Record. Speaking generally before we get into the 
details, the EPIC movement was in one aspect a movement 
back-to-the-land. Sinclair in a preliminary pamphlet 
said that he was going to place idle men at work in idle 
factories, and also on the idle land. (We can forget the 
factories for the moment, because they were secondary in 
Sinclair's program. He, first of all, very definitely 
looked forward to enabling workers to tie into the resources 
of the earth directly, that is the land itBelf.) 

When I was working on the Record In 1929, I became 
aware of a very Unusual man in American history. His name 
was Ralph Borsodi. In 1929, he had written a book called 
This Ugly Civilization which aroused the interest of a 
large segment of America's intellectuals of Leftist trend 
who weren't willing to come over to the Socialist idea. 
The unemployment problem was terrific in the country in 
the late '20'a; we were in a very serious depression, 
the worst that I've passed through in my life. These 

* Side 2 of this tape was not utilized. 
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intellectuals thought that some way might be found to get 
the unemployed back on the land where they could raise 
the foodstuffs that they and their families needed. 
Borsodi wrote this book, and his thesis was that the peo-
ple could be secure on the land if they could find some 
income elsewhere. He never did take the ground that it 
was possible to shift to the land without some part-time 
work in the city—that is, some part-time industrialized 
job for cash. He realized an exchange of goods was nec-
essary here in this complex civilization. He said that 
If he could get the people back on the land, they could 
at least raise their foodstuffs—they can do that right 
off—practically all they needed to eat. 

X read that book, and while I was a socialist and 
didn't accept his solution as the full and final solu-
tion, I did accept his idea that It would be a good thing 
if many families who could have part-time work could get 
back on the land and begin to raise their own vegetables-
all the way along the line—their own meat, their own 
chickens, ducks, eggs, and also could have fresh milk 
from cows and goats for their families. Partly accepting 
him, and very much interested, largely as a result of my 
own rural background, a nostalgic desire to connect again 
with the security, Imagined or otherwise, that I had en-
joyed as a boy, I began looking into this thing as a 
newspaperman, I was interested In things on their own 
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account but I was also interested in getting them down 
in print—In publishing them in some foim. The printed 
form was Just as Important to me as the actual fact itslef. 

I started writing a series of articles for the Los 
Angeles Record called "Back to the Land," and there were 
as many as thirty-five or forty of these articles published 
serially—I think that they were published once a week. 

I actually went out and interviewed small farm fam-
ilies on the land. I tried to make an interesting and 
compelling story for our readers who were suffering, 
many of them, from being out of work or at least having 
to work part-time as I was working part-time. (We had 
cut our working tine on the Record from six days to five 
a week with a reduction in salary.) I found that It was 
just amazing what some of these San Fernando Valley 
farmers were raising and how they liked It. One of them, 
on a five-acre tract, had an amazing array of fruits, veg-
etables, goat's milk and all the things that you could 
concoct out of those various products. The children were 
having a great time, so the mother said, and I believed 
her. 

Well, I had just scores of stories. I went out and 
found them. I found these families. Immediately, evid-
ence of the vast public interest, the letters, began to 
descend upon the Record; they had to establish a Back-to-the-
Land editor. I became that along with the rest of it. 
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We were flooded with letters. How do you do It? Well, 
I tried to answer them in the stories. I answered these 
letters generally in the stories. I couldn't answer them 
individually because there were too many. That was one 
phase of the back-to-the-land movement. I recorded my 
visits to small farms. 

At the same time, I had bought a "ranch." X called 
it a ranch. It was a five-acre tract on top of a moun-
tainous hill near Puente, twenty miles from Los Angeles-
it was called North Whittier Heights. I put a cabin on 
this tract and I strung water pipes back to it, Just on 
top of the ground. This cabin was located way at the 
rear of the piece, so I had to build a long circuitous 
trail which I dug with a mattock, and incidentally I got 
poison ivy in doing it. I had a wonderful big wide trail 
back there. Laura, my wife then, and I spent our Satur-
days and Sundays there. We went Friday night, and all 
during this period we were there for the two days. I 
really went to work at it seriously. You see, I was 
going to prove by my actual deeds what could be done. 

So I had to terrace the land. It wasn't level, and 
I terraced it and I put in beans, cucumbers, squash. 
I had fifteen or twenty varieties of items. I wanted to 
prove the value of them from a cash viewpoint. So I kept 
careful track of everything that I raised, and I raised 
a lot of it. It grew marvelously on that virgin soil out 
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there. Every Sunday night when I went in, I stopped at mar-
kets, and I got prices of the items and measured their 
weight. I didn't try to sell anything, because I Just 
wanted to find out the value of the stuff from the market 
point of view. In other words, how much it would have 
cost us to buy these items? We weren't going to sell 
them, but they lasted on through the week. I would take 
in amounts which by that test were valued all the way from 
$1.50, $2.00, $3.00 and up. We took in a terrific lot 
of stuff off of that little patch of ground. It grew so 
well and such beautiful stuff! The tomatos were gorgeous. 

These stories of my adventures with the soil roused 
a tremendous amount of interest. They ran for nearly a 
year. The editor said to Just go ahead. Every Monday 
morning there was this report on my back-to-the-land ex-
perience, all the way along, Including the killing of a 
rattlesnake which crawled up near a chair on which Laura 
was sitting. Laura moved and I was afraid that the snake 
was going to strike her. It was coiled, so I had to kill 
it. Including all those things—the stirring of the skunks 
in our garbage pail at night, the distant howl of the coy-
otes back in those hills. All the incidents—the early 
sunrise which was gorgeous against the great cliff that 
was right across the canyon, the stars at night, the ab-
solute silence, the eerie sounds of night as we lay In 
this comfortable two-room cabin. People were fascinated 
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with this thing. Again here is the desire of people who 
were uncertain and insecure and trying to build up a pio-
ture of security that they might enjoy. 

All the letters of praise came in, and when I got 
through with the series, I did them up in a magazine ar-
ticle which I sent to Survey Graphic. There was much 
interest in it, and they published it. Then the Readers 
Digest republished it, and I got more letters about It 
from allover the country. I got some letters from chief 
executives of corporations. I Ju&t didn't know how much 
interest this thing had stirred up. Well, I tried to put 
them togetherIn a book, but I didn't do it well. I had 
some good letters from Viking and they were very anxious 
to have it come out right, but it didn't come out rfght. 
I'm glad now they turned it down because basically I stood 
on false ground. I would have been ashamed of it in print, 
now, as I look back. I Just went too far on it. 

I was like Borsodi who went too far. He Just tried 
to wipe out all the social factors involved. He said, 
"This is a movement for the people away from the polit-
icians. We're not letting the hand of government touch 
this thingj we're going to go and do it ourselves." That 
was the kind of man he was. By the way, I checked on him. 
He's still living down in Florida, according to what in-
formation I could get this morning from the [Los Angeles] 
Times which checked on him. As you can see by looking 
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at the pictures in his book, it isn't quite a fair set-
up for ordinary people beoause he had money. He must 
have had income to go Into this, because these buildings 
that he shows here are beautiful structures, and there 
was a lot of labor that went into them which In turn costs 
money. Those were two of the areas of individualistic 
effort that I covered myself and that put me very close 
to this whole question of supplying the people with their 
food needs. 

Then there was this other thing which was really 
more important because It was in line with what I think 
is going to have to be done, perhaps, in crisis periods. 
The unemployed cooperatives sprang up at this same time 
in the late '20's all over California, and particularly 
all over Los Angeles County. There were two reasons why 
they did in Los Angeles County, perhaps more than any 
place else in the country; one was that there were more 
unemployed here per thousand than anywhere else in the 
United States. It was just tremendous—the broken-down 
middle-class people who had lost their businesses and work-
ers who were out of work. The second reason was that 
there were food surpluses here lying on the ground, as 
Carey McWilliams said in his book about southern Calif-
ornia (Southern California Country). He had a chapter 
from which I have quoted in which he says that where 
there are available surpluses, people will not starve; 
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that is, where the land produces available surpluses and 
the people can get at them. 

I followed this line of inquiry with a tremendous 
amount of Interest. I had quit the Record by this time. 
I was unemployed for several months; I went around to 
all these unemployed cooperatives. There were over a 
hundred of them. They had many thousands of members. 
I know of over a hundred of those unemployed groups rang-
ing from twenty to two hundred or three hundred members 
each. They had their plants and their major distribution 
centers. They were all self-organized. Nobody helped 
them—they Just did it themselves. The politicians and 
the merchants were afraid of them. "They're going to 
cut our market out from under us," and what have you. 
They did it themselves. 

They set up a central point. They Bcoured the 
country and literally picked up food from the fields. 
First, they went out as plain ordinary individuals and 
picked this stuff up. They went out into the fields 
and picked up cabbages, picked up tomatoes, picked up 
everything they could find and brought it home on their 
backs. One of the members had an old truck which he loaned 
and they got bags full of the stuff, brought it back on 
this truck into the central headquarters, and then dis-
tributed it among the local units. The figures that they 
had are very interesting. I'm not going to bore you with 
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them here, but they're easily available. There are audited 
reports showing the tons of the stuff that they brought 
in through this method. 

They not only traded raw foodstuffs back and forth 
through these locals, but pickles of all kinds and pre-
serves and canned goods that were put up by themselves 
in these old delapidated plants that they took over for 
nothing because nobody wanted them—any more than any-
body wanted these surpluses. The ranchers didn't care 
if they went in and got them. As a matter of fact, 
these "oo-ops" sent contact men around to the ranohers 
in order to do the Job in an orderly way as soon as they 
got organized. They had no difficulty in getting that 
stuff turned over to them. "Take it; it's no good to ust" 

There's one thing that should be said about these 
co-ops. They were not only a benefit to the members of 
the individual organizations, but they were a benefit to 
the taxpayers of Los Angeles County and to the state 
wherever they were, because they lightened the load on 
relief. The relief load was getting terrific, and the 
property owners were getting frightened at the threat of 
the taxation which would be necessary to keep these people 
alive—mothers, children, streaming into these relief 
headquarters. That has to be kept in mind and that's one 
reason why the business world was split on it. Some of 
the merchants were very much opposed to these cooperatives 
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because they thought they would build up outside of the 
market system and cut into their business. But other 
businessmen who were real estate owners said, "We have 
to let them do this because if we don't, the relief is 
going to drive us into bankruptcy." So you hrd a split, 
A very important Chamber of Commerce official, Prank Oar-
butt, came out with a strong and stirring defense of the 
whole idea of cooperatives, of letting them go ahead, and 
rebuking some of the businessmen who were opposed to it. 

This sort of experimenting, I think, helped set the 
stage for Sinclair. Too many people do not know that 
this preceded Upton Sinclair. Upton Sinclair would be 
certainly poorly understood; in fact, he would become al-
most meaningless unless you knew that this was what the 
people were after. They were after security which they 
thought they could get and were trying to get by recon-
necting with the resources of the earth. When Sinclair 
came out with his program of "put idle people to work on 
idle land and in idle factories," many thousands of them 
in California, particularly in southern California where 
the market system had broken down, underutood from their 
practical experience the logic of it and were willing to 
accept it. It was these elements on the fringes who were 
actually unemployed and depended upon relief and on the 
co-op, or who were pretty near it and who were afraid they 
were going to get into these groups, that constituted the 
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baokbone of this new movement. The radical element and 
the trade union movement didn't come In at first. The 
leaders were very much opposed to this; this was confus-
ing to them. 

In 1933, I got a message from Upton Sinclair that he 
wanted me to go to work and edit a paper which he was 
getting out for the EPIC movement. I was told what his 
program was. In fact, I had already read the book that 
preceded the EPIC movement, The Way Out, a small pamphlet 
that was directed to the son of an imaginary employer, 
whc was inheriting his father's business. In the pamphlet 
Sinclair urged the young man to run his plant as a So-
cialist institution if he could, and eliminate profit, 
and then urged him to Join the general movement for the 
elimination of profit, because he said, "You're done for 
anyway; you can't survive; this is the end. Instead of 
fighting it, why don't you come in and join It. Let's 
have an orderly change." 

I read that book, and It seemed like good sense to 
me. The book appealed to me and many people thought, 
"Well, this sounds like sense." He didn't work his pro-
gram out in great detail, but the general idea he had. 

Among the people it appealed to was the owner of the 
Miramar Hotel at Santa Monica, Now, that was one of the 
ritziest hotels in California. His name was Gilbert P. 
Stevenson. He had gone bankrupt as the owner of the 
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hotel. There was a mortgage of some half-million dollars 
on it, and he had been foreclosed out of ownership of the 
hotel. He still had some assets left, and he owned a 
small hotel across the street in Santa Monica. There he 
read The Way Out, and he became a convert of Upton's and 
he said, "Sinclair, you've got to propose this plan of 
yours for southern California. You've got to run for 
governor. You're r?gislered as a Socialist, but you've 
got to re-register as a Democrat and state your platform 
and make a race for governor, capture the Democratic 
party, get in office, and put your plan in effect in 
California." 

There's a very interesting little story about that 
first meeting, the curious sort of people that were av 
that first small meeting and Initiated the whole thing. 
Sinclair resisted Stevenson for a while, but everybody 
was arguing, "You must do it. You must do it, Upton." 

He said, "No." Finally he consented. His wife even 
consented (she had been opposed to it). Early in Sep-
tember, 1933* Sinclair registered as a Democrat. 

Then he wrote a book called i, Governor of California— 
And How I Ended Foverty; There Is still a great deal of 
interest in this book, especially among the young college 
students who are going back in California history and want-
ing to know about the period. Many of them come to me and 
ask me about the EPIC plan and this book. And I'll bet 
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you that there are more people that have read that little 
pamphlet on California than anything else. Intellectuals 
of course now tend to lookcn it with disdain, but they 
shouldn't be because It is an important social dooument. 

Sinclair got the book out, and the first edition ran 
20,000 copies. He hadn't yet decided to run. He'd reg-
istered. Stevenson said to him, "Sinclair, now you've got 
to actually run and make this fiction, a fact." And Sin-
clair was scared stiff. The idea of being elected governor 
of California just sent the shivers up and down his spine. 

His wife too was in terror over it, but finally Mary 
Craig, his wife, said, "Well, I think you've got to do it. 
It's terrible, but you've got to do it." 

At that point I came into the campaign, and for the 
last two months of 1933 we tried hard to get out a first 
edition of the paper which he called Sinclair's End Pov-
erty Paper. The December, 1933/January, 193^ number was 
about two or three months In being born. We had trouble 
finding the money. Finally Kate Crane Gartz, a plumbing 
millionairess from Pasadena, became Upton's backer. She 
was a very staunch Socialist and pacifist and a little 
odd at some points but certainly a courageous and honest 
woman and humanitarian to the core—no question about that*--
she wanted to help people. She backed him and I'm sure 
she put up that Initial money. We got out the first ed-
ition of the paper. One of the volunteer editors, an 
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associate editor, came in, and we sat up in a hotel room 
and we bundled and sent them out to the 103 clubs all over 
the state. Well, I didn't know how we were going to get 
20,000 papers out, but we did. The clubs multiplied and 
the clubs eventually became the distribution points for 
the paper and also for the financing of it. By the end 
of the campaign we had four weekly editions that ran 
nearly a million circulation in California. That Indicates 
the tremendous grip that the whole movement had on the 
people of California, 

I've got four points that I want to bring out in 
connection with the EPIC movement. First, I want to talk 
about Upton the leader. He was a gentleman with noblesse 
oblige stamped on him—I use that term "noblesse oblige" 
because I never have seen anyone who felt as much as he 
felt that as a result of his superior status (not money 
status but cultural status and spiritual status) he was 
obliged to give leadership to the people. He was honest, 
absolutely honest about it. He didn't Identify himself 
with the people. He felt that the people needed his 
leadership because they needed o be led; he'd probably 
deny It but It's true; out of the goodness of his heart— 
and his heart was good—he wanted to give the leadership. 

In his personal relationships you had a man who was 
gentle, sweet, and amusingly discerning at points but un-
believably naive at others. As a matter of fact the pol-
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Itlcians descended upon him., and we had to form a ring 
around him to keep the politicians away from him, because 
they'd tie him in all kinds of absurd agreements that he 
didn't understand the full portent of. 

Intellectually, as a campaigner and as a propagandist, 
Sinclair was one of the sharpest men that I have ever con-
tacted in retort, in disclosing his philosophy in a single 
phrase or in a few sentences, and making the whole program 
graphic, often at the risk of being repetitious, but rep-
etition Is part of the selling game. In spite of his 
capacity as a conversationalist and as a controversial-
ist, he wasn't a good speaker in the conventional sense. 
He spoke In a high pitch; he sometimes Bqueaked; he had 
a slight lisp. His voice was monotonous; it ran on at 
the same tone and rapidly. He had one speech which 
varied but little during the entire campaign; as a matter 
of fact he himself said that he got to know it so well 
that he could run it backwards like a reoord. A question 
and answer period always followed his meetings, and there 
were hundreds of meetings all over the state—large meet-
ings where there were thousands of people: San Francisco, 
Los Angeles, San Diego, Sacramento, Fresno, all up and 
down the state. 

The meetings were tremendous and well attended. At 
the end of every speech he'd open up the meeting to ques-
tions. Some of us had to follow him around, but I didn't 
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go much over the state with him because I had to stay 
and run the EPIC News and get out an edition every week. 
But some of us who did go (and I went to a number of them) 
found his speeches Just deadly;, they got to be terrible. 
If we heard them once, we heard them fifteen, twenty times. 
We knew exactly the words that were coming. Some of the 
youngsters who liked him but who weren't overly reverent 
about the thing would anticipate him and supply the words 
that were coming. Roby Wentz was one of them; he was very 
fond of Upton but he loved to lampoon him in a good-nat-
ured way. When the question and answer period came and 
they tried to pin him down, they all, invariably and with-
out exception, met their Waterloo because he was quick 
as lightning. He'd flash back at them; he would have the 
crowd roaring with laughter. He had a quick sense of 
humor; he was witty rather than humorous, and that wit 
came in very handy during the campaign. 

Now I want to saycne more thing about him as a speaker. 
He evolved a one-plank platform and it was to End Poverty 
In California (EPIC). He proposed the creation of a state 
authority empowered to produce goods in once-idle factor-
ies and on the once-idle land, and to set up an exchange 
of goods between the two. The factories, as Upton pointed 
out, had been worthless and could be acquired for very 
little, and the land was in the same situation. Through 
the Interchange of necessities produced in the factories 
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and on the land, Sinclair said, the basic needs of the 
people could be immediately met with very little drain on 
the state, and with this drain off the taxpayers, the ef-
fect would be immediate on business, generally. If taxes 
were cut, then business presumably could proceed to sell 
its goods on the market, and there would be no unemployed. 
As this system of Interchange of goods spread and grew 
(which Sinclair believed it would), the other system 
would contract. 

Sinclair drew an analogy which the businessmen picked 
up and it scared them stiff. He said that EPIC was going 
to be like a rising river—it would cut into the banks 
of private enterprise and wash away the whole private 
enterprise system. So that ultimately you would have 
nothing but EPIC colonies. He didn't use the word "So-
cialist jw he ducked from that word in the campaign. A 
"cooperative" set-up in the state would take care of people 
adequately. That in brief is the picture of the End Pov-
erty in California movement. 

Now, he said, this Is the problem—we are in a social 
crisis, and we haven't time to consider any of the other 
problems, which by comparison are unimportant anyway. I 
will not Bpeak on any other problem but this, and my speak-
ers in the bureau (he had a corps of volunteer speakers 
that were going all over the state) will not consider any 
other problem, except the sales tax. That's the only 
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thing that we will dlBcass outside of our main program. 
We will not discuss civil liberties; we will not discuss 
civil rights. We will not discuss war; we will not dis-
cuss peace. We will not discuss religion; if a man comes 
as an atheist, forget it, go on and convert him. We want 
the atheists' votes too; we want the Christian votes; 
we want Jewish votes; we want every vote we can get. We 
will help them all; we will even help the Silver Shirts. 
We worft debate fascism; we won't debate anything but End 
Poverty in California. 

With that tremendous concentration on one issue, 
he was able to advance pretty rapidly; although In the long 
run, as I shall point out later, it was absolutely inad-
equate as a social platform, because all these other needs 
are tremendously important in the world. Citizenship 
needs, civil rights, civil liberties—all of those things 
that go with a first-class citizenship. But he didn't 
concede that, and so he kept the party's program right on 
that point. It was not successful as we shall see. 

I have spoken of the clubs, but I should clarify them 
because there was the real vital source of the campaign. 
The clubs were mostly membered by unemployed or near un-
employed people who were in serious fear of unemployment. 
They had a lot of time on their hands, and they engaged 
in all of the campaign activities as volunteers—all up 
and down the state. Not hundreds, there were literally 
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thousands of them. The clubs were formed by Individuals 
In the local communities^ and they applied for a charter 
from the End Poverty League of which Richard Otto, Sin-
clair's alter ego, was in command. If they agreed to the 
principles, they were granted a charter, A secretary, 
representing the club, was appointed by Mr, Otto as Sin-
clair's representative. The End Poverty League was to 
be the organization to run the campaign, and at the begin-
ning, Otto and Sinclair had the organization completely 
under their control. In other words, as Sinclair and Otto 
said, they "fixed it so that the politicians couldn't steal 
the movement," They probably had some Justification for 
their fears. 

Theoretically, the club members in an assembly dis-
trict could get together and select an executive head 
other than the one named by Otto, if they had a certain 
percentage of the members in the district. But actually 
there were few of the clubs that could do that. It should 
be said, however, that when a good stiff protest was 
lodged in headquarters against one of these officials, 
quite frequently Otto, with Sinclair behind him, gave in 
and appointed the other man. 

The club movement went to unbelievable lengths in 
raising money. They had bazaars; they had social fairs; 
they had all kinds of public programs. They did collect 
a tremendous lot of money; the clubs became the financing 
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power of the EPIC News. They put up the money to get 
the necessary papers for distribution in their respec-
tive assembly districts. They raised the money by get-
ting out special editions for each assembly district, 
which they themselves got out. They brought the copy 
in, and they got the ads for the special editions which 
went out with the main editions. Before we took out their 
special edition and the main paper, they laid their ad 
money on the desk, and it was sufficient to cover the 
whole cost. We never built up a debt in getting out the 
EPIC News. It was self-financing and as a matter of fact 
a little more than that. 

Now, we had the clubs; we had the paper; we had Sin-
clair; we had the speakers' bureau which became quite im-
portant. Some of the youngsters in the movement became 
quite effective speakers. A number of these men, who were 
in the movement or who were watching it very closely and 
who followed in the next decade in California's public 
life were really, not directly but indirectly, very much 
a part of the EPIC movement. I can name any number of 
them such as Carey McWilliams, the present editor of The 
Nation. Just a Bcore of them that were close to it. 
Stanley Mosk, who later during the administration of Gov-
ernor Edmund Brown was elected Attorney-General of Calif-
ornia, was very close to the movement. There were a tre-
mendous number. They're in their fifties and sixties now; 
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the ones that are active all over the state don't talk 
about it particularly, but they were In the movement or 
their fathers were, so it's in the family. If not their 
fathers, then relatives or olose friends. They bear the 
mark of Cain [laugh]; they can't deny the connection. 
They have nothing to be ashamed of, and most of them aren't. 
But the fact is not raised until you begin to inquire into 
the cultural heritage of the politics of this state. 

For instance, the CDC, the California Democratic 
Council, dates back, step by step by step, to the old 
EPIC Clubs. Some of the EPIC Clubs became (Culbert) 
Olson Clubs; some of them changed their name to Federa-
tion for Political Uhlty Clubs. Some clubs changed to 
other nameB and again changed to other names. Then they 
came right on down with their memberships Just shifting 
a little bit, but in a straight succession that extends 
up to what radioal politics is in California today. 
Dixon: Do you think Sinclair lost the eleotion because 
of this one-point platform? 
Borough: No, I don't. My own personal opinion is that 
the one-point platform was good strategy, because at 
that particular moment, poverty was the overriding issue— 
the desperate need of the people. A lot of people were 
affected. I don't think it was a mistake, and I don't 
think that's what lost him the campaign. What lost him 
the oampaign was the tremendous drive of the reactionary 
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forces, such as the banks and the big corporations, to 
beat him. I didn't go Into that, but It was a terrifying 
story what they did—how they perverted the democratic 
processes, how they did everything to terrify the voters 
and keep them away from the polls. Fifteen years after 
that, I ran twenty or twenty-five stories in the Peoples 
World that explained the whole thing. I pointed out the 
devices and the use of motion pictures which the big mo-
tion picture moguls got out to terrify the voters. They 
showed pictures of boxcars with bum drifters in them, 
and the bumB were supposedly ooming into California to 
take over, from all over the United States. Of course, 
there were the' Bolsheviks—we didn't have the Communists 
then, they were called Bolsheviks. The Bolsheviks were 
also going to take over. 

There was a fear complex built up all over the state 
among the middle-clascesj It didn't reach down among the 
unemployed so much—they had'their own troubles that they 
could worry about. But the middle classes and the busi-
nessmen still had something to fight for. The banks were 
particularly frantic over itj they thought that if Sin-
clair got in, the state's banks and industry would all go 
to pot, and they would be through. They had no faith in 
what this thing would do. They thought it was the begin-
ning of the end. 

We thought EPIC was an entrance point. We weren't 
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terrified by it. For one reason, because the federal 
government was already doing in a parallel way exactly 
what Sinclair taught. They had co-ops all over the country 
that were producing for use for the unemployed. They were 
very successful, but they met the same fate that Sinclair 
did. They were snuffed out by the opposition of the or-
ganized merchants. There were mattress factories that 
were doing marvelously In furnishing mattresses for the 
unemployed. There were leather factories that were mak-
ing leather products. At that time, there were many 
leather coats being worn. The unemployed all had leather 
coats, and they came from these factories. They were 
good, warn, serviceable ooats. I could go on with scores 
of items that they had manufactured—literally scores. 
Shoes, overalls, a wide range—all over the oountry. 
Cattle were being slaughtered in government abattoirs and 
were being processed in government plants. 



TAPE NUMBER: IV, SIDE 1 

Emphasizing what to my mind is the thesis of this 
series of taped interviews, which I think is the innate 
or the inherent strength of radicalism in American history, 
and perhaps astonishingly so in California history, I 
would like to drive home this point by quoting a letter 
which I've Just received from Carey McWllliams, editor 
of The Nation, who consented to do a foreword for an 
autobiography which I have Just finished. Carey said 
that he would be delighted to write the foreword, and I 
quote his letter not because it's in praise of the book 
but because of its conception of American radicalism as 
an indigenous thing and not something Imported from 
abroad. He said: 

Good American autobiographies have always be^n In 
short supply, a need particularly marked in the his-
tory of American radicalism. The extraordinary pace 
of social change, accelerating for the last century, 
has left amazing discontinuities in the record. 
The angry, mass protests of one period have been 
forgotten, along with the depressions they accom-
panied. The new boom has usually convinced a new 
generation that the embittered protests of the prev-
ious period were unreal and should be forgotten. 
Thus it is that the history of American radlcalisn 
must be pieced together from fragments, half-for-
gotten chapters, and Imperfectly understood sequences. 
Too often the chief actors, the principal witnesses, 
have vanished and indispensable source material has 
been lost. Also, because of its discontinuous char-
acter, its ups and downB, American radicalism is 
only to be understood through a chain of autobio-
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graphical statements, and many links in this chain 
have yet to be supplied. 
Jubilant Crusader [that's the title of my autobio-

graphyj is the immensely readable autobiography of 
a grassroots American radical, a fine specimen of a 
nearly extinct breed. It throws much needed light on 
the roots of American radicalism, and, appearances to 
the contrary, on the deep-flowing continuity of social 
protest in American life. How did it happen that Rube 
Borough, born in a small midwest community in 1883, 
was a Socialist almost before he was out of knee-pants? 
Because "socialism," an idea, an aspiration as social 
anticipation was much more a part of the atmosphere 
of the times than is generally realized. We have for-
gotten how numerous and diverse were the streams of 
influence that contributed to the current of social 
protest. We have alBo forgotten the odd, "village 
radicalism" [That's very important. He has caught 
my book too,J of the period. The way in which people 
"talked politics" incessantly for want, perhaps, of 
other forms of intellectual stimulation and excite-
ment, Politics, in a sense, was the popular passion 
of the times. Similarly we have forgotten the fas-
cinating Socialist chapter in the history of Los An-
geles. Prom Samaria, Michigan, to Port Wayne, to 
Chicago, from the midwest to southern California, 
Rube Borough's life provides the continuity needed 
for an understanding of the on-going, never wholly 
dissipated, many times defeated but never vanquished, 
force of social protest in the first half of the cen-
tury. 

The chapters on southern Califomia, the EPIC move-
ment, the rise of the co-ops, municipal reform in Los 
Angeles, the Olson campaign, are uniquely valuable 
because Rube Borough was an active and influential 
participant with unrivaled opportunities for close 
observation, whi^h ae -> good reporter with a fine 
memory, he has turned to excellent account. But more 
important, he has been able to see the present in 
tenns of the future, a form of insight that today is 
too glibly dismissed as "viBionary. As a Utopian 
idealist, as a visionary he has always known, as his 
sharp criticism of the EPIC campaign demonstrates, 
that the "movement" (that is the totality of social 
protest from the left) was and is, more important than 
8ny of the many single purpose causes and issues that 
feed it. [Wise] Prom his early participation in the 
Socialist movement, he acquired, and never lost, the 
belief that an understanding of the basic motivations 
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and rationale of a social system is indispensable 
to an understanding of the pathology it breeds. In 
his case, the conviction is the more remarkable by 
reason of the fact that he is, by any test or stan-
dard, a grassroots American radical, very much of the 
people, Bteeped In his own experiences, guided and 
sustained by a deep-seated, indigenous social ideal-
ism, Utopian in outlook, perennially undefeated and 
undefeatable. He is also, as volume eloquently at-
tests, keenly sensitive to injustice. The kind of 
radical who takes a generous view of the nature of 
man and of the universe he inhabits. "A world with-
out 're volution V1 he writes, "would be unthinkable." 
It would indeed, and so would the world without such 
dauntless social optimists, such indefatigable social 
crusaders and Inveterate reformers, and no apology 
for either term, as Rube Borough. 

Now of course that's a beautiful letter—I love It— 
but it does get at the thing that I was trying to get at, 
and that's more important. It's stated pretty sharply 
and pretty understandlngly. I tried to read this letter 
to Madeleine, but I broke down, I couldn't read It. I 
had received some letters that were utterly lacking in 
understanding from a man who I thought ought to under-
stand, Angus Cameron, and who just miSBed the whole point 
of this effort to set down this continuing flow of protest 
that is basic Americanism. This is what I was trying to 
get at, and I was using the autobiographical form to do 
it. I wish to God that so many "I's" hadn't been neces-
sary in the thing, but that's the frame for the whole 
story. 

Before I go any further I want to add certain things 
that I think ought to be in this EPIC picture for clarlf-
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leation purposes, because often when the story of EPIC 
Is told—I myself have been guilty In this respect up to 
this point—they forget to say that along side of EPIC, 
there was another political movement at the same time. 
The way it functioned along side of EPIC is very Important 
to understand. It was the Commonwealth party, a progres-
sive movement inside the Republican party, and in 193*1 * 
was headed by Raymond Halght. Haight was a good friend 
of mine; I'd known him and worked with him on various 
causes. He was, incidentally, a good supporter of the 
Municipal League, of which I later became secretary. 
Haight at that time was a voice of protest against Repub-
lican toryism, as it was exemplified in the administration 
of Gov. [Prank P.] Merriam. He, with his Republican friends, 
started a movement at the same time Sinclair started the 
EPIC movement. Because he couldn't get anywhere inside 
the Republican party, he created a Progressive party and 
he got it on the ballot. He ran for governor and, I think 
this is important, in the final runoff Merriam got 1,138,620 
votes; Sinclair, the EPIC candidate, got 879,537 votes; 
Haight got 302,519 votes. Now if you will add Sinclair's 
and Haight's votes, you'll find that they were in an ex-
cess of Merriam's votes. In the EPIC News, of which I 
was editor, I referred to Merriam as the minority can-
didate. It was Just a few hundred votes, but he still 
was a minority candidate, because he had less than half 
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the total votes. 
Haight's issue was a good government issue; it was 

anticorporation; antispecial privilege; ant1corruption— 
and God knows there was enough corruption in the Merriam 
administration to sink it if it had been known, just pol-
itical corruption alone from the social point of view. 
Haight knew it and he had a peculiar capacity for fer-
reting out almost unbelievable tales of corruption and 
daring in the form of perversion of the democratic proc-
esses—of plotted violence by these reactionaries, all 
these things. He really did much better at that than Sin-
clair did. Apparently he was nearer to the sources, and 
people fed him those sources, and he went over the state 
and told that story of the corruption and of the daring 
of these reactionaries in perverting the processes of 
government—administrative, Judicial, and executive. 
He had a terrific wallop. 

He did not have a message for the unemployed; he was 
blind on that point. He was for regulation of corporations, 
but he didn't conceive of the necessity, at least clearly, 
of extending the functions of the state as the means of 
solving the problem. He really wasn't very alert to the 
needs of the people who were out of Jobs, and this was 
of course the basic compelling situation in California 
In late '29's and through the '30's. 
Dixon: That's probably why he couldn't split the Republican 
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party any more than he did. 
Boroughs There probably were some elements, maybe to the 
Left of him in the Republican party itself among the rank 
and file. 

He did get a very heavy support in the Sacramento 
Valley, where the McClatchy papers, the Fresno Bee and 
the Sacramento Bee, had large circulations. They were 
Good Government, public-ownership papers, hating the Mer-
riam Administration and all the crooks in it, and con-
tinuously lambasting them. But they would have nothing 
to do with EPIC; they were not for any kind of "Social-
ist" remedies. Yet curiously enough they were for public 
ownership of water and power and are to this date, and 
are compelled to be for it by the will of McClatchy, 
who committed the papers, when he turned them over to 
the corporation, to everlasting support of public owner-
ship in California of water and power. They are still 
for public ownership of water and power, and they do a 
very fine Job on it too, but there they stop short. 

Haight was accused by some people in the EPIC move-
ment of being put Into the campaign to split away support 
from Sinclair. I had quite a time during the campaign 
to keep some of our rasher comrades from attacking Haight 
out of a misunderstanding. We told the truth about it; 
at the end of the campaign and even later, the truth came 
out that Haight was very honestly opposed to Merriam 
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reactionlsm. He wanted it beaten, but he believed (this 
he could eaBily persuade himself to believe) that Sinclair 
couldn't be elected, but that he could. 

Sinclair was nominated, and we had the first blitz 
of reaction in the August primaries. The Los Angeles 
Times and the big movie corporations used the communica-
tions media to attack Sinclair. Haight and his lawyer-
partner Trlppet came to the office of the EPIC News. HiB 
lawyer-partner was the son of old Judge Oscar A. Trlppet. 
Ray, I always called him Ray, said that he wanted to see 
Sinclair. We, by we I mean myself, Oliver Thornton and 
Dick [Richard S.] Otto who was Sinclair's alter-ego, 
didn't want him to see Sinclair because in the first place 
he was a very persuasive young man. We were afraid Sin-
clair might be persuaded to make some ridiculous kind of 
a compromise—not of principle but cf tactic—which would 
have been very bad. We said, "No, it wouldn't do you any 
good to see Sinclair, Ray, because it doesn't make any 
difference what Sinclair will decide—the movement will 
not stand for any kind of compromise in the matter." And 
that's what he wanted. 

Briefly, his position was this: he could win against 
Merriam and Sinclair couldn't. The big corporations, 
it's true, hated Haight, but they couldn't destroy him. 
He was too well-entrenched, and he was pretty well entrenched 
by family, tradition, business association, and so forth. 
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"They can't destroy me, but they can destroy Sinolalr. 
They oan destroy the EPIC movement; they can beat you 
disastrously, So you should Just retire from the field 
and throw your force to me, I will," he said magnanimously, 
"give you a plank covering EPIC which I think will meet 
the needs." 

He was willing to give us a watered-down one, and I 
don't think he was dishonest about it according to his 
lights. He thought he could put over a kind of a produc-
tion-for-use program for California which would take the 
relief load, In part, off the taxpayers. It was entirely 
sensible, but he didn't know that the business Interests 
would not allow him to do it. They wouldn't allow Sinclair 
to do it; they fought him; they wouldn't allow the county 
government to do it; they wouldn't allow even the federal 
government to do it. So that was an idle dream of his. 

He urged his case very, very persuasively, and Oliver 
Thornton and I (I can't remember what Otto's reaction %o 
it was) were very quick to catch the whole trend of the. 
thing. We listened very courteously to him~he was a good 
fellow. We said, "Ray, no, it's Just not possible; you 
don't understand this EPIC movement. This is not Sinclair's 
movement. In the first place, he wouldn't follow you;he 
wouldn't retire from the field, and if he did, the move-
ment would repudiate him. They wouldn't have anything 
to do with him. This movement is committed to this program, 
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and they understand it well enough. You can't sidetrack 
them." 

He went away pretty disappointed, but before he left, 
we said this, and this to me is the proof of his sincerity 
and his honesty in the whole matter. "Continue in the 
future as you have in the past and we will continue in 
the future as we have in the past. We will not attaok 
you and you will not attack us* We will attack the com-
mon enemy. Whichever one wins in the finals will undoubtedly 
have the support of the other group in legislative and ad-
ministrative matters." 

So he said, "Fine. That's all right." He >?as pretty 
sad about it. He went away, and he kept his word. He 
continued his spectacular and almost unbelievably daring 
attack on Merriam; the things he told about Merriam's 
administration (they're in the EPIC News) seem almost un-
real. There they are, and they were never challenged by 
a libel suit or anything of that kind. There was one 
point right in there that was important, but maybe it 
wasn't too important either—I'm getting a little too ex-
cited about this thing. 

As I said, he went away and continued his campaign. 
He did poll a very sizable vote, over 300,000 votes In 
the State of California, and he was beaten. He remained 
friendly after that. Some two years after the campaign, 
he started a recall movement against Merriam, but it 
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fizzled oat for lack of proper mass support. Thornton 
and I were perfectly willing to help him on it, because 
we felt it would be a good thing if he could jolt the ad-
ministration out of office. But he wasn't able to do it. 

There's one other thing that I should say about this 
EPIC movement. I didn't lay enough emphasis on this. 
The primary campaign was a decided victory for the EPIC 
movement, but I didn't give you quite the picture of the 
Sinclair triumph. The movement captured the State Demo-
cratic party and took control of the Los Angeles County 
Central Committee, and a number of other committees. 
We nominated fifty different EPIC candidates, who were 
either directly EPIC or were committed to EPIC by pledge, 
to the assembly, the lower house, which has eighty members 
as you know. 

The strength of the movement was specifically shown 
by the vote in the Democratic primaries; Sinclair got 
around 500,000 votes—I ha wn't got the exact figure here, 
but this Is substantially correct. George Creel, who 
represented the McAdoo Interests here and the Democratic 
party, not the extreme reactionary wing, but the middle-
of-the-roaders who were the supporters of Roosevelt (they 
were not nearly as progressive as Roosevelt, but they 
were supporting him In the state), George Creel got 
around 300,000, and he was under 200,000 votes behind 
Sinclair. Then there were about a half-dozen minor can-
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dldates. The sum total of all those anti-Sinclair votes 
was lesB than Sinclair's. So it was a sweeping victory-
inside the Democratic party. We did take over and control 
the convention and got a Sinclair productlon-for-use 
platform adopted, and our candidate for Lieutenant Govern-
or, Sheridan Downey, and our candidate for U.S. Senate. 

At the time, there were a number of parallel move-
ments in the state, particularly in southern California. 
One of these was the cooperative movement. I think I 
have already covered the cooperatives, but in case I 
haven't, let me just inject a paragraph here becaur-e I 
think it summarizes what they were doing. Basically they 
were doing the same thing, without state support, for 
the unemployed, that Sinclair proposed to do in a much— 
I won't say grander way—more complete manner with state 
finances on the state level. There were over a hundred 
of these cooperatives In Los Angeles County alone; I gave 
you some Idea of what they were doing in the way of har-
vesting surplus vegetables for consumption, and they had 
set up an exchange. 

On the national scale, the Federal Emergency Relief 
Administration was financing with what they called cap-
ital grants, that is grants of actual capital. Their 
economists oalled that a "side-economy" (they us£d that 
phrase a good deal) of cooperatives and colonies. They 
called them both, but the colonies were a little different 
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than the cooperatives, but they were both production-
for-use agencies. That is, they produced goods for their 
consumption rather than the general market—either for 
their own consumption or for the consumption of other 
groups of unemployed throughout the nation, who were hungry. 
These federally financed entitles, in scores of plants 
scattered all over the nation, turned out canned vegetables 
and fruits, meat, leather jackets, overalls, shoes, lumber, 
mattresses, and many other items for families on relief. 
This was growing very strong and, as near as I can remember 
now, the thing that stopped it was the opposition of the 
Chamber of Commerce to handle the production of mattresses 
for the unemployed. Thsy said that it was destroying their 
market and that the federal government would have to stop 
it. The federal government, from then on, drew in its 
horns and closed up every one of these scores and scores 
of plants all over the country and substituted for that 
the Works Progress Administration, the WPA. 

The Works Progress Administration, operating entirely 
within the framework of capitalism, went Into activities 
that were not competitive to the established order. They 
did a lot of things which the unemployed themselves said 
were absolutely indefensible; they did things that weren't 
absolute necessities. The unemployed called them "leaf-
raking." Some of the things they established, however, 
which had the effect of relieving unemployment, were very, 
very good. The Youth Conservation Corps was a wonderful 
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of youth at that time. 
Dixon: Yes, it did. I know men today who got their start 
through trades in the CCC. 
Borough: I've never found one who wasn't strong in his 
praise for it. In fact, one man who had become a success-
ful small businessman and selfrespectlng, told me, almost 
with tears in his eyes, that "it straightened me out. I 
had been in difficulties." He'd been in Jail for some-
thing, but when he got out in this environment, healthy 
work, companionship, good instructbn, and discipline, he 
said, "I came out of it ready to begin, buddy, you see." 
It's important to know that that was going on, and Sinclair 
was well aware of it. 

When he went into the EPIC movement, he wrote some-
thing about it. He didn't get into it deeply enough to 
do a careful study of this whole phase of federal activ-
ity, which nobody yet has done. If it has been done, I 
have never run onto it—not all the material brought to-
gether. Because these cooperatives were In Alabama; they 
were In Mississippi; they were in Texas; they were in 
Massachusetts; they were strung all over this country; 
they were in St. Louis. They were slaughtering beef in 
Kansas City for the unemployed. It's Just an amazing 
story and to me it's tremendously Interesting, 

I assume this material is all available from the many 
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reports, because we had reports here from the federal 
agencies on what they were accomplishing; they were send-
ing out bulletins about it. A fellow by the name of Carle-
ton, whose first name I forget, was head of an agency 
here and he got out reports. We printed some of them in 
the EPIC NEWS at the time. In these reports, they used 
words that paralleled those that Sinclair uBed. You could 
see that they were right down the Bame line as Sinclair, 
but they used a milder type of phraseology, more schol-
astic perhaps because a great many of them were social 
workers• 

I've told about the EPIC defeat and the effect it 
had on Sinclair and hiB wife Mary Craig. They were both 
enormously relieved that they had lost; they were afraid 
that they were going to win. Sinclair knew that he didn't 
have any business in the world trying to administer the 
state; It was something that was utterly alien to him. 
He had a naive Idea. He had a friend, whom I have never 
met and consequently know nothing about, to whom he was 
going to turn over the whole state administration. Maybe 
he would have made him an office manager, but he was 
going to do the work. I don't think that would have worked 
very well; I think Upton would have had to be responsible 
for the whole program if he'd been elected. 
Dixon: Why did he become so bitter about California then? 
Borough: Did he become bitter about California? Well, 
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he did lose Interest In politics at that time. 
Dixon: And he sent all of his papers to Lilly Library 
in Indiana. 
Borough: That's right. It's probably understandable 
because Upton had been unmercifully attacked and torn 
by the newspapers. The Herald-Examiner and the Los An-
geles Times and the motion picture moguls with their 
studios had thrown the whole works at him. They said he 
was godless and an atheist. They didn't, however, say he 
was personally immoral. Of course they accused him of 
being a Communist too, or a Bolshevik. They weren't able 
to fasten anything on him personally, nor were they able 
to prove that he exploited this movement as some of the 
men at that tijrae did. It was a good living for some of 
them. But that was not true of Sinclair; he put more Into 
the movement than he ever got out of it. He wrote books 
to help pay for the expenses of the campaign. Of course 
the newspaper was self-supporting. 

This gives me a chance to mention it logically; his 
public meetings were all attended by people who paid at 
the gates. They didn't come in for nothing. At every 
meeting that Sinclair addressed, the^e was a gate charge— 
an admission charge, and that's what enabled us to go all 
over the state and do these things because we didn't have 
any money except what we got out of the people. Incident-
ally, another source of revenue was bazaars and fairs; 



147 

we held huge bazaars at which people brought all of their 
old belongings—some fantastic stuff, gold ringlets, clocks, 
furniture, everything that they could drag out of a garret. 
Some of it was mighty interesting stuff; some of it was 
antique stuff. 

At one fair that we had over in a Verdugo Woodlands 
park we advertised Sinclair and a "prize-winning" stallion. 
They brought this stallion in and rode him around or drove 
him around the ring. It was really such a weird combin-
ation of events. This stallion was owned by some near 
bankrupt EPIC menber, and he was a beautiful animal. The 
animal went rearing around in front of thousands—the 
events were always tremendously well attended. After the 
stallion came on, Sinclair was driven around the track 
to the plaudits of the crowd. One of the biggest crowds 
we had was over In the Pasadena Rose Bowl—a terrific 
crowd, just Jammed. 

The end came with the drifting of the more ret;ponsible 
elements out of the movement. Sinclair tried to democratize 
the movement, (I hinted at this before.) But he dldn»t 
succeed In time to make the End Poverty League a truly 
democratic instrument, and the voice of the League Itself, 
uninhibited or uncontrolled or undirected by Sinclair or 
by Otto, his campaign manager. Sinclair and Otto, as I 
see it, had held the whiphand too long on it. I want to 
hurry to say, as I did before, that there was an excuse 
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in the beginning days of this campaign for maintaining a 
tight grip because the League was popular and the polit-
icians did want to come into it. Some of those that did 
come in were very bad, and they turned on us right off. 
Sinclair was afraid of that and so he placed in Otto's 
hands the right to determine, unless there was a tremen-
dous pro-Sinclair majority in the club, the represent-
ative of the assembly districts who sat as a voting dele-
gate In the End Poverty League, which formally controlled 
and dictated the policy. 

There were complaints about this as the campaign 
went onj there was no genuine move made to correct it, 
probably because of the desire of Sinclair and Otto to 
be sure that the thing wouldn't go wrong and also because 
we had so many things to do. We were continually rushed; 
this was a terrific campaign with a volunteer army of hun-
dreds of people in the various state headquarters. We 
moved from place to place here in Los Angeles, and we had 
so much detail that we found it hard to reorganize. 

One thing that we succeeded in doing was to democrat-
ize it to the extent that we finally gave representation 
on the executive board to organized labor. Sinclair and 
Otto at the start (this is the curious thing) were opposed 
to giving representation to organized labor on our execu-
tive board as such, because their theory was that organ-
ized labor was reactionary. It's true that it wasn't 
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Socialist, but it was our contention that many of the 
unions were not reactionary, and that the progressives 
In the labor movement could have selected people to sit 
on the board. Sinclair and Otto didn't want it, but 
finally it came to a bitter fight in which I was very 
active on the side of Introducing two representatives of 
organized labor, and we won. Sinclair and Otto both 
consented, and these two men were placed on. 

This executive board of ours, in the first instance, 
was a board primarily concerned with the management of 
the headquarters; that seemed to be its first duty. It 
was a good thing to have right from the start because it 
enabled people in the headquarters to lay before the board 
their complaints about this, that, and the other thing. 
We could clear them up in the discussion period instead 
of letting them fester underneath. 

It was largely membered by women because the women 
constituted the greater part of the working force in the 
headquarters. They served as clerks and filing people 
who handled the detail and stenography work. The women 
were mostly from middle-class families, and some were 
even from the upper middle class. In the argument over 
the admission of trade unionists to the board, I was 
amused when one woman who was embracing one of the most 
radical social philosophies that has yet been put forth 
in America turned to me and said, "But don't you think 
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if we put labor men on the committee, they would be too 
radical?" 

You know, you run into these absurdities and contra-
dictions in a campaign. And this is true of the broken-
down middle-class groups that came into our movementj 
some of them wanted EPIC to mean a complete and rapid 
means of ending the so-called capitalistic system, and 
absolutely abolishing it, and substituting for it at one 
fell swoop a socialistic system. And these same people, 
who had been environed in business out there in the world 
had no use at all for trade unions. To them they were 
a form of tyranny that they couldn't be subject to. 
Dixoni They'd been conditioned by their daddies? 
Borough: And by their own experiences in conducting their 
little businesses before these folded in the Depression. 
Dixon: Who were the two laboring men? Or do you remem-
ber? 

Borough: They're in my book, but I don't remember. They 
were not important people in the trade unions; they were 
minor officials. One of them was the representative of 
the Electrical Workers' ttalon, and I'm not sure who the 
other one was at this minute. They were minor trade union 
officials who had been active in the EPIC movement at the 
start and who wanted admission to the board to represent 
their local unions and also to stand before the public 
as an accepted representation of organized labor. They 



151 

wanted It to be understood that there was an organized 
labor segment. Later If we went on and captured the state, 
politically, the big trade unions would come over, and it 
would be possible then to get a formally selected repre-
sentation of organized labor on the executive board. 
Dixon: Now, I know that Herbert Sorrell campaigned for 
Olson. 
Borough: Oh yes, four years later he was for Olson for 
governor. Of course later, he was very mtieh involved in 
trade union activity in Hollywood. 
Dixon: Well, he was Intimately involved in the '34 strike 
in the studios. 
Borough: Yes, he was an absolutely honest, hard-hitting, 
extremely belligerent type of trade unionist. 
Dixon: I think he waB dedicated to labor. 
Borough: Absolutely dedicated. He would personally run 
any physical risk necessary on plcko-t lines or anywhere 
else if he thought he could serve the cause of organized 
labor. I haven't seen him in a long time, but I have a 
tremendous admiration for him and for his courage. It 
was just war-like. 

After the campaign was over, I quit because I felt 
that the movement had spent itself in its organized form. 
A lot of these admirers of Sinclair would hang on, and 
some would hang on because they couldn't think of any-
thing else to do. I felt that it wasn't a lost cause by 
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any means, but It was a cause that needed to be broadened 
and needed to be integrated into the wider democratic 
and labor movement that was springing up all over the 
state and the nation. There were some elements among the 
unemployed that were employed by the federal government 
(there were some Communists in that) that I thought were 
a very vital part of this picture. These unemployed 
people had evolved very soon a far-reaching program for 
taking care of the unemployed of the nation. They stated 
it very clearly, very sharply, and very unyieldingly. 

There were other elements, such as public ownership 
elements, that Sinclair didn't formally recognize. 
The whole, vast, central valley was beginning to awaken 
to the necessity of public ownership of water and power. 
Then there was the tremendous concern over the encroach-
ment upon civil liberties by the federal, the state, and 
the local governments. The demands for loyalty oaths 
and all of that aroused a tremendous number of people. 
Sinclair's position on that was all right, but he wouldn't 
make it a part of his political program. It wasn't one 
of hiB campaign planks in other words; we wanted campaign 
planks on theBe issues. In the standard speech that he 
gave, he didn't seem to see the necessity of broadening 
and including all of these other things. 

There were many issues of that kind, and what was 
left of the EPIC movement became tremendously concerned 



153 

over the fact that the Communists (they said) were trying 
to steal the movement and were edging in, infiltrating. 
Instead of attacking the broader social Issues, there was 
a very militant group which was supported by Sinclair 
through lack of understanding of the whole thing and by 
prejudice, too> that was primarily concerned in keeping 
the Communists out of control and in kicking out anyone 
that they thought was a Communist. This matter of Com-
muniBt control became a major issue in the campaign; this 
was shortly after I left it in '35. They had, belatedly, 
set under way a motion to democratize the movement, to 
make it truly representative of the various clu'ys. The 
movement had Sinclair's blessing at last. 

In '35, they had a big convention, the last big con-
vention they had; twelve hundred people were there. They 
were to formally adopt a constitution which would democ-
ratize the movement. But at the same time, they were 
greatly concerned that the Communists did not get control 
of this same convention. They were going to democratize it, 
but they didn't want anybody who they thought was a Commun-
ist to take it over. It was one of those cock-eyed things I 
But then we understand it: in the world there are people 
today who are doing the same thing. They are for a democ-
racy, but they won't have any people that they think are 
Communists surrounding them. This convention waB held 
in the downtown labor temple, and the first maneuvering 
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Involved Sinclair's decision and the decision of his backers 
that he should determine whether the credentials of those 
that wanted to attend were valid. Well, that, of course 
placed the convention entirely in his hands; any sus-
picious characters were left out in the cold. 

It was a pretty stormy convention. There were a lot 
of people on the floor, and at one point (the papers spoke 
of this, too) there were leaflets that fluttered down from 
the balcony onto this assemblage. They were Communist 
leaflets, at least they said they were. Of course, the 
enemies of the CommunistB and of Sinclair, often did these 
things. I was never able to understand whether It was a 
plant or whether they were actually Communists urging 
CommunistB to Infiltrate and take control. If they had 
been real CommunistB, I doubt if they'd have done that, 
because there is a lot of tactical wisdom in these Commun-
ist leaders. They wouldn't have been so overt about It* 
But this scared the life out of Sinclair, and so they were 
ruthless from that point on in the convention in hammer-
ing down anyone who spoke on the wrong side of an issue. 
Sheridan Downey, who had been the candidate for Lieutenant-
governor with Sinclair, threatened to throw his gavel at 
one of the men who had gotten up somewhere down in front 
and yelled, "Steam-roller, steam-roller!" So it went. 

This was the last big convention, twelve hundred 
people in attendance, and it dribbled down to nothing after 
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that, although It did maintain Borne organizational form 
and still continued to publish an EPIC News which, by 
the way, became quite sweet toward some other people out-
side of the movement. 

The thing that I felt was necessary was what I called 
a "bridge," There were many other people that felt the 
same thing, and there was a very eloquent minister, J, 
Stitt Wilson, of Berkeley, California, who had been the 
mayor of Berkeley and the chief orator in the Sinclair 
campaign, who felt the same way about it. There were 
scores of others that wanted to broaden the movement and 
include all of the important current issues and hold a 
big convention. This was the "bridge." Many people don't 
know about it, but it was the thing that resulted in the 
movement of the radical forces of the state away from what 
was left of the EPIC movement over into more democratic 
types of organization. 

We held our first big convention at the call of J. 
Stitt Wilson at Santa Monica in the Municipal Auditorium 
over the bay. A tremendous meeting. We were in doubt 
as to whether we could actually get the people. We had 
Issued a call through the TJnltec Progressive News, a news-
paper founded before the convention, by Oliver Thornton 
and myself, which embraced EPIC but also embraoed all of 
these other Issues that I've been talking about that con-
cerned labor, civil liberties, and not forgetting civil 



I 
156 

rights. Way back then In '34 and '35> we were hammering 
continuously for equal rights for the minorities. In 
our movement, there were many Negroes and many Mexican-
Americans; W'0 were an integrated movement. 

They gathered at this convention, coming from all 
over the state in their Jalopies, some of them in pretty 
good cars, but most of them in worn-out, almost broken-
down means of transportation. Everyone paid a dollar 
admission fee and sat down in this huge auditorium, I 
wondered, "Can this amorphous mass, called out from no-
where, from the comers of the state, can it ever generate 
anything like a movement? We're going to be here two 
days and can we evolve a program of action that will serve 
as a means of carrying this radical protest over into © 
broad movement of people?" 

Well, they did. I can still remember my surprise 
when they named about a dozen or more subject divisions 
for panel discussions, and announced that delegates could 
go to the panel that they wanted. I was representing the 
United Progressive News then, our weekly newspaper, and I 
moved from one of these little groups to another. I'd 
see somebody get up as soon as they got together (I wasn't 
conscious of anybody picking him) but this person would 
call the group to order and first thing you knew, they 
had a secretary. And the next thing you knew, they'd be 
sitting down and they'd be arguing about this or that. 
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There were between fifteen and twenty of those little 
groups functioning all over that hall and in outside rooms, 
and they came in with a platform and a program, 

I was particularly concerned, because this was the 
new feature that had come out of the Roosevelt administra-
tion and the unemployed organization that represented it. 
I was particularly intrigued by the program which these 
people evolved, relating to their needs; It was really 
quite remarkable. This was a new force upon the political 
scene—the union workers on the federally financed work 
projects. Hitherto, they had no voice except in the Com-
munist party which was stating their complaints. The Com-
munists were able to do things because they recognized 
bad conditions before the timid 'scairdy cats outside the 
party would. 

This panel oalled for (which is Indicative of the 
thinking of the unemployed) socially useful projects in 
place of what they called "the hillside manicuring projects 
we have experienced in the past and whioh the federal 
administration still proposes." The panel also accused 
the relief heads in Los Angeles of violating the civil 
rights of the unemployed through the use of police to 
prevent free speech, free assembly and free petition for 
redress of grievances. It condemned the selection of amy 
officers for key positions in the relief administration. 
"Exactly similar to the tactics followed In Germany pre-
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ceeding the advent of Hitler." They were very sensitive 
about this point. And they proposed that this agency (now, 
here's a honey for radical outreaching) be placed in the 
hands of democratically eleoted representatives of the um-
employed. They were going to turn the administration of 
this thing over to their own group. This sounds very 
much like an advanoed Socialist, and possibly, a Commun-
ist proposal, but it's democratic all right, no question 
about that. It proposed also "tvhat this government by 
decree be discontinued." In other words, they didn't want 
to accept an order just because it was handed down; they 
wanted to argue and disouss things with their overlords-
find out whether this was the thing they should do* The 
panel urged the convention to go on record for Congress-
man [Vito] Karcantonio•s bill for the immediate payment 
of the veterans' bonus; this was a hot issue at that time. 
Here we come down to Medicare. This was in '35—they 
demanded free medical, dental and optical care for the 
unemployed, and another good plank was the reopening of 
the sohool cafeterias In Los Angeles during the summer. 
The payment of union wages in both the consumer and pro-
ducer cooperatives—the cooperatives considered that since 
they were engaged in a holy mission, they didn't have to 
pay union wages. Of course, they were always operating 
near the margin—that was their excuse. But they didn't 
pay union wages; they overworked their help and these un-
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employed on the council said that's wrong. And they wanted 
a plank denouncing war and fascism. With Sinclair and 
his books that were printed in open shops in mind, this 
panel Insisted upon a union label upon every piece of the 
federation's literature. 

That gives a pretty good picture with what the rad-
ical Left wing of the labor movement, particularly of the 
unemployed, was concerned at that time. We hadn't been 
giving them any attention in the EPIC movement. Now, here 
was a movement that gave them attention, and they got 
their plankB in the platform. All these platform items 
were approved by the convention, but the convention it-
self rejected by a two-to-one vote a proposed plank calling 
for the creation of the "United Front," through the found-
ing of a third political party, "a labor party." This 
indicates the political wisdom of the group. 



TAPE NUMBER: IV, SIDE 2 

Speakers that represented the majority were afraid 
that this proposal for a labor party would lead to the 
defeat of Roosevelt in 1936, and they didn't want that. 
They didn't agree with him on everything, but they said, 
"We cannot afford to run that risk." 

They wanted the "united Front" all right, with every-
thing from the far Left to the near center combining, but 
they wanted to keep this "United Front" inside the Demo-
cratic party where it would help, rather than hurt, Roose-
velt. They didn't want it to go outside an a separate 
party. They wanted to continue the campaign for complete 
capture of that party, not only in California but through-
out the nation. That was their position. 

My position isn't particularly Important here, but 
I may Btate It for clarity's sake. I was dubious about 
the proposal for a labor party at that time; I was in favor 
of the ultimate founding of a third party. But I didn't 
think it was too Important at that time, so I went along. 
I was in the chair most of the time from the convention's 
beginning—I think I made the keynote speech. 

Well, we did found a new organization—we called it 
the Federation for Production for Use. We appointed an 
organization committee at the convention and the first 
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thing we knew we had a strong "federation-for-use" movement 
functioning all over California. Later it ohanged its 
name to "Federation for Political Unity" and became part 
of the upsurge that put Culbert Olson in the governor's 
chair in 1938. The most vital leadership in the EPIC 
movement, including Sinclair, came over into this movement, 
as did Stitt Wilson and many others over the state. There 
were Olson Clubs; some of the EPIC Clubs, instead of be-
coming Production-For-Use Clubs, became OlBon Clubs. 
The two joined and other elements came In, and Olson, with 
the backing of the EPIC and this up-surge, was swept into 
office In 1938, at practically the same time that Bowron 
was elected mayor of Los Angeles. 

In 1935 and 1936 the state-wide democratic movement, 
and I UBe the word democratic with a small "d," the con-
glomerate of forces that were worl Ing for progress were 
beginning to take note of municipal affairs, particularly 
in Los Angeles. I think the abuses of the police admin-
istration in the handling of strikes was one of the means 
in hastening this process of realignment around municipal 
issues. And I was caught in it. Curiously enough, I 
think my work on the Los Angeles Reoord prepared me for 
it and made me particularly sensitive to these local con-
ditions. I was alert to them and was Interested in them. 

I have always been interested in municipal politics. 
This is a criticism I have had of radicals and progressives 
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generally. They do not Interpret their philosophy in 
terms of municipal need. They don't see the connection, 
and there's a very close connection between a philosophy 
that believes in social planning on a rational-state 
level and social planning on a municipal level—social 
planning, social control, social manipulation. 

At that time the Municipal League of Los Angeles 
was a very Important organization, notwithstanding the 
fact that it had a relatively small membership. Nobody 
can give the history of progressive Los Angeles and do it 
Justice without understanding this Municipal League group, 
knowing what its program was, how it fought incessantly 
day after day, night after night, for what it believed 
to be correct. When the historian starts a really satis-
factory appraisal of Los Angeles politics, he certainly 
will begin with the Municipal League. It was founded in 
1901 by a scholarly gentleman and a great citizen of Los 
Angeles, Charles Willard. Some of his books are in the 
library—amazingly good books, too, amazingly objective 
studies of how this community came into being and some of 
the dastardly things It did toward minorities. He faced 
them (the Indians and the Chinese) right up. His position 
generally was that of an enlightened Democrat, a really 
profound Btudent of history, an honorable man. He became 
the secretary of this organization, and he succeeded in 
drawing together several hundred Independent men and women 
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for a Joint warfare on what he called (on what we all 
called In that day—It was a phrase handed to us by the 
single-taxers and we accepted it) "special privilege," 
That was a great phrase. 

If anyone's going to write the complete history of 
the Municipal League in the State of California, he'll 
have to Imow what the slngle-taxers stood for, because at 
one time they put on the ballot a single-tax initiative 
which had the business interests of this state in terror. 
They were afraid that it was going to carry and that the 
tax base would be changed, and they would have to give up 
some of the loot that they had taken over In the form of 
unearned Increment, as the slngle-taxers called it, I 
don't think Charles Wlllard was a single-taxer, but he 
succeeded In getting into the organization these inde-
pendent pien and women, and a number of them were outstand-
ing slngle-taxers. Prom the start on down, the Municipal 
League took part in every important battle against "special 
privilege" in Los Angeles. TJhder Wlllard, It was absol-
utely undeviating In its course. 

It fought for a free harbor—that is, for Los Angeles 
owning its own harbor and not surrendering the harbor to 
the Southern Pacific Railroad, which was the terrific 
issue in the early 1900's. The League fought success-
fully for It, and the harbor became the property of the 
whole people. A mud flat was taken over by the municipality, 
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and it was quite rapidly transformed into a deep anchorage 
basin for sea-going vessels. Today it is one of the great 
harbors in the world and completely self-supporting. It 
has expanded out of its own revenues and is one of the 
triumphs of municipal administration. A lot of people 
just take It for granted. They see all of this expanse 
of water, and they don't know that twenty-five or thirty 
years ago that was Just a mud flat. They don't know the 
tremendous effort and the wise planning that brought ships 
from all over the world into that place. 

While I'm on It, I want to pin this credit on another 
great Californian. I love California; it has Borne wonder-
ful men in it. They don't always express to the fullest 
degree my philosophy, but they were terrific people. Here 
was Senator Steve [Stephen M.] White, and the measure of 
the man has not been taken. A book on him has been written 
by a woman and published at Stanford university; it was 
a thesis, I think, and a very fine collection of factual 
material.* It was well written, not perhaps realizing to 
the fullest the dramatic import of some of it, but that 
Isn't important. She set the facts down in readable fashion, 
and in this factual survey she built this man into a really 
Imposing character. White fought the battles In the united 
States Senate for Los Angeles' free harbor. He was very 

* The Political Career of Stephen Mallory White, by 
Edith Dobie. 
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astute, very determined. 
Curiously enough he won, with the support of the 

Chamber of Commerce, which is regarded today as very 
reactionary and more or less in line with the special 
interests. But at that time the Chamber of Commerce was 
representative of the small enterprises—the shippers and 
so forth—and the shippers were at war with the railroad 
monopolies. They didn't want this Los Angeles harbor 
bottled up by the Southern Pacific. In their first battle, 
they wanted to bring another road, namely the Santa Pe, 
Into the harbor. Southern Pacific said that they wouldn't 
permit It, but finally the Progressives won. When they 
had established the harbor, then Santa Pe was allowed to 
come In. In that period, we had some competition in rails. 
That was one of the battles in which Wlllard was very ac-
tive . 

Incidentally, In giving the devil his just due, one 
of the stoutest defenders of privilege In other areas 
and one of the most ruthless of the "free enterprisers" 
was Harrison Gray O'cis of the Los Angeles Times. Curiously 
enough, Harrison Gray Otis fought the Southern Pacific 
with his Los Angeles Timei and came out for a free harbor. 
That's the craziest thing. He was lined up with Steve 
White on that fight. The explanation is obvious to me 
that, whatever his faults were, he probably realized that 
Los Angeles couldn't become a great city if it had a harbor 
that was owned by a private railroad company, that It had 
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to have a free harbor that could be open to the commerce 
of all the world and open to all the rails that wanted 
to get in. So he was for it. 

Willard had passed out of the picture before I came 
into the Municipal League; but he waB well known and people 
often spoke of him. I think he was still living. By the 
way, his daughter, Florence Ryerson, was a well-known 
writer at that time. Her father was not a little guy 
in the history of Los Angeles. He was one of the founders 
of progressivlsm in California. Willard was hated, but 
he was also a widely beloved character. 

I was briefly on the Municipal League Bulletin as 
Its associate-secretary in the '20's. Later in the '30's, 
the secretary of the league was the unforgettable, as I 
refer to him, Anthony Pratt. The Los Angeles Times was 
full of Anthony Pratt, and the humorous columnist, Cleave 
Jones, who wrote the city hall gossip, Just couldn't keep 
his hands off Anthony Pratt—Anthony was legitimate game. 
This columnist loved to take Anthony Pratt on and play with 
him—make fun of him. Anthony was a tall, thin fellow; 
he was waspish. He was absolutely honest; he was just a 
crusader from the tip of his toes to the top of his head. 
He couldn't be anything else but a crusader. Mostly he was 
an "anti-," too. I mean he loved to slash into those he 
called "crooks" In city government and the "dishonest" 
and the word "special privilege" was always on his lips. 
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He was p l a ^ ^nd kept in the position of secretary 
by the predomi^a influence of three or four ardent single-
taxers who were uo means crackpots. They were well-
grounded in econoi. s» I was not a single-taxer. I took 
in single-tax as a part of my overall philosophy and applied 
it to land values, but I went further in my thinking. But 
the Blngle-taxers drew the line on land, and they were 
for appropriating all the unearned increment of the land 
in the name of the people. The unearned increment of the 
land was the value which was created by the growth of society, 
and had nothing to do with the virtues or the abilities of 
the individual owner whatever. It was Just a thing that 
came out of the massing of population. Three of these 
single-taxers were very interesting men. George Briggs 
was an apartment house owner and a wealthy man who didn't 
have to work for a living because his Income was secure 
in his property ownership. Another was David Woodhead, 
the head of the Woodhead Lumber Company (l think you can 
still see the name around town). He organized the company 
and was a very able man; he was rather hot-tempered but 
very keen. Another one was Harry Farrell, who was an in-
surance agent, not so important on the economic soale as 
these other people, but an ardent single-taxer. 

These men were continuously bringing up Henry George 
and his philosophy. They were bitter enemies of any govern-
ment that granted special favors to any individual; it 
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went with their philosophy. Most of them managed to ad-
vance to the same ground held by Henry George himself; 
that is, they accepted municipal ownership. One of the 
big campaigns Henry George fought in New York City as 
candidate for mayor was in part around the issue of public 
ownership In New York City. He and a group of single-
taxers were for public ownership of all those enterprises 
which required a government franchise in order to operate. 
Take, for instance, a telephone oompany which had to be 
able to condemn rights-of-way in order to get Its wires 
and its poles up. The same thing is true of street rail-
ways and power companies. These groups required this 
Intervention and de::dal of property rights by government. 

The single-taxer was for that, but otherwise govern-
ment must keep its hands off private enterprise. A number 
of the national single-taxers were rich men but with no 
ax to grind. They wanted honest government for their own 
reasons. Pratt was their secretary, and they had a board 
that varied from twelve, thirteen, to fifteen members at 
different times. They went to work tearing the political 
crooks to pieces in Los Angeles. I came into contact 
with them early when I Joined the league. At one time I 
was on the board of directors and later became the assoc-
iate secretary with Anthony and associate editor of the 
league's Bulletin. 

In 1935* speared by the Municipal Leegue, a coalition 
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was formed of a large number of organizations and every 
progressive today in Los Angeles, if over fifty years old, 
remembers the word UOPPA. A lot of them didn't know what 
it stood for, but they knew that word because that was 
the organization that was created around the league with 
scores of other organizations, literally scores, that 
sprang up and came to usj there were little neighborhood 
groups, and various city-wide groups, political groups, 
teacher organizations—the California Classroom Federation 
was one of the groups. These groups formed this [UOPPA] 
United Organization for Progressive Political Action, 
They adopted a platform of principles and practices, and 
they held a convention in 1935 and nominated a complete 
ticket for City Council. They nominated me as council 
candidate in the thirteenth district. 

They nominated a number of other people that were 
active in politics at the time, but the outstanding one 
was Parley Parker Christensen, who had come to Los Angeles 
to live and who was a former candidate of the Farmer Labor 
Party for President of the united States. The Farmer Labor 
Party was an interesting experiment; it didn't last long. 
He didn't poll many votes, but he created quite a stir 
in the radical Left. He was a very personable fellow; 
he was tall, stately, a good orator. He lived on the east 
side in the ninth district, where he should have lived, 
and he was elected councilman. He was one of the two or 
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three progressives that were elected in that campaign. 
I'd never had any direct experience in campaigning, 

but with my wife, I went directly to the people. I didn't 
have much money; as a matte:?? of fact, money was getting 
pretty low. I had borrowed some on my property, and I 
managed to get by. We went from schoolhouse to school-
house and met people in their homes, both individually 
and collectively. And we conducted a campaign for City 
Council. 

We campaigned for the progressive causes of the time. 
We were of course interested in stopping "special privilege." 
One of the things that I attacked was the sale of the old 
Los Angeles Times Building at First and Broadway to the 
city. I charged that Councilman Tate, my opponent, had 
voted to pay $1,630,000 to the Los Angeles Times for its 
old building, equipment and land. I charged that the entire 
property was assessed at only $250,000. This was to me a 
steal. The practice was to assess property at about half 
its market value, but this seemed to be less than a quarter. 
It did seem as If the Times was getting a pretty big sum, 
and I still think it was outrageous. 

I said that Tate was the tool of the power trust and 
of the patent-paving interests. The power companies were 
trying to prevent the expansion of the municipally owned 
power enterprise. The city had built its own power dams 
along the Owens River Aqueduct, taking advantage of the 
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fall of the water. The city had bought out the Southern 
California Edison Company, which was the largest single 
company serving the people inside the city, and it was 
in the middle of a fight to take over the Los Angeles Gas 
and Electric Company's electric properties. The Times 
was, of course, opposing the city's taking over the Los 
Angeles Gas and Electric Company; they were fighting bond 
issues and trying in every way to prevent the expansion 
of a municipally owned plant. X was furious; I was very 
much opposed to the whole Times' attitude. 

The patent-paving interests were a typical issue in 
municipal politics in any government—at this period or 
at any time. There are private enterprisers that fasten 
themselves like leeches onto municipal government and 
get control of the sale of materials, supplies, and ser-
vices to the city. They usually wind up by restricting 
competition, sometimes even abolishing it, so that they 
have a lead-pipe cinch on the business. They were about 
five companies that had patents on black paving, that is, 
the asphalt material that you see on some of the streets. 
There were only two or three that had patents on the white 
material, that is, the cement paving. They had gotten the 
City Council to adopt ordinances which recognized these 
patents, and the City Council would call for bids for 
patented types of paving. This restricted the bidding to 
a very small number of competitors, and there were agree-
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ments very often between the competitors themselves as to 
who would put in the low bid. This was a particularly 
nasty type of exploitation of the people, and it made me 
sore that these nitwit councllmen would accept campaign 
funds from these fellows and then vote these ordinances. 

I had attacked this situation long before in the Los 
Angeles Record. There was absolutely no basis In fact 
for these patents; you couldn't patent these processes 
legally, because they were open. Anybody could mix the 
black stuff up to a certain consistency and then heat it 
to the sizzling point—that was the basis for one of the 
patents. As far as the other tinctures of this, that, 
and the other thing that they put into the black stuff, 
they were of no consequence whatever. The mechanical 
agitation—"Jiggling"—of the wet mix as the basis for 
the cement company patent was equally ridiculouB. Our 
contention on the Municipal League was that all the city 
needed was a good list of specifications for two typeB of 
paving—one for black paving and the other for white 
paving. Then let everybody come In and bid without any 
patent fees or license fees whatever. 

I made the campaign on that issue, and of course, 
I attacked Tate, my opponent, on all three scores because 
he was with the Times on everything. He was for paying 
them this $1,630,000; he was against reopening the case 
In any way, shape, or manner; he was against the expansion 
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of the municipal power enterprise; he was also beholden 
to the gas company, I charged, and the patent pavers too. 

Well, I campaigned, and I had a wonderful time. I 
went Into the campaign, believing as a youthful enthusiast 
that I would soon have hundreds of followers; all I would 
have to do was to get out and advertise my meetings with 
dodgers and In the local press, and the schoolhouse would 
be full of people who would come to hear me. Some of them 
would get angry, and some of them would applaud—I had a 
wonderful picture of what would happen. As a matter of 
fact, Laura and I drove around all through our district, 
and we never could manage to get the people into these 
Bchoolhouses. I had a long list of meetings all fined up, 
but very rarely were there as many as ten or fifteen who 
came out to my meetings. Only in one place, In El Sereno, 
where an editor had taken up my cause and was an ardent 
supporter, did we have a big meeting, and that was terrific. 

Toward the end of the campaign, the most important 
members of my audience were the three opposing candidates. 
They learned that under the school board's rules and reg-
ulations they had a right to address the same meeting. 
So we would go around together and address one another— 
that's what It amounted to. I remember one night there 
was nobody there except these two men and the janitor, who 
sat way back toward the door. I said3 "Well, gentlemen, 
I'll be glad to chair the meeting. You proceed first, and 
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I'll follow you." They both spoke and then they left abruptly, 
saying that they had other meetings to address, and here 
I was, left with the Janitor on my hands, so we closed 
the meeting. 

Those are the little funny things that happened in 
the people's oampaigns way down on the lower levels. Well, 
I was beaten. I got 3*000 votes, and I think Tate got 
5,000. But we made a good overall campaign in the city, 
and some of our people were elected. It was the beginning 
of what later came to be the Good Government, progressive 
alliance which elected Bowron. 

I should say here that I had a line, and I think it's 
significant because it was the progressive line that many 
others took in municipal politics. I laid it down, and 
many others followed it then, and later the Municipal 
League was sympathetic to this. In my campaign, I had 
worked out a phraseology that appealed to me as being 
pretty good. I was "for expanding the functions of mun-
icipal government all along the line." Well, that's a 
pretty broad statement, but that's where I, being a So-
cialist, stood. This is the way I thought socialism should 
be applied to local government. I didn't use the word 
"socialism," but this was social action on behalf of 
society as a whole. And I said, regarding the patent 
pavers and other parasites, that "I am against farming-
out the legitimate functions of government to private in-
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terests for private profit." I used this phrase, and I've 
used it ever Bince on down through the years. That's a 
Socialist's statement. And I said I was for full civil 
liberties, "for radical and reactionary alike." 

Now I talked this at every meeting; I never let up 
on these Issues. I said that th»« police department must 
respect these basic constitutional rights. The police were 
violating them all over the place. We think that the 
police department Is bad today, but it can't hold a candle 
to the police department that we had in earlier days. They 
JUBt rode rough-Bhod over the rights of Negroes, Mexicans, 
and radicals. They didn't pay any attention to their 
civil rights—"the minorities weren't citizens, they were 
human beings out there to be cowed and subjugated," I 
said, "There was to be no place In America for race pre-
judice or religious intolerance." 

The role of labor came very close to being a tremen-
dous issue In Los Angeles, because we had Just come out 
of the open-shop era which had been Imposed by the Los 
AngeleB Times and the merchants and manufacturers. I 
said, "I stood for labor's right to bargain collectively 
and for an increasing share of the national wealth pro-
duction, and it must be respected by every agency of govern-
ment—national, state and municipal." I got the "municipal" 
in there, too. I said an "increasing share" rather than 
"larger share," because It was my conviction that labor 
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should have an Increasing share of the national wealth. 
The increase should be in labors pocket and not in the 
pockets of the owners—that was my philosophy. 

This was in '35. I'd been in the EPIC campaign in 
'34. I was still close to EPIC, and I still thought it 
had something to say to municipal and county bodies. I 
said that local government, both city and county, should 
cooperate with the more than ninety units of the Los 
Angeles Unemployed Cooperative Movement, to feed their 
members and their members* families. Well, that's rather 
indefinite, but something might have been worked out by 
the city, although more probably that would have been the 
province of the county government. The county did try to 
work out something, but they were blocked by the business 
Interests and had to give up their program. 

While I wasn't receiving very enthusiastic attention 
from the public at large. I had some marvelous endorse-
ments from what I called highly-respected citizens and 
from all the Left-wing groups of the city, as well as from 
several important labor unions. Even the unstable Illus-
trated Daily News came out for me and endorsed me. But 
the more prosperous of the district sheets came out with 
attacks upon me as a Red. I had been in the Sinclair 
movement, and therefore I was a Red. 

I polled something more than 3*000 votes and Tate, 
the councilman, polled Just about Rouble that many. So 
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I was eliminated at the primary. Then I immediately went 
into the campaign in the finals a0. editor of the United 
Progressive News and helped elect quite an appreciable 
part of their ticket. This was really the beginning of 
the campaign to elect John Anson Ford, who was a county 
supervisor. He had been elected with the help of the 
EPICs in 193^. The election of Ford, Herbert Legg, and 
Gordon McDonough (later U.S. Congressman) 4m '34, was un-
doubtedly due to the support the EPIC movement gave them; 
we endorsed and carried them. We had a tremendous major-
ity In Los Angeles County. We really elected those fel-
lows. 

Ford had made an excellent record as a member of the 
Board of Supervisors. He was a Good Government man, pro-
gressive, and wanted to do as much as he could toward 
enlarging the sphere of activity of county government, on 
behalf of the people. He followed a modified EPIC version 
for the unemployed, putting them to work in producing things 
that they could use themselves. It was only a token system, 
but it was good as far as it went. It showed the right 
kind of attitude, but it was snuffed out by the opposition 
of the business Interests. They were afraid the system 
would begin to put out goods for the market that would 
interfere with the sale of their goods. 

A politician close to the people doesn't fare too 
well, economically; after this campaign, my funds were 
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exhausted, and I had to go to work. I couldn't go back 
on any of the dally newspapers—although as I said, I 
believed that my reportorlal ability i»as equal to the 
reportorial ability of the reporters of the time. But 
they wouldn't take a Red on the Los Angeles Herald or 
the Los Angeles Times, and even if they had offered, I 
wouldn't have accepted a Job because I just wouldn't work 
on that kind of a paper—it was impossible for me to put 
blinders on. And so I did something that I didn't want 
to do: I wouldn't like to do it today. 

I said, "Well, I guess I'll have to try to figure 
out a patronage job." Olson has been elected, and some 
other EPICs have been elected. I thought at onee of 
Orfa Jean Shontz, who had been elected in '34 to the Board 
of Equalization, It was the business of the Board of 
Equalization (aside from sitting as a court to equalize 
taxes in case of disputes, which Is still probably the 
major part of their business) to regulate the liquor traf-
fic, I applied to Orfa Jean Shontz, who was a good friend 
of mine, and I didn't apply In vain; she Immediately found 
a patronage Job for me. 

My work was to regulate the state's liquor traffic'. 
I was one of the guys that nosed around in the saloons 
to see that they were obeying the law in sundry ways. 
There were regulations that dealt with sanitation, and 
with how many drinks you should serve a man that was 
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beginning to get drunk, and things of that kind—I've even 
forgotten what all the regulations were. On the first 
day, I drove down to the State Building, parked my car 
and went upstairs, and I was assigned to an old, hardened 
liquor regulator. I rode around with him day after day, 
and we called on these dark places. We went in and chatted 
with the bartenders, and sometimes an apprehensive pro-
prietor would offer to set them up right off, afraid that 
we were going to pounce on him for something or other. 
And we'd tell him very virtuously, "No, we couldn't accept 
anything of that kind." 

That wsnt on for months and months, and every day 
I'd drag myself down there to go through this terrible 
routine. The worst part of it was not so much what we 
did in the saloons, which was hard to stand up under, but 
it was to have to talk to this ignorant dope to whom I 
was assigned. He didn't know anything about the EPIC 
movement--he'd never even heard of It. He was completely 
apolitical, and the only thing he knew was athletics and 
Bports—he knew that. All day long, I had to listen to 
this drivel of sports and then the gossip about the saloons. 

Finally, one Saturday I dropped around to the Munic-
ipal League, with which I had been associated, and I talked 
with Secretary Pratt, who was Just bubbling with excitement 
and Just rearing to go places. He said that crime and 
corruption at City Hall had gotten out of hand, and the 
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decent people of the community were beginning to cry out 
against it. The Municipal League was going to organize 
the campaign that would Just clean the city right out of 
this mire. He said that his board of directors had author-
ized quite an ambitious program of activity, and they were 
going to enlarge the monthly bulletin, which he got out. 
He said, "We want you with us—you've got to come in and 
be assistant secretary. He named the salary, which was 
less than I was getting, but I grabbed at it. 

I said, "Sure, this is where I go." And X went home 
and told Laura about it, and we were both delighted. So 
I went to work for the Municipal League. 

This was the first time that I'd ever been linked up 
with what I used to call the "reformers." In my Chicago 
social studies, the reformers were a queer breed and were 
not to be trusted entirely; they were trying to save the 
capitalist system, [laughter] i was still under the taint 
of a type of orthodoxy that I had been subjected to—which 
on the whole was good. I'm glad I was a Socialist in 
Chicago. I got well grounded in socialistic economics; 
I understood and was interested, and I'm glad of it. But 
one of the groups there, who called themselves the Im-
posslbllsts, Just literally snorted at reform and reformers. 
They were doing nothing worthwhile toward making govern-
ment honest and making it serve the existing society ef-
ficiently. That to them was misdirected energy and was 
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to be condemned absolutely. The other social concept, 
which I came to regard as sane, was that you should try 
to make yourself, and others around you, serve society 
as a whole under conditions as they are, as well as under 
conditions that may come. 

I was really Intrigued by what Anthony Pratt offered 
In the way of an exciting campaign, and so I was glad 
to get away from this loathsome daily business of going 
around to these liquor Joints and regulating their owners. 
My wife, Laura, and I were in a seventh heaven of delight. 

What we're getting ready to see in this part of my 
story—and I'm a part of the process—is a fusing of the 
reform elements with the Socialist-progressive elements 
in politics; that is, an alliance of those who were really 
wanting to effect social and economic changes and those 
who wanted to make government honest and get it out from 
under the grip of special interests which had grown up 
around government. It was really frightening what this 
town was under during the Shaw regime—the violence, the 
plotting, the conspiracies. 
Dixon: Although I still think that it should be put under 
the Joe Shaw regime rather than under the Prank Shaw regime. 
Borough: Prank had a bad record in the Board of Super-
visors, too. There again he was weak. He went along with 
Sidney Graves who was convicted of accepting a bribe in 
connection with the San Gabriel Dam project, and Shaw 
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must have known about this because he was so close to the 
picture. But never a yip of protest* Some say he even 
profited, too—I don't know about that. But Sidney Graves 
took a bribe and a big one, and he went to jail for, I 
think, twenty years. He waB sent to San Quentin Peniten-
tiary. 

The antiprlvilege and the socialist-progressive cam-
paigns really did belong together; there were advantages 
that grew out of their Joining that later, we shall see. 
I mean some of the Good Government people began to have 
broader social points of view. Ford, in his limited way, 
was a good example of the juncture of the two; he was both 
a Good Government man and he had some very fine social 
ideals. They weren't sweeping; they were gradual In approach. 
X don't know how far he would have gone, but he certainly 
was for the cooperative program in dealing with the un-
employed . 



TAPE NUMBERj V, SIDE 1 

I want to make a general statement before I get Into 
the story of the Municipal League. The Municipal League 
didn't follow the orthodox pattern of municipal leagues. 
It covered the ground that the municipal leagues covered, 
but it also went beyond and above that ground. The Mun-
icipal League of Los Angeles, founded in 1901 by Charles 
Wlllard, was concerned with something more than mere govern-
mental efficiency. That is to say, it wasn't interested 
only in the tax-payer aspect of government, in the tax-
payer getting the most for his money out of government. 
It wanted the people to get the utmost out of their gov-
ernment in many ways, such as social services, beside 
the savings in money expenditures. It took quite an 
advanced view; it's quite remarkable as I look back through 
the bulletins and Bee the ground covered. 

I'm going to give you an idea of some of those fields 
covered. The league was interested in the government serv-
ing the people outside of Just performing the ordinary 
regulatory functions of government—government restrain-
ing crime, for instance; preserving order; protecting life 
in the narrow sense of the word. It had this other broader 
point of view, and that carried it into * war on the 
forces that were preying upon government and still are, 
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of course. The new league meant to oppose "special priv-
ilege," as they called it, wherever it was to be found— 
whether that "special privilege" came from the underworld, 
the world of the poor prostitute and her exploiters and 
the subsequent corruption of the police by those exploit-
ers and other agencies of government, or whether it was 
the "special privilege" that corrupted the Board of Public 
Works by getting a favor from government through the sale 
of articles to the government without having previously 
submitted this sale to competitive bidding. 

Well, this was the kind of municipal league that I 
stepped Into, and as I said before, while some of my com-
rades in the Socialist movement in the East, would prob-
ably have said, "Oh, he's Just become a reformer," in a 
rather superior way, it didn't concern me much, I thought 
there would be a chance for some real service. It wouldn't 
cover the entire field, but it would satisfy me to quite 
an extent. 

And so I became associate secretary of the Municipal 
League. The Board left it up to Anthony and me to raise 
the necessary money. The Board had some wealthy men on 
It, but It was not going to finance this expanded activity. 
It expected us to get out and prove what Anthony said, and 
what I said also, that the people, if properly appealed 
to, would support this kind of a movement on the part of 
the League. 
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The first thing we did was to estimate a budget, and 
this gives you a proper measure of the League's strength 
in terms of finance and money. It was really pitiable— 
and laughable. We were very daring. We planned a budget, 
to cover our entire activities, of $10,000 a year. If 
we could do that, we could perform pretty efficiently and 
in a telling sort of way. $10,000 a year gave $50 a week 
to Secretary Pratt, and $50 a week to me, and $25 a week 
to the League's secretary, Miss Andr£, as we called her. 
Although she was married and had a child six years old, 
she was still MIBS Andr£ around the League, which is the 
way women at that time used to emphasize the fact that 
they were equal to men in status; they weren't "Mrs." 
They didn't belong to somebody else; they were standing 
on their own. 

That would not only pay our salaries but would pay 
our modest office rent. We had a one-room office up in 
the Bradbury Building, that fantastic structure still 
standing at the corner of Third and Broadway. It's 
really in its way a beautiful building. It's absolutely 
uneconomical, I should say, from the point of view of finan-
cial rstum. It's wide open in the middle, and you see 
way up to the roof and these various floors are protected 
by grilled fences, and they are quite fancy in design. 
The elevators are old-fashioned and still interesting 
objects to look at, a reminder of bygone days. They go 
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very slowly, but they get you there. We had a room 
there, and we were to get out a once-a-month bulletin. 

Being a newspaperman, and I think rather tactful, I 
was immediately able to get across the idea of a complete 
change in the format of the bulletin. This Is Interest-
ing because it shows what I and some of the sfest of us had 
in mind. The original bulletin, that hod run for years, 
was this kind of a sheet; it was a terribly crowded little 
folder—Just a series of small items. There was no way 
of playing the news and exciting the public. Headlines 
like SCRUTINIZE THEIR RECORDS don't mean anything, par-
ticularly. It was all right for the League leaders, but 
you couldn't expect the general public to get excited over 
that. So when I came In (Anthony went along) I liked to 
play with type; I still do—I've forgotten most of what I 
knew about it. We got out a bulletin that had some char-
acter to It—with contrast of black space and white space. 
We had the contents right on the front page and in the 
inside we had heads that were somewhat like newspaper heads. 
Some of them were good newspaper heads. 

I was convinced that there were many people in Los 
Angeles who would support this new kind of a municipal 
league. Strictly on purely business grounds, the business 
element wanted the greatest return for their money from 
vested government, in a low tax rate and consequently an 
efficient administering of affairs. Most of those who 
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were in the Municipal League stayed with us. 
Under this broader program of service to the entire 

community and in making government function in a true 
democratic way, we brought in some very interesting people. 
They were the cream of Los Angeles people who were inter-
ested in politics at that time. 

After I'd been there a year and after we got our new 
program into effect, we brought in on the Board of Direc-
tors Mrs. Lloyd Melvin Smith. Sh- was a very wealthy 
woman. They called her a "do-gooder," but she was more 
than Just a conventional "do-gooder." She believed in peace 
and honest government, and she was active I She didn't 
merely say that she believed in things—she put out her 
money to help things. She came in and became a contrib-
utor. One of her sons is very active now; I think he's 
active in the Civil Liberties Union. That was one type. 

Then we had J. Prank Burke, who owned a radio sta-
tion, on the Board; we had Jesse Lee Corley, who was one 
of the outstanding figures in the Methodist ministry here 
and held a very responsible position In the over-all 
Methodist organization of the southwest. We had Stanley 
Mosk, later Attorney General of California (1967, Justice 
of State Conference Court), who really got his training 
as a cub-polltlco by turning out reports for the Municipal 
League. And then we had Franz Sachse, who was a lawyer 
and a very keen young fellow, the son of Richard Sachse, 
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who at that time was Chief Engineer of the California State 
Railroad Commission—a very able man. Rose Segure, a very 
attractive young social worker and George Warmer, Jr., 
who was a minister in the southwest section of the city and 
the son of one of the most prominent Methodists in the 
southland, George Warmer, Sr., who had a big church in 
Santa Ana. He came out for the unemployed cooperatives 
and did a lot of work to sustain the activities of the 
cooperative in Santa Ana; it was an exceptionally large 
one. Topping the list, so far as intellectual standing is 
concerned, was Dn Franklin Fearing of the University of 
California, whose wife was also a very prominent person 
in the psychology field—in social work of some kind. 

Then there was Dr. E. P. Ryland, who alone is remem-
bered by thousands; he died only a few years ago at a very 
advanced age. He was for many years the secretary of the 
Los Angeles Church Federation; that's the organization 
that represents the Federal Council of Churches—not, 
excuse the phrase, the fundamentalist nuts over to one 
side, not the extremists who were racist and fascist in 
their whole attitude toward life—but these members, as 
they said, followed the Judeo-Christian tradition and were 
real believers in the brotherhood of man. All of these 
Methodists that I've mentioned were ardent social-action-
ists. Maybe they didn't all openly endorse socialism, 
but they were very close to it. Their point of view was 
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definitely social at all times. They said that the church's 
fundamental obligation was to be active in politics and 
in social affairs. That, then, was the character of the 
board. 

There was one man, Michael Rudolph, a wonderful fel-
low, who later became president of the Executive Board. 
In his earlier life, curiously enough, he had been a 
pugilist] he'd come up that way. He then took up the 
study of law and became a lawyer, but was not too success-
ful because he was rather radical in his point of view 
and somewhat radical in his public utterances. But he was 
an excellent man and a man of courage. 

With that board, we were able to start out on a pro-
gram that embraced issues that were very satisfying to 
me and still are today; I wouldn't mind working on an organ-
ization where, if I were younger, I could do such things. 
We took a position on ten major issues at that time. We 
held them and hammered on them, and we attacked anything 
that got in the way of the success of these .Issues through 
formal action of the League and by publication in the 
Bulletin. For instance, we took a position on public 
'ttilities. It's important to know where the League stood 
on these ten points. 

We said that we were :0or the operation at cost of 
the present publicly owned utilities with no diversion 
of surpluses. We didn't think that the surpluses should 
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go Into the coffers of the general government to help 
defray taxes. If there were any surpluses, they should be 
held inside the utility and should go toward the reduction 
of rates. We thought that the rate-payer was the man who 
ought to get the benefit of any efficiency. We were at 
war with the Los Angeles City Council on that score, be-
cause the City Council was always insisting that the De-
partment of Water and Power, particularly the power de-
partment, should turn over millions of dollars every year 
to the general city government to help to defray the costs 
of government. But our position was that the surpluses 
Should be held there and the rates lowered as a result of 
It. 

We were for the development of the publicly owned 
Los Angeles harbor by adequate rentals on the harbor, and 
we stressed adequate rentals because we were at war with 
the low rentals that they were giving certain business 
firms. We claimed that was special privilege because those 
lands were very valuable, and the business firms should 
pay well for it. 

We had a program on electoral reform. 
On tax reform we were adamant against sales taxes, 

and whenever that matter came up before the City Council 
or before the State Legislature, we fulminated against 
sales taxes and pressured our representatives In these 
various bodies to try to get them rejected or reduced. 
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We were for an adequate flood-control program, but 
there again we were not orthodox. At that time, we thought 
that flood control should go back Into the mountains and 
stop the floods at their source, If possible, by the 
erection of brush dams or similar small structures which 
would encourage the growth of brush and trees in the high 
canyons. We said that if that were done in all the can-
yons, it would greatly reduce the flood hazard. We pointed 
to one experiment which we claimed was successful in Haines 
Canyon, over in the area of the San Fernando Valley— 
It's off Foothill Boulevard. We made a survey of that 
and found that brush had grown up when properly encouraged 
behind little rock dams which we said should be built. 
The resulting slowing down of the flow had cut erosion 
and made it possible to prevent very heavy rushes of water 
in the lower areas. 

We were for education. I was partly responsible for 
this because I was in very close contact with the classroom 
teachers—not the upper administrators, I didn't care for 
them because they were manipulated by the Board of Education, 
The Board was then completely under the control of the re-
actionaries. (This is not the case now, I want to say 
hurriedly. The present Board of Education is the best 
board, whether you agree with it at all times or not, that 
we have had in the more than fifty years that I've been 
here. It really tops them all in intelligence and social 
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point of view.) We said that education should be provided 
with equal opportunities for all. We had In mind, even 
then, the minority groups. This was the important thing, 
and we stressed this and had to fight for it. 

We believed in intellectual and cultural freedom for 
both pupil and teacher, and we wanted this school board 
to get over its idea that it could put blinders on the 
teachers and blinders on the pupils, who, we thought, 
had a right to know. We fought for the right of the stu-
dents and the teachers to see such magazines as The Nation, 
the New Republic, and even the more radical ones. We said, 
"These belong in the school libraries, and you've got to 
stop excluding them." But not then—that meant war—these 
magazines were all "communist." They were not to be read 
by good people, and the students, if they read them, would 
become contaminated by them. 

In that connection (I think that this 1b quite remark-
able, If you look at it Just from the point of view of 
today, not knowing the environing circumstances) we said 
that the teachers through their organizations ehould 
have the right, not to absolutely dictate, but to suggest 
the curriculum and the textbooks that were to be used. 
We olaimed that educators had a better idea of those things 
than people on the Board of Education who didn't have this 
cultural background and intimacy with the materials that 
were used in educating. So we held out for It, and we had 
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the support of all the intelligent university people at 
the time—the progressives. But the board absolutely 
blocked us on this score. They fought it; they picked 
up a phrase, "teachers' councils," which a very famous 
educator who wrote about the Chicago schools, Dr. George 
Counts, had used. He had advooated the same thing in 
Chicago. He said that "teachers' councils" should be 
the dominating body in determining curriculum, and not 
the political appointees. We took the same position. 

Dr. Counts wrote an objective critique on Russian 
education; he thought he saw things there that were im-
portant, and he wrote a tremendous book on It. His most 
important book was the book on the Chicago school system, 
which was terrific. He was a defender of Ella Flagg Young, 
who was a v^ry advanced educator—a very oourageous and 
brilliant woman. She was the superintendent of schoolB 
In Chicago and was under fire continuously from the reac-
tionaries and from the Chicago Tribune and the other reac-
tionary newspapers. 

My position In the Los Angeles Municipal League brought 
me into contact with the rank-and-file teachers that were 
organized in the Classroom Teacher Federation. They didn't 
have a union at that time; the union came slightly later 
and supplanted the Classroom Teacher Federation. They 
were for all these advanced ideas in education, and they 
were, as was to be expected, ardently engaged in protecting 
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their rights under civil service, particularly tenure. 
This was important for the freedom of the teachers, because 
teachers were being ousted from positions or prevented 
from rising because their ideas didn't correspond to the 
ideas of the dominant powers on the Board of Education 
and their tools, the top administrators. 

The teacher element was numerically our biggest single 
group of supporters. They were not only Interested in 
schools but they were interested in the city. They were 
Interested in recreation; they were Interested in public 
ownership. They took advanced views on all these things, 
and they went with the League on these Issues and were 
with the League in its opposition to corrupt government. 
They came Into the League (while I was there) in large 
numbers. There were several hundred of them. 

On civil rights, we took and held a position—way 
back then, twenty or thirty years ago or more—in favor 
of absolute freedom of opinion, of speech, of the press 
and of assembly. In public works we had a position, al-
though I didn't know it then, that was to be instrumental 
in putting into effect "no privilege" in the Public Works 
Department, The position that we took on transportation 
was advanced—it still 1b. (Nobody takes it today.) We 
were for the elimination of private monopoly in transport-
ation; that meant public ownership of every bit of trans-
portation we could get. 
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We clashed with the police administration on the 
ground that they were hampering the lawful activities of 
organized labor under the collective bargaining provis-
ions of the National Labor Relations Act. We attacked 
the alliances of the underworld with government, which 
could be clearly demonstrated and were demonstrated. 
We were against the lawless enforcement of the law. We 
said that the police officers had to operate completely 
within the law and have the proper writs before they 
could search houses or arrest people. That was the gen-
eral program, and then there were many special things 
that grew out of it. 

One must consider the membership of the League to 
get a complete picture of what this little League did In 
this town and how much it stirred up. To be rather amazed 
at it, one must remember that this was a town that was 
well over a half-million and rapidly approaching a mil-
lion in the '30's. At the peak of our success, while I 
was still with the League, we had between five hundred 
and a thousand members. It may have run over a thousand 
toward the end. 

When we sent out our appeal for support, we got it 
in the form of dollar memberships, five-dollar sustain-
ing memberships, and a special life membership for ten 
dollars. Anthony and I had to work to get the money 
before we could work on the Job; we went around every 
month to make sure we had our budget. We got a lot of 
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the return through the mail; the teachers would send In 
their checks and a great many of these teachers were 
sustaining members. 

But we had to go out and get our contributions from 
our more influential friends who wouldn't remember to send 
in checks. I had to go to John R. Richards, who was a 
wealthy stockbroker and also a bond salesman. He had a 
big bond house downtown. He was a former Bob LaPollette 
follower in his youth, and while he was in college In 
Wisconsin, he stumped the state for Bob. Richards was 
an ardent progressive and a great believer in public owner-
ship. When he came out here, he was put on the Water and 
Power Commission because of his friendship for public 
ownership. Every month I'd go up, and we'd get a good 
check from him. We'd go down in the downtown district 
and pick up the checks—five dollars, ten dollars, twenty 
dollars; it would take us almost a week to get this money 

Carey McWilliams, who's now editor of The Nation, 
was a lawyer, not too successful and not by any means 
rich, but when I called at his office, he always had that 
checkbook out right off. He would have a sardonic smile 
on his face and never would say much. Carey was not a 
talker, but you knew he was your friend. 

Curiously enough we did have friends who belonged 
to the plunderbund, but they were decent people never-
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thelass. They didn't believe in the things the plunder-
bund did, but for business reasons they had to go along 
with it. I remember there was a member of a powerful 
legal firm (I won't mention the name) that was very close 
to the Los Angeles Times. It was a three-member firm. 
I would go up there, and this fellow always knew what I 
was there for. His secretary would look at me disdain-
fully, "Ah, there's that Municipal League nutl He's come 
around here again," 

But Just as soon as she would announce me, he would 
come out, all beaming, and say to his secretary curtly, 
as if to cut her, "Make out that check for so-and-so." 
I used to get a kick out of him; he was a great guy and a 
very good attorney too. That's the kind of an organiz-
ation that I went to work for. 

It was at the end of '35 when we really got into it. 
The first thing that brought us into an all-out battle 
was a great campaign. But before I go into that, I should 
say a word about Anthony. Anthony Pratt was an Interest-
ing character. He was a man of dauntless courage; he was 
self-righteous, no question about that. He was negative— 
he was a natural-born "aginer." He definitely had in 
mind where he was going, because he was an ardent single-
taxer. But In lo^al activity he spent most of his time 
attacking. There were some phases of government that 
were good and should have been defended, but those didn't 
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Interest Anthony—he wanted to nail the hides of the 
enemies of the people, and so he was everlastingly at it. 
He beoame the butt of ridicule of all the newspapers, and 
of the Los Angeles Times in particular. They had a funny 
column written by Cleave Jones called "The Bandwagon," 
and they used to write Anthony up every once in a while. 
They called him "Two-Gun Tony," and they pictured him, 
blazing away with both guns at the City Council and the 
Board of Supervisors. Anyway, it was fun to work with 
him. 

The first thing we did, and what occupied all of the 
attention of the whole staff, was the election of the mayor 
in 1935. The Shaw government was already very corrupt, 
from our point of view, and we were attacking it. The 
League was convinced of corruption, and other progressive 
groups were already in existence, created in the first 
instance by the Sinclair movement. They had come down in 
the form of various organizations from that; it was only 
two or three years away. I was active in the Municipal 
League, because I had come out of these movements—the 
Sinclair movement, the Production-For-Use movement, and 
the Federation for Political tftiity, which was state-wide 
but which also had a very vital interest in municipal 
government. When I went over to the Municipal League, I 
found the League was not adverse to contacting these groups. 
As a matter of fact, it took the lead in forming an alliance 
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of all of progressive labor and other rebellious groupB 
that existed in the city, the largest of which was the 
Federation for Political Unity, had come down from the 
Sinclair movement. Uhder the League leadership, an organ-
ization of one hundred or more local civic and political 
groups—all of definite progressive trends—were brought 
together under the name of the United Organizations for 
Progressive Political Action. This was the beginning of 
the whole movement that finally swept Shaw out of office. 

In the first case, the united Organizations for Pro-
gressive Political Action met and after surveying the field 
and without any hesitancy, picked John Anson Ford as their 
candidate for mayor. They ran him in '35* and it was a 
strong campaign. We had a lot of support from the Good 
Government people. There was support from all of the pro-
gressives in the Democratic party. We came perilously 
near electing Ford; Shaw defeated him, but not by a very 
heavy majority—around 30,000, as I recall. Some people 
were pretty depressed by this defeat of a man who was 
outstanding in public life; he was then, and kept on being, 
an outstanding one, both on the point of honesty and on 
the point of sympathy for the ills of the people, and his 
desire generally to do good in politics. 

I took the position that this wasn't a defeat—this 
was a victory! I called attention to the heavy vote that 
we cast and to all of the money that had been spent against 
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UB, I said, "This is the beginning of a movement which 
will sweep Shaw out of office." Generally people thought 
that this was Just the optimism of a crackpot—many did 
at any rate. I put it this way In the Bulletin, and this 
was the way most of us ardent progressives felt at that 
time, those that were really active. It was true of the 
League membership, too. "The League membership," I said, 
"does not accept as final the status quo but believes 
in many different ways in a world and in a city destined 
for better things. The League membership is not defeat-
ist. It believes in the potentialities of humanity. It 
rejects pessimism as a disease of the Individual spirit 
and the social will of man." I was full of that kind of 
thing, and I guess I am now, although perhaps I'm not quite 
so verbose in stating it. 

We set out to destroy the Shaw spoils system and 
its evils, such as the award of county and city and school 
c ontracts without competitive bidding—the "exploitation" 
subsidies that went to the Chamber of Commerce and the 
Ail-Year Club. These funds totaled over a million dollars 
a year and were taken right out of the tax-payers' pock-
ets and turned over to private organizations to exploit 
the community. The businessman's contention was that this 
subsidy comes back to the community because it brings 
business here. But we said that the primary beneficiar-
ies were the businessmen who got the money, and they 
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shouldn't get that money from taxes. We were blocked, 
thoughj they kept on. Sometime later, they were stopped 
for a time, as I remember it. We were opposed to the 
patent-pavers and the po&er trust; we wanted public owner-
ship; we were opposed to the police department's inter-
mesh with the underworld and the brutal treatment of pris-
oners in the city Jail; the denial of the constitutional 
rights of organized labor to picket and of radicals to 
peacably assemble. That was our campaign program. 

Ford had been elected with EPIC support to the Board 
of Supervisors in '3^; he was willing to run. He didn't 
have to give up his Job on the Board to do it. Ford was 
a member of the Mount Hollywood Congregational Church— 
he still is. He's retired now, but he's active in his 
various "do-gooder" lines, and I use those words without 
reflecting on him. He was a Christian pacifist, or as I 
always said, near-pacifist. He had convictions; I didn't 
know exactly how far he went. In office he had been alert 
and had worked toeliminate "special interest" controls. 
He had a long list of accomplishments at the end of the 
two years—they were really very imposing. His secretary, 
Ed Stickney, compiled them from the official records and 
they couldn't be denied. The "special-Interest" super-
visors had fought him on every one of them, but he took 
the leadership and had the support of two other super-
visors. In this way he got most of them through. He was 
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always for an efficient and a self-respecting civil ser-
vice . 

In the first instance, what drew him close to us was 
that he tried to put into effect a county version (as he 
thought it was, and as It was to a certain extent) of the 
EPIC program for producing goods for use and not for profit— 
for the benefit of the people on relief. That program got 
under way, and it lasted for some time. The people on 
relief turned out food and clothing and some other items 
for their own consumption—not .?or profit. But the busi-
ness interests ganged up against it, and it finally died. 
Ford didn't want it to die, but it had to. 

A fact important in his background, but which he 
himself doesn't refer to very often, is that in the EPIC 
campaign he was completely broke. He had been an adver-
tising man and had an agency here that was quite success-
ful. The Depression came and just wiped him out, and he 
had utterly no Income, During this campaign, he and his 
family were near hunger; he had a son and a wife, The 
campaign was conducted entirely by volunteers, who worked 
hard for him. He had a big office downtown that he had 
gotten for nothing, I used to go with him to a little 
skid row type of restaurant on Main Street, dow»< near 
Sixth as I remember it. He'd buy a stale doughnut and a 
cup of coffee, and that was all he could afford for his 
noon lunch. He would say, "Rube, I'm not coming here 
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Just to show you how these people live, I come here be-
cause I have to come here." He was that close to actual 
suffering. When he got elected, things were different. 
He was frugal, and he built himself up financially in an 
honorable way, I'm sure. 

One thing that was rather unfortunate about the cam-
paign, as far as John was concerned (I told him that to 
his face, so I know that there's no harm in saying it 
here) was that in this campaign, Shaw and his hireling 
corruptionists never faced the Issues with Ford—they 
never did. Ford was continuously talking the issues of 
munioipal government, and he stated his position forth-
rlghtly. They never attacked that position by word; they 
never attempted to attack his record on the Board of Super-
visors because it was a good one. He was honest; he was 
unassailable—there's no question about it. We, in the 
Municipal League, watched him closely for those two years; 
we didn't want that guy to go bad on us, because we and 
all the progressive's had supported him. He didn't go bad— 
he stuck to his guns. 

But an atrocious thing occurred, and this is the 
history of Los Angeles politics—Los Angeles is not an 
exception to the rule. Thry Red-baited him; that's all 
they did. The Times, the Herald, and the Examiner ran 
story after story about John's "Communist" alliances. 
They just kept it up. As I said later, it was regrettable 
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and it was wrong. The worst part of it was that it was a 
traumatic experience for Johnj he never got over it. He 
became sensitive to this so-called Red menace, and for the 
rest of his political life he was always afraid of being 
too close to people who might be dubbed as Reds. When 
delegations would appear before the Board of Supervisors 
for various matters, he was skittish—he wasn't forth-
right In handling their matters. It's too bad because 
that's the only thing I have against him. 

John was defeated, but not badly; Shaw got 171,415 
votes and Ford got 144,522. I still think that was a 
tremendous victory, when you consider that we had no 
money. We had a tremendous grass-roots organization of 
people, and they did it. They got this vote together. 
In an editorial, we on the League said this wasn't a de-
feat; this was a victory. It was Just a skirmish and 
the war was still on and the war would be won. Right off 
In this editorial, we said we've got to get organized now 
for the next campaign, four years from now. That's the 
job—get ready because we can do it. And so we proceeded 
to do it. 

Every week we held a noon banquet at a moderately 
priced restaurant downtown, and at those banquets some 
very eminent citizens would come to address us. These 
leaders In the progressive movement covered ground that 
was not covered in any other public forum. The subjects 



205 

covered were of regional or city-wide, rather than nation-
wide interests, and so the choice of speakers was somewhat 
limited. 

For instance, we got such people as Philip Dunne, 
who was the chairman of the Motion Picture Democratic 
Committee, and cochairman of the Screen Writers Guild; 
he addressed us on the plight of California's migrant work-
ers. Mr. Dunne, whom I knew fairly well, was a charming 
person of high-grade Intelligence. He was the son of the 
humorist Peter Finley Dunne of Chicago fame, who created 
the character of "Mr. Dooley." Phil was the author of 
Suez and other film successes, and he was a very good pub-
lic speaker. He and other motion picture people who were 
socially very responsive had interested themselves In 
the plight of California's migrant workers. They made 
trips up into the country and some of the more well-to-do 
had raised money and sent food into these depressed areas. 
The migrant workers were out of wd.rk and were unable to 
find Jobs; they were actually hungry. The condition of 
the camps was atrocious, and Dunne was attacking these camps, 
which were owned by the large ranchers. 

Carey McWilliams, who was then a Los Angeles attorney 
and who had been appointed by Governor Culbert Olson as 
the State Director of Immigration and Housing, came to 
us on one occasion and talked on the "Feudal Origins of 
California's Land Tenure." He was writing a book on that 
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subject, and It's an excellent and a very Interesting study. 
I don't remember whether it's under that exact title, but 
that was the title he gave at that time.* The California 
land tenure system is utterly un-American. Our American 
system is the Lincoln "homestead," because Lincoln was 
the father of the Homestead Act in the »60's, which threw 
the land open to the people at no cost. They took pos-
session of the vacant land, and In that way we built up 
the broad, democratic base for our economy and for our 
political structure. 

But this was not true in California—the land came 
down from these big feudal lords, the "rancheros," and so 
the land never got distributed as generally as it did in 
the West and in the Midwest on the Great Plains. This 
was something you could always feel if you came direct 
from the West. You never had the feel of the democratic 
Midwest in California because there was no base for it. 
The orange growers that I knew brought money out with themj 
they invested and became pretty well-to-do under a tarlff-
protected system. But, it didn't correspond socially to 
what happened in the Midwest, and the ideas of the Calif-
ornia orange growers, for instance, were utterly unlike 
the ideas of the Midwest farmer. The California orange 
grower was a conservative, a dyed-in-the-wool Republican, 
and the Midwest farmer, particularly in the Plains areas, 

* Factories in the Field, by Carey McWllliams. 
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was very deeply dyed with social radicalism. 
Dixon: The California orange grower was a man who had 
to have at least eight years of money behind him because 
it takes that long for the orange tree to produce. 
Borough: That's right. The farmer in the Midwest had a 
one-season orop. He could plant his grain, and If he had 
a good year and the prices were anywhere near decent, he 
could make a living. He was probably desperately poor 
because of interest rates and freight rates (this was what 
he was kicking about), but nevertheless, he established 
a foothold on the land. Many could establish a foothold 
on the land in the Midwest, but they couldn't do it here. 

Then we had Richard Sachse, who spoke to us on the 
public utility rates in California. He was a very vlgor-
our progressive; he was on the State Railroad Commission, 
always hammering for lower rates and attacking the basis 
of evaluation for the corporations. He was very skillful 
at that. Good old Dr. Ryland presided at that meeting. 

There were scores of meetings of that kind, and they 
were well attended. We'd have over a hundred people at 
a luncheon in one of these relatively Bmall cafeterias. 
Part of the time we went to Clifton's Cafeteria, not the 
one on Broadway with the grottoes, but the other one that's 
closed up now. That, I guess, is a good enough picture 
of the Municipal League. Now I want to get into the 
beginning phases of the campaign. 



TAPE NUMBER: V, SIDE 2 

The defeat of Ford In the 1935 mayoralty election 
was just one more important and dramatic incident in this 
war against what we In the Municipal League called "priv-
ilege." There were some other very interesting aspects 
of this struggle. Here is where Fletcher Bowron comes on 
to the scene. At that time, he was a Judge of the Los 
Angeles County Superior Court, He had been an appointee 
of former Governor Friend W. Richardson, an old-guard 
Republican—a reactionary, we called him, Bowron had 
served as his private secretary up in Sacramento, I 
remember Bowron vaguely, and not too clearly, as a reporter 
working on the county courthouse beat at the same time In 
the early '20's as I was. He was not like the other 
reporters; he was maybe a little shy. At any rate, he 
didn't gang up with them very well. 

When I would go into the press room at the court-
house to phone in my stories to the Record, there would be 
five or six of them playing poker around a table. It was 
a perpetual succession; they sat there all the time. The 
heads of the newspapers ranted about this, but they weren't 
able to do anything about it. I never went in there when 
I didn't see a game going. They were able to keep the 
poker game going because they "syndicated" the news, as 
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they called it. They would pick one guy to go around and 
cover the hot spots, and he'd get the news for all of them. 
They'd then put it in their own language. Well, this 
was anathema to the city editors of various papers—the 
Times, the Herald, the Examiner, the Express, and the Record. 
Fletcher Bowron was never in the poker games. I used to 
see him over at the side, bending over a book, which I 
found was a law book. He was studying law then, and 
later he took the bar examination and became an attorney. 

This man Bowron was one of three men who now became 
important figures in this local drama. The other two 
were; Dr. John P. Buckley, a Hollywood dentist and a 
pretty well-to-do-man; and Clifford Clinton, who was the 
owner of the fantastic cafeteria which advertised that its 
patrons "dined free if not pleased." He got out a little 
pamphlet which lay on many of the tables (I saw them when 
I went in there) called "Food for Thought," and they ad-
vertised the fact that if there was any criticism of the 
food, you didn't have to pay for your meal. I guess there 
weren't very many criticisms. It was a low-priced res-
taurant, and generally the food was satisfactory. 

The third man, Dr. Buckley, was Impelled to action 
by an action of Judge Bowron. Early in his career, Bowron 
said, "There Is only one way to stop corruption and this 
Is by the forthright action of an honest grand Jury." 
This was his conviction and more or less his general 
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attitude toward crime through his entire public career. 
He had been appointed by the presiding Judge of the Super-
ior Court to impanel and advise the 1934 County Grand Jury, 
and this was his golden opportunity. He set out to make 
sure that the nineteen members of this Jury were free 
from any strings with \olitics and business. They always 
had been; there was no question about it. The panels were 
rigged in one way or another. Bowron decided that the 
panel from which the nineteen Jury members were picked 
should be made up of citizens without any of these hidden 
alignments. I forget how many panel members there were— 
a hundred or something—from which the nineteen were to 
be chosen. They were made up of lists submitted by the 
other Judges of the Superior Courte These names were 
put in a revolving wheel, the wheel was turned, and then 
the clerk would pull out a name. The first nineteen, if 
they qualified, were supposed to be members of the Jury. 

So Bowron said that to make sure we got an honest 
Jury, he was going to purge the lists. He didn't have 
any confidence in his fellow Judges. As a matter of fact, 
he knew that more than half of those fellow Judges (as we 
on the Record had found out way back and had substantiated 
it on the Municipal League) had been elected in part by 
funds which were contributed by the slot-machine king of 
the community. They accepted his money and didn't ques-
tion it. It went into their funds, and they were elected 
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on that. The slot machines operated only because the 
public officials permitted them to operate. The District 
Attorney was sympathetic and didn't bother them, and the 
judges were also sympathetic. 

Bowron submitted the complete list of the panel to 
various public bodies, civic organizations, and other 
citizens that he knew were committed to good government. 
He Just peddled these lists out and said, "Go to it. 
Find out what you can find out about these men. Trace 
their family connections, their business connections. 
Let me know what there is to know about them." And they 
did. 

The Municipal League got its list, of course, and 
we went through it and blackballed a number of these pros-
pective panel members. Curiously enough, we blackballed 
two or three of them on the ground that they belonged to 
what we called the "tax-subsidized" Chamber of Commerce. 
That's the Chamber that got the money and spent part of 
it for exploitation. They were preying on the public in 
this, and we said that this was corrupt—they were getting 
money they didn't deserve. I was in doubt whether Bowron 
would think that the Chamber of Commerce fell in the same 
class as these other specially favored individuals. 

Judge Bowron's grand Jury selected this dentist, Dr. 
Buckley, as foreman, and it promptly indicted for perjury 
District Attorney Buron Fitts, who was the crony and pet 
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of the Los Angeles Times. In addition the grand Jury-
accused him of "misconduct in office;" that's a general 
phrase, but it was punishable. After it had done that, 
the grand Jury directed its attention to city government, 
and it went after the patent-paving monopoly—that's the 
group that I'd been after while I was on the Los Angeles 
Record. The Municipal League, by the way, had estimated 
that these patent pavers had oollected an absolutely un-
justifiable quarter of a million dollars in excess profits 
from the city's property owners by virtue of this monopoly. 
We printed that fact. After the grand Jury had documented 
these charges of corruption and of exploitation of the city 
government by the patent pavers, it summoned the fifteen 
members of the Los Angeles City Council before it. They 
were so scared by the threat of exposure that they willingly 
agreed to do what the grand Jury asked them to do. The 
grand Jury asked them to cancel the patent-paving license 
agreements that were in effect. They said, "Ch, yes, we'll 
do that." Then the grand Jury called Mayor Shaw before it 
because his signature had to be on the cancellation ordi-
nances to make them effective, and he said, "Oh, yes, I'll 
sign." As soon as the council was away from the grand 
Jury, they promptly forgot about their pledge, and the 
mayor was greatly relieved because he didn't have to sign 
the cancellation ordinances. The City Council at that time 
was very safely, and I use the word advisedly, In the 
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hands of the patent pavers. A strong majority was indebted 
to them in one way or other and would vote against the 
cancellation of these special licenses. They were for 
the license agreements. 

Now, Dr, Buckley, who had been campaigning against 
Fitts, losts Fitts was re-elected over a reform candidate 
that we ran, Judge Harlan 0. Palmer, who was the editor 
and publisher of the Hollywood Citizen. But this Just 
started Buckley. His defeat angered him, and he went all 
over the city to tell about the corruption. He was so 
angry about it that I was sometimes afraid for him. He'd 
stand before an audience, and he'd get all flush-faced. 
His eyes would burn. Once he said that he was going to 
keep going until every citizen in Los Angeles knows the 
truth about these crooks. He was a very inflammable in-
dividual, a professional man, but he got worked up over 
this situation and kept himself worked up over it. 

Clifford Clinton was Just as Indomitable as Dr. 
Buckley, but he waB a quiet fellow. When he was on the 
1934 grand jury, he had made a report on commercial vice 
and the pay-offs, but he wasn't able to get a majority of 
the members of the Jury to sign it. So he submitted it 
to the Judge as a minority report. A minority report 
didn't have any standing and didn't have to be recognized, 
but Clinton, in his daring manner, released the minority 
report. This minority report on vice and gambling was 
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printed and circulated all over the city. 
This infuriated the underworld, their political de-

fenders, and others. They struck back, and Clinton made 
a report as to what happened following the publication of 
this minority report. The retaliation by these interests 
that had been hit, included (I quote his exact language 
because it's rather picturesque) "Jallings and beatings, 
stonings, threats, bribes, trallings, spying, false-charges, 
distribution of malicious literature, incitation of labor 
troubles within businesses owned by members of the minor-
ity group." He was speaking chiefly of himself because 
he ran a non-union place. (Although he claimed that his 
men didn't want to belong to a union because they were "all 
members of a great big family and were treated so nicely.") 
"In addition, we we^e cited for contempt, but," he said, 
"always our charges of corruption were ignored." That's 
true; they never answered the charges of corruption. 
They struck back In other ways. 

In the fall of 1937 while Clinton was in the midst 
of this crusade against vice and gambling, his home at 
the corner of Los Fellz and Western (he doesn't own it 
now—he sold it, but for years he lived there in a big 
home) was dynamited. According to his own story, the 
dynamite blew out the side of the house; the underneath 
rafterB were blown up; the floor was buckled, and splinters 
were embedded in the walls. It was a real dynamiting all 
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right. ThlngB were getting pretty hot. The press was 
getting very excited, both pro and con, over this fight. 

The Municipal League was in the middle of it, and we 
had an odd and interesting experience on the Board of 
Directors. There was a woman who was active in club and 
social circles (I >;on't use her name because her son is a 
university professor someplace, and he's involved). I'll 
call her Mrs. X. She had come on the Board of Directors 
of the Municipal League as a progressive, and she was 
shrewd and pretty well informed. Whenever I needed sup-
port on the Board for something that I wanted the Board 
to do, I would often go to her, and she would support my 
progressive proposals. In fact, she was always urging 
action on the part of the League, not just mere resol-
utions. She wanted us to take positions. She was radical 
in her approach. She was an attractive woman. She was a 
widow and had three children. The oldest one was either 
going to college or was soon to go to college. 

I got a tip to the effect that she was a spy. As 
we used to say when I was a boy, "You could have knocked 
me over with a feather." Here was one of my most ardent 
supporters on the League; she waB always on the progres-
slve Bide. I said, "Well, this is nonsense." But I thought 
I should Inform Secretary Pratt and Dr. Ryland, who was 
then the president. I said, "This is nonsense 1 What we 
should do is confront her with this charge in private, 
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and of coarse she'll deny It and that'll be all there'll 
be to it, because it's obviously ridiculous." 

We arranged a private session, and she was not embar-
rassed and was not In the least bit Indignant. She just 
smiled and confessed that she had been turning in reports 
on League activities and its meetings for many months 
to an interested agency. She didn't disclose which it 
was, but we later found out that it was a public utility 
corporation which was interested In government affairs, 
particularly in transportation matters. They were cover-
ing the field for the whole reactionary group of busi-
ness interests and, more or less, linked in with the reac-
tionary police department. They were keeping tab on the 
"radicals" in the community, as they called them. 

Mrs. X agreed right off to resign from the Board. 
Furthermore, and I half believe It, she said that she was 
"sorry to have to resign because I have really enjoyed 
this League work." If you can imagine a person so divided 
against herself, I think she was telling the truth and 
that she was a progressive, but she was obligated to turn 
in these reports. Her reports were factual; they were 
not vicious. Later I saw some of the reports that she 
turned in, and they were pure statement of fact as to 
what occurred. But the corporate interests probably wanted 
to know all of the intimate details of what was going on 
at the board meetings of an organization like the Munic-
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lpal League. Not very long after that, I learned that 
two of her sons and her daughter were working in other 
areas of social-political life, doing the same thing; 
they too were paid informers. The whole family—Madame X, 
her daughter, and her two sons—were all making money by 
turning in these reports on various organizations. They 
were kept busy going from organization to organization, 
and they belonged to many. 

The son had belonged to the EPIC movement and kept 
his connection with other progressive groups that followed. 
He was a brilliant fellow. I became very fond of him; 
we went to meetings together. He was highly intelligent 
and became a very successful professor in the English 
department of a certain university. He wrote a brochure 
on the poetry of the Elizabethan period, or some way-
back period. It was presumed to be quite a masterpiece. 
This Is a curious world! This fellow supported himself 
by stool pigeoning, and yet went up in the university 
world and became something special in a scholastic way. 

The two ardent propagandists and crusaders, Clinton 
and Buckley, were the outstanding figures in this predawn 
agitation. The two of them were fortunate in having the 
assistance of Chief James E. Davis, who was the head of 
Shaw's police department. He didn't mean to give them 
assistance, but he did. He was so corrupt and so out-
spoken in his advocacy of everything that spelled repres-
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sion and decency, as I see it, that he became a number one 
argument for replacing the Shaw regime which was respon-
sible for him. Shaw had been pressured to get rid of him 
on the basis of his performance, but he refused to do it. 
He probably didn't dare do it because he was under obli-
gation. 

Anyone who goes back into that time (Davis died in 
19^0) will have two vivid images of him. He was a "taw-
dry pulpiteer," as I called him, and he was always rant-
ing against radicalism and always pleading for God, home, 
and native land—these were stock approaches of his. He'd 
go before a woman's club, once or twice before they got 
tired of him. He was a pulpiteer and a propagandist of 
his views. He couldn't keep off the platform. By the way, 
one of his favorite groups to address was the Daughters 
of the American Revolution; there he could really go to 
town and they loved him. Now the others weren't really 
in love with him; they took him, I guess, because they 
almost had to. 

He was also noted, if not notorious, as a crack 
pistol Bhot, and this is one thing that seems to run 
through these extreme rightists—they all seem to love 
to handle weapons. Once for a group of newspaper men 
(I was one of them) he took one of his trusted lieuten-
ants, posted him out on the lot of the police headquarters 
at Elyslan Park, and had the lieutenant put a lighted 
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cigarette In his mouth. Then from a hundred feet away, I 
forget the exact distance, he pulled his pistol and shot 
the burning tip off the cigarette. He always found a 
lieutenant to do it. Davis knew me, but he had no use 
for me. He was contemptuous of me. He suggested that I 
go step out and hold a cigarette in my mouth. I said, 
"Oh, no I" I remember that very definitely—I wasn't going 
to trust myself to his steady arm. But that was the kind 
of a chap he was—he was an exhibitionist. 

And he was against reformers of both kinds. He stood 
for a wide-open town, as did the big business interests, 
who thought it was good for business. He was for the 
underworld; he was absolutely for the status quo. He 
wanted the town kept as it was—wide open and open shop— 
and he didn't make any bones about it. He would say that 
he was for these things and argue about them. The take-
off from the underworld was terrific. State Attorney 
General Webb came down here, and he reported that the 
town was a lush pasture for every form of crooked gamb-
ling, He said it was the mecca of big-time gamblers from 
the East that the amount taken in by bookmaking and mech-
anical contrivances--slot machines, he meant—exceeded 
the $26,000,000 taken in annually in San Francisco, which 
was thought to be bad enough. 

On the labor front, Davis arousod the opposition 
of the entire labor movement. In 1934 (this is a very 
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memorable event; I wrote the story for one of the papers) 
he sent five hundred policemen down to San Pedro harbor 
to smash the maritime strike. He didn't go about It half-
heartedly, eitherI 
Dixon; They did the same thing in the Hollywood strike. 
Borough: Yes, that came too. Very, very, very bloody. 
Herb Sorrell knows that story; he was right in the middle 
of it. 

At the harbor they already had paid thugs whose 
business it was to suppress the Btrikers, and they were 
privately mobilized. Davis moved in and instituted a reign 
of terror with his five hundred men. They Illegally ar-
rested workers on the streets; they roughed them up, and 
when they got them to jail they unmercifully beat them 
up. The Illustrated Dally News wrote that twenty persons 
were so badly beaten behind the walls of the police sta-
tion that they required hospitalization. Of these, three 
lad limbs broken by the simple process of holding an arm 
or a leg over a chair and snapping it. They were very 
nice gentlemen, these cops! It was, of course, notorious, 
the evidence was indisputable—they did it. 

There was a captain of the'bed Squad," William P. 
Hynes, whom we called "Red" Hynes. Herb Klein and all 
the labor men at that time know about him, and Hynes coop-
erated with the employers in a plan for union disruption. 
Now, there's no question that this plan existed. It was 
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exposed in a Uhited States Senate Subcommittee Report on 
Labor and Education; the committee was popularly known as 
the Civil Liberties Committee. It was headed by Senator 
Robert M. LaFollette, Jr., and the committee came out 
here. Prom 1935 to 1939, the committee went all over the 
United States investigating the illegal use of force in 
the suppression of strikes* After four years of inves-
tigation, they issued a report that (this was in the title 
of the volume) was supposed to be a survey of "labor spies, 
strikebreakers, strikebreaking agencies, oppressive armed 
guards, and industrial munitions." By "industrial mun-
itions," they meant sawed-off shotguns, tear gas, and so 
forth, which were part of the armory of the employers in 
meeting the strikers' demonstrations. 

The subcommittee arrived In Los Angeles In 1937* 
and its investigation showed that Chief Davis of the police 
department was a promoter through Red Hynes, his lieu-
tenant, of a so-called "Plan of Operation of Undercover 
Operatives in the Organizing Campaign of the Oil Workers' 
Union." That was the exact title of the report used by 
the LaFollette committee; they, in turn, were quoting 
the document of one of these employers, detailing this 
plan. According to this report, one of Captain Hynes' 
duties was to ride herd (this is an ironical situation) 
over the strikebreaking agencies' spies, thugs, and 
agents provocateurs. In other words, they went to the help 
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of the employers to make sure that these spies employed 
by them were really on the Job and doing their work. 
According to the document which was placed in evidence 
by the subcommittee, "Captain H." (that's Captain Hynes) 
"will vouch for the fact that agents always bend every 
effort to disrupt the union and close the case as quickly 
as possible. They do not string out the Job (that is, of 
disrupting the unions)." They didn't want to string it 
out, "as there are many concerns in need of their ser-
vices at the present time." 

This was Hynes' business to see to it that these 
spies really did a good job, and he reported to the em-
ployers, so that the employers could be sure that the 
spies and thugs were really earning their money, smash-
ing heads and disrupting the unions. 

The LaPollette committee's report showed that Chief 
Davis was a staunch advocate of tear gas as the "modern 
method" (he used this word) of dealing with pickots and 
their sympathizers. But, curiously enough, the editor 
of the Times was not quite sure that DaviB was correct 
in this; he was a little dubious as to whether tear gas 
should be used. There's a little humor In this thing, 
but this is necessary background to know why labor—par-
ticularly the labor of the Left, the CIO element—was so 
quick to want to go into action against Shaw. 

Davis* department went one step further to carry out 
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its program of surveillance and intimidation against their 
political enemies. They created an intelligence unit of 
investigators., which was something apart from the Red 
Squad. The Intelligence unit's business really was to 
protect the special administration of Mayor Shaw; it was 
really to protect Mayor Shaw and the politicians from 
attacks by "radicals and crackpots." At the head of this 
Intelligence unit, they placed Earl Kynette who later was 
proved to be a psychopath. Kynette established a sur-
veillance of Raymond. Raymond was Clinton's investigator; 
Clinton had hired him to go around and dig out the facts 
about the underworld. It was Kynette's business to follow 
him up, find out everything he could about him, and report 
to the Chief. In a trial in the Superior Court, Davis 
said under oath that "the investigation of the radical 
groups In the community is a legitimate part of the in-
telligence unit's job, just the same as it is the business 
of similar groups to investigate conditions inimical to 
the national government." 

In other words, this was defended as the legitimate 
function of the government: to go around and find out what 
the enemies of the administration were "plotting and 
planning," and the City Council turned over money without 
any question. The League found that in three years, '34, 
'37j '38, this intelligence unit spent nearly a quarter 
of a million dollars of the taxpayers' money. In carry-
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Ing out Its work, it tapped telephone wires; it made dic-
taphone records—some of them obviously for blackmail 
purposes. They caught businessmen in embarrassing sit-
uations; it had the stuff and then it had them—they 
couldn't resist. They Bhadowed suspects night and day. 
That shadowing business was morale devastating—you know 
you're being shadowed. Sixty dossiers with information on 
the Intimate affairs and private lives of public offic-
ials and prominent citizens were later found in the pos-
session of Captain Kynette. 

Then they beat up a driver of a vegetable wagon, who 
tipped off the fact that this intelligence unit had a Bpy 
post across :?rom the home of Harry Raymond. Later, on 
the morning of January 14, when Raymond went into hie 
garage, unlocked It and stepped into his car, a bomb ex-
ploded. His body was cut by more than a hundred metal 
fragments, and his arm and leg were fractured. He was sent 
to the hospital and lingered between life and death for 
days. This was the final act of violence by the Kynette 
group, and this was the thing that later landed Kynette 
in the penitentiary for twenty years. 

This explosion of violence set the community going, 
and there was an Immediate response on the part of the 
Good Government people. The Municipal League took the 
lead in this; I take part credit for the League, because 
I was active in It and know. The Lee/sue was adamant in 
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its position that there should now be a vast city-wide 
movement. It summoned together representatives of civic, 
political, labor, professional and religious groupB for 
a meeting in the big downtown First Methodist Church. 
This was the beginning of the recall movement. This meet-
ing was to become the so-called "Committee of Twenty-
five," whose business it was to launch a mass membership 
Federation for Civic Betterment. That was the big organ-
ization of progressives and labor people that the Munic-
ipal League was responsible for starting. I was in the 
middle of it; I was secretary of the initial meeting. 
Dr. Roy Smith, the pastor of thy First Methodist Church, 
was the first chairman of the Committee of Twenty-five. 
The Committee of Twenty-five met and issued a call; the 
response was certainly amazing. We organized this Feder-
ation for Civic Betterment. Labor's Nonpartisan League 
came in; local groups of all kinds came in. 

The churches were very important—the Methodists par-
ticularly. I have before me the names of some of these 
marvelous Methodist ministers who had courage and social 
intelligence enough to join in this thing. Aside from 
Dr. Smith, who was a first-rate intellect and a very 
eloquent preacher, there was Dr. Leonard Oechsli, super-
intendent of the Los Angeles district of the Methodist 
church, who was with us from the start. There was Dr. 
Ryland, who was the chairman of the Municipal League's 
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Board of Directors at the time, and Floyd Seaman, minister 
of the East Side Grace Methodist Church, which was a sort 
of a gathering point for working-class people. Aaron 
A. Heist was from a Methodist pulpit in the Los Angeles 
harbor district of Wilmington. Later, for many years, 
he was the director of the southern California branch 
of the American Civil Liberties union. 

From the start, we had labor's Nonpartisan League. 
Don Healey, who was a quick-witted and ready-tongued 
young individual with an engaging manner, represented this 
group in our Federation for Civic Betterment. He was one 
of the most effective of the speakers. This first call 
was redly something that worried me. When we got into 
session of this first Committee of Twenty-five, there 
were the labor leaders and the church people; neither 
had been used to working together. I remember that I 
felt pretty uneasy because the labor unions often talked 
in pretty direct and sometimes uncouth language that I 
was sure sounded too radical to these good church people. 
When the church people talked, I could almost hear some 
of my labor leader friends, having in mind some of these 
Idealistic utterances, say, "Oh, what the hell! They're 
beating up our boys. What are you talking all of this 
idealistic stuff for?" 

These two groups started sitting down together and 
did come together. One of the things that helped was 
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the camaraderie of Dr. Smith and Dr. Oechsli on the one 
side and Don Healey on the other. They seemed to hit it 
off together pretty well. Smith was pretty clever, pretty 
all-embracing in his manner, and Don liked him. It wasn't 
long before they were going fishing together and calling 
one another "Roy" and "Don." 

At the mass meeting in March, 1938, we announced the 
recall movement. We had to circulate petitions, but I'm 
not going to go Into the details of that. We did secure 
the necessary number of signatures by largely unpaid 
circulators; I think Clinton did have, some paid circulators 
out. We had to get 64,000 valid signatures, which is what 
we got. 

At the critical period in the campaign for circul-
ation of petitions, some of us were "beginning to doubt 
whether we'd ever be able to make it, and we appealed to 
G. Bromley Oxnanj who had founded the racially integrated 
Church of All Nations, to come to Los Angeles. He was 
then bishop of Omaha in the Midwest, He came and his 
name was pretty important. The First Methodist Church, 
where we held the big meeting, was Just Jam-packed, He 
made a very eloquent address for good government and for 
going on with this fight. We rallied and got nearly all 
of the rest of the signatures. Then Clinton came across 
with the necessary money, and we got the few thousand that 
were still necessary. 
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Dixon: Wasn't Robert Noble mixed up In this, too? 
Borough: Yes, he was in the recall movement. He was a 
kind of dissenter. He was a part of it; he was one of 
the voices of protest. We had several individuals who 
were, oh let me say, on the crack-pot fringe* 
Dixon: I know he marched into Shaw's office one time with 
a large contingent and read him off right. 
Borough: That's right. He would do that sort of thing; 
however, Noble didn't carry great weight with the formally 
organized movement because we were always a little afraid 
of his instability and we also didn't like his exhibition-
ism. We were afraid that he might ham the movement. Don 
Healey and the Nonpartisan League fellows were quite crit-
ical of these exhibitionists; they didn't want too much 
of that. 

After we were sure that we were going to have a recall 
election, the question came up as to who was going to be 
our candidate. This was the first struggle within the 
movement that consisted of labor people and Good Govern-
ment people. Most of us in the Federation and our Com-
mittee of Twenty-five were for Supervisor John AnBon Ford, 
At the start, Clinton, as was Buckley, was for Mayor 
Bowron as the candidate; they wanted to draft him. The 
Committee of Twenty-five was in favor of Ford by a very 
strong majority. Ford had been in office as a County 
Supervisor two years and had made a good record. We 
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wanted him to run for mayor because he was the strongest 
candidate. "The progressives can get back of him; the 
labor people feel comfortable in his presence—so let's 
nominate him." We went to him and tried to draft him. 

As I said, Bowron was the favorite of Dr. Buckley and 
of Clinton. They were adamant. "We want Bowron," they 
said. "Ford's too radical. We don't want a radical. 
We can't win with a radical." The idea of Ford being 
radical is very funny, but that's the way they looked at 
it. 

We went to Ford and demanded that he run, and he said, 
"Well, I'll think about it." But he decided that he'd 
run again for the Board of Supervisors, that he wasn't 
going to desert that post. So we were up against the 
necessity of selecting somebody else. There were a host 
of contenders; among them was Samuel W. Yorty, who was 
then an assemblyman and who by that time had built up 
a reputation as being a fiery young progressive up in 
Sacramento, who advocated all of the progressive measures 
and who fought the reactionary enemies of the people, 
tooth and nail. The majority of the Committee of Twenty-
five was lined up for Yorty. 

The question as to who was to be supported, follow-
ing our democratic procedure, was to be decided at a mass 
meeting of the whole Federation for Civic Betterment. 
This was a meeting attended by several hundred people. 
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It was very exciting because there were two factions. 
Clinton was represented at the meeting with his group for 
Bowron, and we were for Yorty. There was prolonged de-
bate, an acrimonious debate. An outsider could have 
drawn the quick conclusion that this was the end of the 
recall movement; it looked pretty bad. But Clinton would 
absolutely not give in and neither would Buckley. They 
would not consent to Yorty. 

Finally I got on the floor, intending to make a opeech 
for Yorty, and then, I don't know why, the whole picture 
came to me and I could see the recall movement going up 
In smoke. I decided while I was on my feet that I was going 
to urge that we compromise and come out for Bowron and win. 
I made my specch. I said, "We can win. It isn't what we 
want," I then used some language I don't think Bowron 
ever liked, "We can support him. He doesn't represent 
our point of view, but we can pressure him, and we can 
educate him on these issues that we are vitally concerned 
with," This was the tone of my speech. It certainly 
was not welcome to Bowron, but it carried the crowd. 

Don Healoy got up and I thought that he was going to 
counter me—he's going to say, "No, we can't do this! 
We can't take this fellow Bowron." But when he got up, 
his first words were, "Well, I'm going to surprise you. 
In fact I'm going to surprise myself. I'm going to urge 
the endorsement of Judge Bowron," He went on point by 
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point and supported my position. The result was that by 
an overwhelming majority we endorsed Bowron that night. 

Samuel Yorty was furious w'en they carried the news 
to him in the Alexandria Hotel; he said, "It's another 
Communist plot." Those were his exact words. He was half 
teed up; he was waiting for the news to celebrate his vic-
tory with some of his cronies at the Alexandria Hotel. 
Dixon: He hasn't changed much. 
Borough: No, he hasn't. That's where he started in 
wrong. From that day on, he ftas been a Red-baiter, and 
he gradually shifted over to the Right. Now he hasn't 
got a shred of those old progressive principles left in 
him, not one shred. I've searched the records and his 
public utterances recently in an attempt to find just 
one little indication that he has anything like the psych-
ology that Sam Yorty had when he was in the legislature. 
There isn't any; there's a complete reversal of character. 
I can't understand how that can be. Of course, he Isn't 
a very Intelligent man. You can tell that by the way he 
jumbles things. 

In spite of every prediction of the press and the op-
position of the big newspapers, all of whom except for 
the Dally News were opposed to us, we won an overwhelming 
victory at the polls. The people just rose up and went 
to the polls, and voted this crooked Shaw administration 
out. It was a tremendous victory and, of course, was very 
exciting for all of us. 
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Anyone studying the politics of this community— 
the county and the city—and particularly of this time 
of which we are speaking, would have to emphasize the move-
ments and play down, more than the newspapers do and the 
politicians themselves do, the importance of the "pol-
itician" as a moving force, as a generating force. In 
this period that we're talking about—the period in which 
Mayor Shaw was recalled and Bowron elected--there had 
been quite a long period of agitation and education. 

As I said earlier, John Anson Ford was the figure 
around which this revolt against corruption, against the 
dominance of special Interests in government, took place. 
He was th* acknowledged leader. There were others, but 
he was outstanding. He was outstanding for a number of 
reasons, but perhaps the main reason was that John, un-
like Bowron who later led the Good Government forces, 
had a capacity for rallying around him the support of 
large numbers of people, organizations, common folk, church 
people, and labor unions. His kindly, personal attitude 
was probably the reason for that, as well as his high 
intelligence and his civic conscience. I didn't always 

* NOTE: See Appendix for a chapter from Reuben W. 
Borough's unpublished autobiography, "Mayor Bowron, 
Governor Olson," giving additional material. 
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agree with John in his politics later, but he had that 
from the start and that was his big asset. 

Two years before Bowron was elected, Ford ran and was 
defeated. But he was defeated by what we thought a small 
number of votes, some 30,000 in this huge upturn. The 
progressive forces, the church forces, all of these forces 
supported him, and when the Federation for Civic Better-
ment, of which I spoke before, was formed, their first 
choice was for Ford. He was acceptrbl: to most of the 
church forces and the labor forces, but he was not accept-
able to the conservative business elements that had now 
arisen and vrere coming Into this revolt against govern-
mental corruption in Los Angeles. They would not take 
him. Dr. John Buckley, who was the head of the grand jury, 
at one time said, "We can't take him." Clifford Clinton 
said, "He's too radical—he's too far to the Left." I 
think they used that term even then, but that was the sense 
of It. The Federation for Civic Betterment, although It 
voted to support Ford, had to back down before this op-
position. Ford eliminated himself by refusing to run for 
mayor and said he was going to run again for the Board of 
Supervisors, and so we had to find a candidate. The Buckley 
candidate was Bowron, who had been the judge that had 
appointed him to head the famous grand jury that exposed 
political corruption, underworld Influences, and the spec-
ial interest controls In city government, particularly 
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the patent pavers. 
Bowron's name was presented at a meeting of the Com-

mittee of Twenty-five; this was J;he executive body of the 
Federation for Civic Betterment. The Federation for 
Civic Betterment, which was the largest single factor in 
the whole movement at that time, was not inclined to ac-
cept him. There was a great debate that night and finally, 
realizing the seriousness of the possible split, as 
chairman of the Committee of Twenty-five I got up and to 
my own surprise urged a compromise. Don Healey, who 
was one of the most vocal of the labor representatives, 
surprised me and (he mid later) surprised himself by also 
urging a compromise. The compromise was accepted by a 
substantial majority. The convention of the Federation 
for Civic Betterment was held on August 8, 1938. This 
was the endorsing convention, the convention of popular 
forces mobilized against Shaw. It was the campaign. 
However the newspapers may have intentionally or uninten-
tionally confused the facts, this was the movement. It 
was not a leader-led movement; it was not a leader-in-
spired or leader-created movement. 

I want to take time here to put in some substan-
tiating material about the members of this committee. In 
the Federation, there were three hundred and fifty civic, 
labor, and church groups. I may have said this before, 
but it will bear saying again—the Methodist Church was 
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very active and Important. The chairman of the Committee 
of Twenty-five, which was the executive board of the fed-
eration, was Dr. Leonard Oechsli. He was also the Dis-
trict Superintendent of the Methodist church, a very im-
portant position in the Southwest. The other members on 
this board included pastors of the Methodist church, the 
Christian church, the Baptist church, the Presbyterian 
church, and a rabbi of a Jewish synagogue. In addition, 
there were representatives of the Municipal League; the 
Christian Youth Council, as a subsidiary group; the League 
of Women Shoppers, not a very strong organization but made 
up of a few very belligerent women who were out attack-
ing high prices; and Labor's Nonpartisan League, of which 
Healey and others were the official representatives. 
Dixon: I notice the absence of Catholic representation. 
Was there a reason for this, or do you know? 
Borough: The?e was no reason. There was no known op-
position on the part of the Catholic church or Its leaders 
to this movement. There was no known support for Shaw 
from this group; they were not tied into him in any way 
that we ever knew. They simply seemed to be on the side-
lines—apathetic, uncommitted and uninterested in the whole 
thing. The Catholic church was not awake to it as the 
Protestant churches and the Jewish community were. The 
Jewish community was very, very active; they were very 
much interested in it. There were also representatives of 
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the colored people. We had a number of very fine Negro 
representatives down among the rank and file. The women 
were particularly active. Mrs, jesBe Terry was very 
Important and was later appointed by Bowron to one of the 
commissions. 

Clifford Clinton created an organization called CIVTC: 
Citizen's Independent Vice Investigating Committee. His 
group was in the Federation, and there was a progressive 
lawyers* group—I don't know If they had a name, but they 
were linked together. The Civil Liberties Union was a 
member, and then the well-known women's league, the Women's 
International League for Peace and Freedom came into It 
too. That was founded by Jane Addams (along with other 
well-known women) twenty-three years before, and it has 
had a continuous life in Los Angeles down to the present 
(My wife is now an active member of the Pasadena branch.). 
We had a number of very important motion picture people 
who were active In politics. Many of them were very 
active in an organization in support of the Loyalist cause 
in Spain which was then under fire and had been. Well I'd 
say this Is a pretty broad segment of the population when 
they got together, the widest diversity of groups that I've 
ever seen in a political situation. And so, when they 
spoke, it really meant something in the community. 

The day after Bowron was accepted by the Federation, 
about twocr three hundred of us orowded into his chambers 
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and told him that we had drafted him. He didn't seem to 
be particularly pleased; he wasn't particularly hankering 
for the Job. I think he wanted it, but he said to him-
self, "Why am I leaving the security of the bench to go 
to this political venture?" Although he had gone on record 
so strongly against political corruption that it would 
have been difficult for him not to accept the challenge. 
But he finally accepted, and as he looked over this crowd, 
for some reason or other he singled me out. I guess I 
was one of the leaders that he was a little bit dubious 
about—myself and some of the labor leaders—but he picked 
me out and made a statement. In substance he said, "I 
am not coming into this campaign to conduct a class war," 
striking at me and the labor forces. He wanted us to 
know that he was not going to take part in any sort of 
movement that would lead to friction between capital and 
labor; he was going to be very strong about that. 

He picked me right out of the crowd and said, "Do 
you understand that, Rube?" And I nodded. 

It was only a few days after that that he had to 
issue a statement, because what he had said would have 
been devastating to the labor forces and perhaps was stronger 
than he Intended it to be. His statement was published. 
This is his statement. I don't know If he ever regretted 
making it or not—maybe not at the time, but he may now 
look back and wonder how he ever made such a statement. 
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Yet, it was a very simple statement of the el3mental rights 
of organized labor. But if you knew the temper of thiB 
town, it had been for years so absolutely antllabor that 
even this sounded radical. 

"I believe," he said, "thoroughly in the right of 
collective bargaining. I believe in the right of workers 
to organize in unions of their own choosing. I believe in 
the inalienable right of organized labor to strike and 
picket without Illegal interference from the police depart-
ment." The labor forces and our group as a whole had 
charged that the Shaw administration was doing just that; 
they were illegally interfering with the right to picket. 
Then he went on, "it Is time that big business learn that 
collective bargaining is the order of the day and that no 
longer can workingmen be beaten and intimidated by such 
organizations as the Red Squad." We had been attacking 
the Red Squad in the campaign. That statement and other 
statements that followed helped unify labor behind him; 
they wanted very much to because of their very bitter 
antipathy to Shaw, whose police had beaten up the workers 
down in San Pedro and other places. I don't want to go 
Into too great detail on the campaign itself. We had to 
circulate petitions to get 64,000 legal signatures. We 
started out very strongly and very enthusiastically, and 
the petitions rolled In. Then there was a dull period 
when it looked as if we would not get the signatures. 
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The volunteer forces kind of flattened out temporarily. 
We were 4,000 shy of the necessary 64,000 when we reached 
this desperation point, and the date set for the election, 
September 16, 1938, was near at hand. 

Credit should here be given to Clinton, because 
Clinton came forth with the money necessary to get more 
or less trained petition circulators into the field. We 
got the 4,000 so we were on the way. The campaign was a 
bitter campaign, but Bowron won overwhelmingly. It was 
a terrific victory. 
Dixon: Bowron had no other, I suppose you'd say, pre-
election opposition except Ford? 
Borough: Well, that Isn't quite true. I'm glad you raised 
this because this is important. The progressives In the 
Federation for Civic Betterment had swung to Sam Yorty, 
and he was then the hope of the progressive forces. He 
was a young assemblyman, very progressive, very courageous 
In the assembly, and had made a good record. In fact he 
was the leader of the progressive forces up there [Sacra-
mento]. It looked as though he was a :-eal timber. His 
name had been endorsed by a number of Federation leaders. 
Clinton and Buckley, by this time, were no longer members 
of the Federation for Civic Betterment. Clinton had his 
own separate organization: CIVIC. But they were there 
that night, and they were invited to take part. They ex-
pressed opposition to Yorty. They said, "He's too young 
and he's too radical'. He couldn't win." They hung on for 



240 

Bowron. That was when I and Don Healey urged a compromise. 
Bowron was nominated by a very substantial majority and 
then the nomination was made unanimous. 

There is an additional story, not too well known. 
Sam was waiting to hear the news of his nomination over 
in his room in the Alexandria Hotel. When he waB told that 
Bowron had got it, he said that he was a "victim of a Com-
munist plot." 

The next thing I should tell is the thing that I 
know about personally; I went back to my work on the Mun-
icipal League Bulletin as the associate secretary and 
associate editor, and was very much elated over the tre-
mendous Bowron victory and determined that we on the League 
would take advantage of the prestige that we'd gained in 
the campaign. It was acknowledged that we were the key 
group; we Btarted the whole thing. If anybody says that 
isn't true, it's just because he has no knowledge of the 
facts or willfully misrepresents them. The League had 
been in the forefront of the fight for Ford and had 
gathered all of these other groups around him. They were 
ready to go but the League precipitated it. I thought, 
"Well, we've done a good Job. Now we can grow a little." 

I liked my work on the League. I didn't get very 
much pay, but at that time it was more than it would 
sound like today. But I managed to get along, and it was 
the kind of work I liked. We were studying government. 
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We were studying these special interest groups and were 
protesting against them. We were studying racial and all 
kinds of social relations in the city. 

Not very long after the election, I got the call from 
the mayor's office; his secretary said that he wanted to 
see me. I went up to the office and I thought naturally 
that he had some program of his that he was going to tip 
off to me, or that he was going to give me some material 
for a story. He called me Into his private office and 
said, "Rube, I'm going to appoint you to the Board of 
Public Works." No one had ever told me they were con-
sidering putting me on the Board of Public Works. I 
understood later that some of the labor people had learned 
about it, but they kept it mum, so it was a complete sur-
prise. 

Before I tell how Bowron submitted my name to the 
Council and how it was rejected several times before it 
was f'nally approved by the Council, I should say that 
this campaign to elect Bowron was inextricably connected 
with the campaign to elect Culbert Olson governor of Cal-
ifornia. The same forces under a different guise that 
elected Bowron gathered to elect Olson. These state-wide 
groups came down from the Sinclair campaign of 193*1. The 
people that explain history in terms of personal lead-
ership fail UB. You could no more have elected Bowron 
mayor of the City of Los Angeles without this original 
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upsurge in favor of Upton Sinclair, curiously enough, than 
you could save a snowball in hell. It wouldn't have been 
possible. The original Sinclair campaign in '34 loosened 
and freed from political partisanship hundreds of thousands 
of people and sot them adrift. Most of them were tempor-
arily enrolled in the Democratic party—thanks to Sinclair, 
who was a "Democrat." But they were not orthodox, old-
line Democrats; they were very deeply tinged with social-
ism and with socialistic idealism. New Dealism accen-
tuated all of those welfare state activities. This was 
part of our doctrine in the Sinclair campaign and in the 
campaigns that followed. 

After the Sinclair campaign ended, some of us left 
the EPIC organization, what there was left of it, because 
we were dissatisfied with the continual emphasis on this 
one tenet, "end poverty in California," which was a mod-
ified socialist approach. We didn't reject it, but we 
said there are many other Issues today beside this one 
issue of ridding the country of bare poverty. There are 
issues that concern middle-class groups, minority groups 
and the whole range of society, and EPIC doesn't take them 
Into consideration. We wanted what I called, a bridge, 
and we got a bridge. With the help of J. Stltt Wilson, 
who was one of the active members in the Sinclair movement, 
we formed another organization that took In many of the 
EPIC forces. We even took In a lot of their clubs; they 
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came over to us. We first called it the Federationffor 
Production for Use. We had several meetings, and then we 
called it the Federation for Political Unity, keeping this 
idea of using some kind of a state-operated colony set-up 
to absorb the unemployed in this state. This concept got 
modified, but it was always in the program. Under the 
heading of the Federation for Political Unity, we held a 
famous meeting at the Royal Palms Hotel, and there we 
nominated our ticket in advance of any Democratic activity. 
We were the spearhead of the Olson movement. He wasn't 
too happy under it because he thought the group was a bit 
too inflexible and radical in its adherence to socialist 
ideas—although he claimed to be a Socialist. He didn't 
object to this support which we thrust upon him, whether 
he wanted it or not. In this convention at the Royal 
Palms Hotel on April 2-3, 1938, we nominated Olson for 
governor, Ellis Patterson for lieutenant-governor, and 
Sheridan Downey for United States senator. At the No-
vember 8, 1938 election, they were all elected. 

There is just one little chapter more before I go 
back to Bowron. One of the important things that we 
stood for in the Olson campaign, aside from the Production 
for Use program, was the freeing of Tom Mooney, who had 
been in prison for alleged complicity in the San Fran-
cisco Preparedness Day Parade bombing (1916). Olson pledged 
he would free Mooney—that it would be the first act of 
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his administration. After he was elected, typical pol-
itician that he was, Instead of immediately freeing him, 
he said that we ought to have another investigation to 
establish the fact that Mooney wasn't proven guilty le-
gally. We said, "No, there have been a great many inves-
tigations (President Wilson had a commission out here, 
and they pronounced the whole proceeding a farce, in very 
strong language). We don't need any investigation. You 
said you'd free him, now free him!" He was obstinate, 
so shortly after the election, thirty-five or forty of us 
went up from the south and invaded the private mansion of 
the governor one night. We got him very angry. We had 
a terrible row. We were very belligerent. We said, "You've 
got to free Mooney; grant him clemency." 

He said, "You're not going to tell me what to do. 
I'm going to have another investigation." 

"No you're not. You're going to free him." The voices 
kept getting louder and louder until the noise was deaf-
ening, The governor got furious, and yelled so loud, and 
got so wild and red-faced that even then I was a little 
bit afraid for him. We left with the feeling running 
very high on both sides. I haven't thought about It 
since; I was just wondering if the Governor's tantrum that 
night wasn't responsible for the thrombosis which he suf-
fered shortly after that. As we left, we said, "We've 
just misjudged our man. He's not going to free Mooney." 
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We were despondent and very bitter and full of recrim-
ination. But within two or three days the governor an-
nounced that he was freeing Mooney, We had won our vic-
tory. The progressive forces in California never felt 
satisfied with the Olson administration; I say this and 
I know it's true. He did some good things; he made some 
good appointments, particularly to the bench. He had 
some good men in his commissions, particularly Carey Mc-
Williams whose commission had charge of the labor camps 
in California. It wan a longstanding commission; Hiram 
Johnson created it, and Carey really did a wonderful job 
on that. He made those big landowners clean up their 
camps and provide good water for the workers. 
Dixon: Did you know George Kidwell? 
Borough: Yes. Very well. We were very close at the time, 
working together in this state-wide movement. He was in 
the Olson campaign, and he was one of the good appointees, 
by the way—it was to an important commission. 

After that, my major Interests went back into city 
politics; I was working two fronts at this same time. 
Many of us were going back and forth; after we elected 
Bowron, we went right back into the nison campaign and 
helped to elect him. A small portion of our Bowron group— 
the conservative business groups, the Good Government people, 
as we called them—weren't for Olson because they were 
Republican. They were outside of our camp. 
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The mayor said he was going to appoint me to the 
Board of Public Works and he submitted my name to the 
city council for confirmation. I never did understand why 
he thought that I would be approved, but perhaps he thought 
his victory was so overwhelming that the council would 
agree. He appointed me, curiously enough, and this shows 
either the naiva state of his mind, politically speaking, 
or else his determination to bring conflicting groups 
together in this administration. 

Along with my name as a member of the Board of Public 
Works, he submitted the name of Henry W. Dennis, who was 
retired chief engineer of the Southern California Edison 
Company. You could have knocked me over with a feather 
when that name came in because all of my life, on the Los 
Angeles Record and in the Municipal League, I'd been 
fighting the Southern California Edison Company, the Los 
Angeles Gas and Electric Company, and the Southern Sierras 
Power Company. They were my prime enemies here; I was 
gunning for them all the time because they were in the 
way of the full expansion of our municipally owned light 
and power plant. I didn't feel happy at all In his camp; 
I thought the mayor had extended the "broad front," as 
we used to call it, Just a little too far. Fortunately 
the council rejected him on the first ballot right off, 
and so I was relieved. They turned me down on the first 
ballot too; I think It was by one vote the first time. 
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I was subjected for the next six, seven monthB to a cam-
paign of newspaper headlines. I have just listed some 
of them to show the intensity of the fight. I was on the 
front page all the time in these headlines whenever the 
council would meet. He Bent in my name three times, and 
each time I was rejected. The fourth time (following 
election of a new council) I was successful by one vote. 

The newspaper campaign against my appointment was 
something terrific; the Dally News was mildly for me, 
the peoples' World, the Communist publication, was strong 
for me. All the big papers were blasting me in the head-
lines. The Los Angeles Times said that I wasn't fit to 
be a member of the Board of Public Works, that I was just 
a pamphleteer and a newspaper scribe. I didn't know any-
thing about running a public business. One of the council 
men objected that I was an investigator and there was no 
place for an investigator on the Board of Public Works. 
This caused a loud laugh from the Left. After we'd had a 
councilmanic election in which the same Progressive forces 
put up a ticket to support Bowron, one of the itemB of 
support for him was that the candidates would vote to 
approve the mayor's confirmation of Borough. The mayor 
had said that as soon as the new council was elected, 
he'd submit my name again as a member of the Board of 
Public Works. So I was an issue in that campaign, and the 
council, by a majority of one, approved me when he did 
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again submit my name. 
The detail of these council fights is all available, 

but I don't know if on a record of this kind whether it's 
much in detail. I can give It; I have it in front of me. 
Dixon: I'd like to include it. 
Borough: I'll follow this script In form, and it might 
be enlightening. Typical headlines from the newspapers 
were: "BOROUGH GIVEN POST TO REPRESENT PEOPLE;11 that 
was a friendly one from the Dally News; "THE COUNCIL 
BLOCKS THE OK OF BOROUGH," "COUNCIL FIGHT OVER BOROUGH," 
"MAYOR FLAYS HYDE [a councilman] OVER BOROUGH," "BOWRON 
SPIKES STORY HE'S HEDGING ON BOROUGH," and "THRONG DEMANDS 
BOROUGH BE PUT ON BOARD OF PUBLIC WORKS." They invaded 
the council at various tlmeB when these hearings were 
held, and these progressive and labor supporters demon-
strated and applauded—they were rather uncouth at times 
but quite effective, I think. My wife and I got rather 
tired of the performance after a while; it got so repet-
itious that we hoped it would end. I think the reason 
they were centering on me was because I was the most vul-
nerable of the people that were in Bowron's camp, vulner-
able because of wide interpretation that I was right out 
of the heart of the Left—and the far Left too. I really 
served as a sort of a lightning rod, and all of the wrath 
descended upon me. It was intended for the whole admin-
istration, but I was regarded in certain circles (the Los 



249 

Angeles Times and Its allies) as the most vulnerable of 
any of his appointees. They kept at it. As I said in 
my autobiography in my years as a battling propagandist, 
the town's organized tories had built up an image, as 
they usually do, for a target. 

I remember one of the things they did In one of my 
campaigns for city council. They got a funny photograph; 
I had posed years before In the Los Angeles Record city 
room for the Record photographer as a"political boss," 
(they wanted me to be funny). I put on an act—I puffed 
out my cheeks and scowled and stuck out my flat chest and 
tried to look like a labor boss. It was a good picture 
from the point of view of the photographer; he thought it 
was great. I don't know if he had any designs, but he 
kept that photograph and later sold it to some of these 
scurrilous sheets around town that were attacking me. I 
was paraded all up and down In three or four of these 
local circulation papers. I was paraded as "Borough, the 
Political Boss," with this big portrait of me with my 
cheeks sticking out. It was very hurtful to me because 
people didn't know that it was all in Jest. This is one 
of the many things I had to meet. The chief-of-police 
had attacked me, and I had attacked him. 
Dixon: Did you ever tangle with Van Griffith? 
Borough: No, Van was In our camp and was one of our 
staunch supporters. He was an Irascible sort of fellow 



250 

and not always wise. He could make enemies where it 
wasn't necessary to make enemies for principle's sake. 
He waB inclined to dictate and run things too much, so 
he got in trouble right off on the Police Commission. On 
the whole, I thought his positions were pretty good on 
the Police Commission. 

But I see here that the Times brands me as a "Left-
wing politician, pamphleteer, and left organizer, and 
wholly unfit to serve as a member of the Board of Public 
Works." The Times had a columnist, Cleave Jones, who 
was rather funny; I used to enjoy him. He wrote a column 
called "The Political Bandwagon." He devoted consider-
able amount of his time to the attempt to make me a member 
of the Board of Public Works. In one of his columns, he 
Bald, "Rube is a very serious person; Rube is no joke. 
Rube has the cure for a lot of things. Life has been un-
fair to Rube because he's never been able to convince any-
one to take his cure. If Rube could only get a willing 
patient to practice on, he might be able to prove he's 
right." So this was Cleave—he had a lot of fun with 
me and I enjoyed it as much as he did. 

Ted Le Berthon, who was over on the Illustrated 
Daily News, got very mad at the Red-baiters for their 
attempt to keep me off the board. He wrote a column in 
which he went overboard. I almoei blush when I read the 
things he said. He had been on the Los Angeles Record 
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with me. He Bald that "Some of us more prudent reporters 
on the Record tried to take Rube aside and get him to tone 
down his amazing and dangerous doctrine. That was that 
•I believe that people should eat regularly,' as he put 
it. It was an amazing doctrine, but Rube was stubborn, a 
sort of strong, hale, rugged version of William Jennings 
Bryan, hair tonsuved and all. He would stare at one 
reflectively, listen respectfully, but budge not an inch. 
He really believed that all people, without exception, 
should eat regularly. That was his story and he stuck to 
It. If you didn't like it, it was just too bad." Well, 
that's oversimplifying the issue, or expanding it, or perhaps 
exaggerating it a bit, but Ted's intentions were good 
anyway. 

So I had them on both sides. There were really a great 
many conservative businessmen, at least we thought they 
were conservative, that were for me on this board, perhaps 
because they thought that I would be on guard against 
political corruption. One of them was the owner of a 
big radio station, J. Prank Burke. He came out for me 
and appeared before the city council to my surprise and 
stood up and urged the council to confirm my appointment. 
We had a lot of pleasant surprises like that, too. My 
fate isn't so Important, except that what happened sort 
of prepared the way for some really significant work on 
the Board of Public Works. We went in, determined to clean 
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out "special privilege," as we called it. 
We had the backing of the mayor; we knew that what-

ever other faults the mayor had, one of them was not lack 
of courage, nor stubbornness, nor willingness to stick to 
a position he had taken once he had taken it. There were 
signs that he was getting freed from being overly impressed 
with the importance of the Times in local politics. He 
had an open break with Harry Chandler. He issued a state-
ment in which he said, "Just because Chandler has sixty 
million dollars on the newspaper is no sign he can run 
this town. He wants the kind of government he can control 
direct or indirectly. He can't control me, and if he 
attacks me, I'm not going to take it lying down!" That 
was indicative of Bowron's growing independence of con-
servative forces here. 

Now I want to get down to some of the actual things 
that were done by this Board of Public Works. I don't 
know too much about the rest of city government except as 
I observed it In the papers and learned it by direct word. 
But the administration was hitting on all fours, or as 
we say, all sixes, or all eights, whichever you want! 
Bowron did clean out the Police Commission; he fired the 
Red Squad which had been violating labor's rights—Just 
put It out of business. He definitely reformed civil 
service; his civil service commiefjloners really made civil 
service click. They got rid of all of the various devices 
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by which patronage was being pushed over onto the depart-
ments—the ways of keeping favorites on, giving favorites 
special consideration in the way of advancement. 

His position wasn't quite what I would like to have 
had on the Water and Power Commission. I wanted him to 
come out strongly as a good propagandist and lead the 
crusade for public ownership, but he never did. He put 
some pretty good men on the commission who were satis-
factory, they were honest, but it was never a crusade 
with Bowron. That was one of the reasons why I didn't 
feel a hundred percent at home in the administration be-
cause I had the feeling that while he wasn't actually op-
posed to it, he didn't Bee the importance of it from my 
point of view. As an old Socialist, this was about all 
that I had to fight for directly and Immediately in the 
form of public ownership. 

I went into the Board of Public Works with a public 
accountant by the name of Edwin Cassidy, and we found out 
that we were very much of the same mind on city government, 
although we didn't have the same politlclal philosophy. 
At least he believed in good government and he was anti-
"speclal privilege," but I don't think he knew anything 
about socialism, the way I had known about it in my past. 
He was a courageous fellow, and he was full of fight. 

We went on the board at the same time. Two other 
members that Bowron had appointed were already on the 
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board, but they hadn't done anything. They were some of 
his stuffy business associates or friends, and they 
either didn't understand what was going on or didn't think 
It was Important. They didn't face the issues and Btart 
right in cleaning things up. 

When Cassidy and I got on, we Immediately got busy. 
Cassldy had an old enemy that he discovered, Mosier Meyer, 
the Street Superintendent, who had been a big shot In 
city politics and who had been crooked in various ways 
(I say deliberately "crooked" because we proved it). 
Cassidy went all out to fire him. We were both out to 
get the patent-paving interests because we knew that they 
had been robbing the people of hundreds of thousands of 
dollars through their "special privilege." There was no 
reason at all for any kind of a patent on either black or 
white paving; you could lay just as good a paving of con-
crete or the asphalt without specifications as you could 
with them. These little devices that were injected to make 
It look like a patented device were just sheer fraud. 

I don't know if I told it or not, but when I was on 
the Record, I exposed some of those frauds in a series of 
humorous stories. One of their patent pavings I called 
"Jiggle 'em" product—that was the white paving. The only 
thing to that patent was that in laying the paving they 
had a mechanical agitator that Jiggled the wet concrete 
up and down. That was the basis for the patent. Well, 
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now that's no basis for a patent beoause anybody can Jiggle 
concrete. The other was the "sizzle 'em" patent as we 
called it. They heated the asphalt up to a certain point 
until it sizzled and that was supposed to be the basis. 
Anyone can heat black stuff; there's no secret about it, 
no special technical requirement. Anybody can light a 
fire. So we were gunning for that from the start, and 
both af us, as well as the mayor. 

We were trying to retire City Engineer Lloyd Aldrlch 
because we realized he had been right in the center of all 
of this. If he didn't directly participate he knew about 
the various things that were going on. He defended pat-
ent paving, and he defended violations of civil service. 
As a matter of fact, he was one of the beneficiaries of 
such a violation; he had been made a city engineer by a 
city ordinance instead of by passing a special examination. 
He was an exception to the rule. Here he was at the head 
of his department and had never taken an examination. 
He waB just automatically voted Into the position. 

It is a note that's worth mentioning that from a 
salary of $50.00 a week, which I got on the Municipal 
League, I suddenly found myself drawing $6,000 a year, 
which to me was almost criminally high. I had some dif-
ficulty adjusting. Being a hard-boiled democrat and de-
termined to remain in touch with the common people, I 
thought $6,000 might draw me away from the common people'. 
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Laura and I decided that we would not change our standard 
of living much, but we did get some new clothes. Some-
thing else I did compromise on—I bought a second-hand 
Packard automobile. It was in darn good shape, and we 
did take some weekend trips. But that was the extent of 
our high living. 

One of the first things that I did on the board— 
and this is important particularly in view of what's hap-
pening today in the world. I have to speak frankly about 
what I did—it sounds like bragging, but it's a straight 
record, and any person that was sincere and honest and 
had the guts would have done the same thing. Cassidy went 
through with me on all of these things, so what I say in 
the main about what I did, I'm saying also about what Cas-
sidy did, with one exception which I'll mention later. 
We were together; we were the board. By virtue of the Im-
pact we had and by virtue of the fact Bowron had made all 
these claims of what he was going to do and was backing 
Cassidy and me up in every public statement, we had weight 
and we just bowled over the other three members of the 
board. Whenever Cassidy would move, Borough would second 
It, or Borough would move and Cassidy would second it; 
the others would say, "yah, yah, yah." They may have 
felt very uncomfortable about it at times, I'm sure, be-
cause two of the older members of the board were almost 
palsy-walsy with Lloyd Aldrich. But they couldn't do 
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anything else but go along with Cassidy and me. 
My first real fight that involved principle was not 

with regard to the special interests of business but with 
regard to the rights of the Negro employees. 



TAPE NUMBER: VI, SIDE 2 

Lest I forget to mention it later, in my way of think-
ing, Bowron is the outstanding example of a successful 
administrator in municipal government in Los Angeles. 
Now, I realize his shortcomings; at least they are short-
comings from my point of view because my social philo-
sophy is quite different from his, but he was an honest 
and capable administrator and a man of dignity. He was 
not silly as the two mayors who followed him in office 
were and are definitely. I refer to Poulson and I refer 
to Yorty. He didn't indulge in controversy just for the 
sheer delight of being in a row, and in this each of these 
two individuals seems to be alike. 

In the early days of his administration, Bowron had 
some very bitter fights with the city council, but thay 
were not on a personal basis. They were on the basis of 
principle; they were rooted In the fact that the council 
had been long defending privilege of various kinds in govern-
ment and Bowron was attacking it, and that precipitated the 
fight. And be it said to his credit, he kept it up. 
Later he had more prestige as his victories mounted, and 
he wasn't quite as cantankerous as a result of it. But 
I want to go on record in saying this about the mayor 
because we haven't had too many big-time executives in 
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Los Angeles since I've been here. Many of them have been 
pretty "small town" people, I mean "small town" In the 
fact that they had no conception of the kind of world 
they're living in. Their politics were the politics of 
bygone generations and were really very disappointing, to 
say the least. 
Dixon: Have you known Judge Bowron since you left office? 
Borough: I don't think I've ever seen him since I left 
office. I became involved in what he would call the "pol-
itics of the Left" and in the Independent Progressive 
party movement, and of course he wasn't within miles of 
that kind of thing. I think I've talked to him over the 
phone two or three times in a friendly way about matters 
that came up, but I don't know what his present attitude 
is about his own administration. I don't think he has 
changed his way of thinking about the things that Cassidy 
and I did in office. He was very convinced that they were 
the things to do, and he never once attempted to get us 
to stop our crusading which continued for the first two 
or three years. Later It let up a lot because we succeeded 
In eliminating some of the most vicious practices. 
Dixon: He's become convinced that he got those things 
done single-handed. 

Borough: That is characteristic of politicians, and in 
that he probably isn't any different than the run of them. 
For instance, Upton Sinclair made a speech the other 
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night (I didn't go there) at Borne public meeting at one 
of the universities. He was trying to explain the EPIC 
movement to the satisfaction of these people, and he seemed 
to be utterly 111 at ease. He wasn't able to come up 
with any answers. According to one report, he said, 
"You know, I Just don't know how It happened. Things 
just began to happen." There was a sort of aloofness from 
life and living within himself. He only sees things 
happening as a result of something he did instead of see-
ing himself as doing something as a result of something 
having happened outside, even though he might not have 
personally felt it. HiB Judgment, If he looked back upon 
the scene, should have told him that he was playing a role 
In a situation which he didn't create. What he did was 
determined by his moral attitude, of course, but he didn't 
create the situation. He was part of it, but he wasn't 
the whole thing. That's the point that we have to keep 
In mind in local politics. 

I regarded the members of government that surrounded 
me as reactionaries and provincials. A typical provin-
cial was old Evan Lewis, a city councilman. He was a 
small-town guy with a big booming voice, full of political 
cliches, and a shameless representative of the business 
Interests of his district. He regarded that his main 
mission in office was to protect the interests of those 
little businessmen, and like a good pork barrel politician, 
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see to It that his district got all that was coming to it 
in the way of appropriation of public funds for projects. 
And this was the open, aboveboard line of action, but there 
were other lines of action underneath that we didn't see. 
This was the kind of polltios that we had in Los Angeles, 
and we still have It. I don't know if it's as bad or 
not; X can't tell because I'm not close enough to it. 

Cassidy and I were opposed to all of that sort of 
thing, and the Municipal League had been battling for years 
against this sort of attitude. Church people and others 
were also politically opposed to it. After Cassidy and 
I got on the board we said that we're going to hold a 
series of board meetings for the specific purpose of con-
sidering what action we were going to take against the 
corruption in city government. We were going to outline 
a program step by step—on down the line. The three other 
members of the board all went along. It wasn't very 
exciting to them. But Cassidy and I were determined about 
it. We were just beginning to make this kind of a study 
when the city engineer, Aldrich, proposed to "save" the 
city $75*000 a year by making the Negroes in the garbage 
collection department work harder. He wanted to substi-
tute a one-man garbage truck for the then two-man garbage 
truck. This was rank discrimination, to my way of think-
ing, because they were picking out the Negroes who were 
then the lowest paid groups of city employees. I asked 
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that this city engineer's report be referred to me for 
study and recommendation. Cassidy seconded the request. 
I came back with my report. 

Born in my day, I was not unfamiliar with the work 
of a man by the name of Taylor, an efficiency engineer 
who was touted by big business people and who was undoubt-
edly a sound analyst of the physical motions Involved in 
any given job. It waB his business to eliminate unneces-
sary motions and thus increase the efficiency of the work-
er. Well, there might have been some hokum in that, but 
essentially the whole business of analysis was sound. 
People approaching a Job In a lackadaisical sort of way 
without analyzing it are apt to fall into habits that 
are inefficient and that entail the necessity of movements 
that could be eliminated. All my life I had been inter-
ested, theoretically, in this, and so when I took upon 
myself the business of reporting on this program, I wasn't 
entirely in alien territory. I was prepared to really 
go at it and see what this proposal of the city engineer 
would involve. All that Aldrlch saw in his proposal was 
that a truck with two workers would be replaced by a truck 
with one worker, and that with this substitution the truck 
would cover ground as rapidly as before. With one worker 
instead of two the city could save a lot of money. 
Dixon: If they'd ever seen a garbage pick-up, they'd know 
that this Is Impossible. 
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Borough: Of course. The city engineer's mind was not (I'm 
reading from my own report on it) was not cluttered up 
with such silly details as"the truck driver either stop-
ping his engine or shifting to neutral in front of each 
house on his route, getting off the truck, walking to the 
garbage can, carrying the can to the truck, emptying it, 
returning it to the parking strip, getting back onto the 
truck, and starting the truck on its way to the neigh-
boring house." 

I decided that I wasn't going to make a swivel chair 
decision on this; I was going into the field and find out 
how the two-man truck actually operated. I went down to 
the central station from whnre the trucks ran out to the 
various parts of the city; I decided that I would pick a 
different truck each day over a period of time and actually 
study the situation. I used to get up at an early hour, 
put on some old work clothes, and drive down in my Packard 
to the transportation yard. The first morning I arrived, 
I told the men what I was going to do, and they almost 
died laughing. They just couldn't figure out why a member 
of the Board of Public Works would ride around on a gar-
bage truck. Why, no member of the Board of Public Works 
In the history of the city had ever done a thing like that'. 
I may confess that in the back of my mind, since I was a 
newspaperman and not unfamiliar with what we now call the 
"Madison Avenue approach," that I did have some other idea 
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in my mind; but in the main, I really wanted to see the 
garbage collectors in action. The men were all excited 
and convinced that I was in earnest, and they all wanted 
me to go around on th ir trip first. I picked out one 
of them that I thought would be representative and started 
out, 

The first trip that I made was in an average residen-
tial area. It was along a level street; it was built up 
solidly on both sides. The results of this test would 
mean a great deal. At the end of the trip I said, "I've 
watched the two-man truck in operation in this kind of 
set-up, and I was convinced that it vindicated itself." 

The workers were competent—they had to be or they 
couldn't succeed. The truck would roll along slowly, close 
to the curb line, and the loader, or "swamper," as he was 
called, would stand on the running board and cling with 
his left hand to the top of the truck body. Then he would 
reach down and out as the truck went slowly along and pick 
up the garbage can from the parking strip in front of the 
house. Then he would flip the can (and they became 
very skillful at this particular motion). With a single 
twist, they'd flip the garbage can, cover off and onto the 
parking strip and swing the can in an easy curve (they were 
quite rhythxic about it) to the top of the truck, upend 
it, empty the garbage, and then return it to the parking 
strip. By that time, they had moved perhaps eight, nine, 
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or ten feet, so that the covers on the garbage cans were 
always some distance from the cans. But that was not an 
Important detail. They didn't get out and put the cover 
on again—nobody would expect them to do that. Being a 
newspaperman, I commented on the rhythm with which they 
did It because It appealed to me. I saw this one guy doing 
It, and he had a pattern built up. As a result of watch-
ing this, I concluded that the two-man truck emptied a given 
number of cans in half the time or less than the proposed 
one-man truck would have taken because of the better organ-
ization of the task, and (this wa?, Important to me) with 
much less fatigue to the workers involved. Imagine if a 
single man had to perform all these separate operations. 
Getting out and onto the truck itself was a Job. 

Then I went into the narrow hillsides and the dead-
end streets and I got an additional argument for the ne-
cessity cf a two-man truck; for on those narrow streets 
and dead-end streets, it wasn't safe for a truck to turn 
around without somebody outside giving directions. No 
matter how skillful the driver, he might make mistakes. 
So that was another reason. 

I was on this for several weeks; I went several days 
a week. I'd show up down there early in the morning, 
and somebody would assign me to a truck and there I'd go. 
I ate my lunch on the truck with the truck drivers, and 
I'm glad I did becruse it enabled me to get closer to them 
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and see what they ate and their habits and feel that I 
understood the workers a little better. Incidentally, 
they were always trying to get ue to share their food 
with them. For the uost part, it was good food, but once 
in a while I would wonder because after they were low-
paid workers and their living standard wasn't as high as 
mine. When they offered me a sandwich, I'd manage to eat 
it. Often it was a good sandwich too, but sometimes it 
was of an inferior quality. 

I had been doing this for several weeks when I got 
a telephone call from the city editor's desk of the Los 
Angeles Evening Herald; this newspaper had been attacking 
me all over the place when I wat a candidate for the 
board. They were trying to "get" me in the typical 
Hearstlan style—using all of the Red smear stuff. I 
was an easy target because I had been with the Upton Sin-
clair movement, and I had been attacked as a Red, When 
I got him on the phone, the city editor said that he had 
heard that I was riding the city garbage trucks: "That's 
a good story." 

I was suspicious, and I stated my suspicions. I said, 
"Now wait a minute. You've been fighting me and how do 
I know you're going to give me a straight news story? 
If It's a straight human interest story you want—that's 
fine, I'm for it—but If you're going to use this as a 
means of sniping at me and the Board of Public Works, it's 
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off. I'm not interested in publicity on that basis." 
He Insisted that it was a human interest news story 

that he wanted and that was all, with no twists and no 
sniping. Then he wound up: "To prove it, you write 
the story yourself, and we'll run it under your own by-
line ." 

I said, "That's all right. You won't change it." 
"No. Not a word." 
"All right." 
So I agreed that I would write the story myself under 

a by-line. They said that they would want some art and 
I said, "That's all right. Sure. I want some art, too." 

They said that they'd probably want one of me riding 
on the running board and maybe swinging a garbage pall. 

I said, "Pine, that's all right." 
When I went out the first day, I wanted to find out 

how it felt and I tried the business of swinging a garbage 
pail up onto the truck. I made a terrible fizzle of it, 
of course, but I wanted to find out what it was like. 
They sent a photographer out, and they got some pictures 
of me riding on the running board, not swinging a garbage 
pail because I wouldn't let them do that. I was afraid 
that it wouldn't look very good the way I swung it. The 
story appeared in the Herald of November 28, 1939, and 
they had me in a two-column snapshot, sitting beside the 
city chauffeur, who on that particular morning drove me 
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down in the city car from city hall and left me there. 
There I was sitting with chauffeur Jack Healey in the 
other seat. In the companion picture, I was standing 
on the garbage truck running board, and in my left hand 
I had a long piece of gunny sacking which they carried 
when it was sloppy to wipe off their hands—this IB a 
smelly Job, you know! In the truck seat ahead of me 
were the Negro driver and the Negro swamper. 

The city editor kept his word and he kept the by-
line and he gave me the story. He wrote a very "poetic" 
foreword, which I felt was pretty good: "It Is the chilly, 
misty, dawn out at the truck Bhed at the city refuse col-
lection department." (I would say this is typical of high-
powered newspaper reporting of a descriptive nature—the 
attempt to get some of the poetry of the situation into 
it.) "Men, in overalls, leather jackets and canvas 
aprons, huddle In groups beside long lines of trucks, 
ready for a signal that would send them out to empty the 
city's garbage cans. Suddenly a big, shiny chauffeur-
driven limouBine pulls through the gate. Out steps a 
stocky man, round of face and with greying hair." (It's 
all a big laugh.) "A battered hat is pulled low on his 
head, and he wears an old grey suit with the trousers tucked 
zouave fashion into bulky black boots. His hands are cov-
ered with worn and dirty gloves. Reuben Borough, Commis-
sioner of Public Works and Bowron appointee, 1B out to 
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ride the city garbage trucks. He has been doing this on 
occasion for several months. Now in November, he knows 
many of the drivers and swampers by name; he shakes hands 
with them, listens to their problems." All true, and I 
had no objection to that; pretty good writing, too, for a 
newspaper. I said that I'd written the Herald story to 
Instruct the public, not to amuse it. I set down in short 
paragraphs a half dozen reasons why a truck manned by a 
driver and a swamper was not only more efficient, but safer 
than a truck manned by a combination driver-swamper. 

One of the things that I learned on these trips that 
Interested me was what I called the different "food zones." 
I made some observations about the garbage from what I 
called the "salad zones and fruit zones" of the wealthy 
residential districts ond about the "swill" from the "rickets" 
zones of the homes of the poor. I did learn that garbage 
is different—no doubt about it—from the homes of the 
rich and the homes of the poor. I t's a telltale thing, 
too. "There's hardly anything," I said, "that you cannot 
learn about the world today from the seat of a garbage truck." 
In giving my final reason for this, what I called, "un-
precidented behavior" I said, "I wanted on the behalf of 
the most enlightened city administration that Los Angeles 
has ever had to make a demonstration of good will toward 
one of our lowest paid, hardest worked, least appreciated, 
and most useful groups of city employees. Also, I wanted 
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then, now and always, to challenge and defy race prejudice." 
That was 1939, and we're still fighting nationally and 
locally to get rid of race prejudice. We're going to do 
it, but it's a hard fight. 

I turned in the report of my findings on this, and 
of course the board went along with my findings. We 
filed without action the city engineer's report. This 
opened up a new series of relations, and I want to go into 
this in detail because I wish to God that today some city 
officials would show the same interest in the minority 
groups that work for them. X did then—and I don't think 
I was any angel—I was Just an ordinary human being with 
social convictions. If we had more people who would ac-
tually show that they had a sustained interest in the 
conditions of the minority groups in public employment, 
I'm sure that we'd have less trouble in the world than we 
have today. That would reach out and affect the whole 
community. Now that there are white and black working 
together in city hall, the relations are pretty good; I 
know of Borne situations where that Is true. Still there 
isn't this reaching for full information on the problem 
that I'd like to see. 

While we were riding together on the trucks and eating 
our lunch together out of paper sacks, these workers would 
pour out their troubles. In city hall nobody knew about 
those troubles. They never reached the higher-ups through 
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official channels because nobody voiced them. I found 
that most of these troubles grew out of the race prejudice 
of the white bosses. The situation was bad in the almost 
completely segregated garbage collection department, and 
it was even worse over In the street mainteiftance depart-
ment where whites and blacks worked together. I made up 
my mind x was going to bring this whole matter of race 
relations into the open and put the Board of Public Works 
on record. Cassldy agreed with this and wanted to go 
along; the other three members thought that this was 
meddling in something that wasn't our business. It would 
probably involve some public hearings, and they didn't 
want to have the extra work of these public hearings. 
Two of them were older men, and the other one was middle-
aged but not very enthusiastic over it. 

The board agreed to go along, so we held a series of 
public board meetings, and they got under way in the middle 
of November, 1939. 

Now, I mention this because the newspapers carried 
many stories about these public hearings. For the first 
time in the history of Los Angeles, the hearing room of 
the Board of Public Works would be filled or half-filled 
with Negro employees. At the end of the day, they'd get 
off, and they'd come up and listen, which was what I 
wanted. I was sticking my neck out on these hearings, 
and so was Cassidy. I knew the other board members didn't 
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want them, and I didn't know how strongly the mayor was 
for them, but that didn't make any difference—I was going 
through with them. 

We covered every possible phase we could think of 
In the life of the Negro employees, besides other phases 
of city hall life. They were recorded in the only set of 
bound volumes that I know anything about in city hall 
history that covers anything like this; there must have 
been ten or fifteen volumes, covering the nearly three 
hundred pages of testimony we got during this time. 

We held the sessions late in the afternoon after the 
normal work of the board was done. Cassidy and I didn't 
mind because we were looking for the excitement, but the 
other three weren't particularly interested in staying after 
hours. It was interesting to see the attitude of the Negro 
employees who came in their work clothes—they didn't 
have time to change. They would smile when we'd make a 
point, and I'd watch them to see what their reactions 
were. 

It developed that Cassidy and I were both cast in 
the role of prosecutors; we couldn't help it, and we 
rather enjoyed It. Cassidy went out after Mosier Meyer, 
Superintendent of Street Maintenance, and had him up on 
the witness stand; Cassidy prosecuted him and tried to 
get him to admit that he had done this and that. One of 
the charges against him was that he had accepted an auto-
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mobile as a gift from some of his sublieutenants. We 
thought that this was very unprofessional. Wo proved 
that he had, but he said he Just couldn't help it, that 
they had forced it on him. We asked him if this had any 
connection with the fact that these higher-ups in the de-
partment all got increases in salary while the lower 
paid employees didn't get anything because they hadn't 
contributed. This infuriated him and there was a great 
deal of unpleasant and very rough language that passed 
in this controversy. 

What we wanted to find out in the investigation testi-
mony was whether some of the foremen had incited hostil-
ity between colored and white employees. We asked this 
question of Meyer, and he was furious. He said, "Of course, 
it's nonsense." We asked him if he didn't think that 
this waB destroying the morale of the employees, and he 
said, "Nothing has done more to destroy the morale of the 
employees than you and Cassidy." 

Cassidy and I had two devils; he was going after 
Meyer, and I was after R. J. Walker, a beefy sort of a 
roughneck boss. We got him on the witness stand, and I 
asked him if he'd ever used the word "nigger" or "damn 
nigger" or "goddamn nigger" in addressing the employees. 
He denied it, but we had many witnesses that said he had. 
One of the men that I called was a white man, Neil Lucas, 
and he testified that there was bias. He said that a 
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report was circulated among the men that he, Lucas, who 
was friendly to Negroes, had Negro blood. He set the 
record straight; he said that this wasn't true, not that 
it was anything to be ashamed of, but it just wasn't true. 

This is trivia, but it's important trivia in the work' 
ings of a department. Lucas said that when he first took 
his job under Walker (this was the man who was guilty, as 
X mentioned, of race prejudice), Walker told him when he 
got into the department, "You've got to keep your mouth 
shut if you work around here." Lucas then testified 
that Walker asked him where he came from, and he told him 
from the garbage department. Lucas had be.-n In the street 
maintenance department. Walker said, "Oh, down among the 
niggers, eh?" Later Walker ordered him "not to let those 
goddamn niggers into the back room of the office because 
they would steal everything they could lay their hands 
on." 

Then he testified that it was raining one night at 
the 12th Avenue and 36th Street yard, and Lucas asked some 
of the colored fellows to come Into the office and sit 
down. There was one chair with a gunny sack cushion, and 
volunteered to make some more benches so the men could 
sit down and get out of the wet. Walker came in and 
ordered him to stop. He said that "the colored fellows 
have a place in the back where they can sit." He said 
that he would never again sit down on "that goddamn chair 
with the gunny sack covering—he'd get bugs off of it." 
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And I asked, "Who sat on that chair?" Lucas testified, 
"Those colored fellows." Lucas testified that he was under 
general orders from Walker "to do m^ work and stay away 
from those colored fellows." There were all kinds of dis-
crimination in regard to work, and he said that "Walker 
used profanity and he cussed me a million times." The 
upshot of it waE th?$fcwe got Walker transferred out to the 
sticks where he couldn't do so much damage. 

This testimony kept on for two or three weeks, and 
the three other board members got restless and finally 
decided that they weren't going to attend the meetings. 
Cassidy and I ran them alone, to the bitter end. In the 
end I got signed statements from more than forty Negro 
employees. Many of these statements were illiterate, 
but all of them pointing convincingly—to my way of 
thinking—to outrageous racial prejudice. As I said, we 
didn't f're Walker, but we penalized him by transferring 
him to an unimportant position in the sticks, and he had 
to drive a long distance to his home. It was a penalty, 
all right. 

A rather Interesting thing happened, and It's hard 
for me to believe it now, but I made a note of it at the 
time. Several years after these hearings (I was still on 
the board) Walker came to my office and said (now these 
are almost his exact words), "I've learned my lesson." 
Then he thanked me for it. You may take what is to follow 
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with a grain of salt, but he seemed utterly sincere. He 
thought that he now should be allowed to work nearer his 
home. He Baid that he was pretty sure that his superiors 
would transfer him if he could say that I didn't object. 
I told him to go ahead, and I never heard from him after 
that. They transferred him back; he never caused any 
more trouble. He probably had learned his lesson. 

There are some other things that I want to put into 
the record. A valuable by-product of these inquiries 
was the establishment of friendly relations with the weekly 
Wiseman's Voice. Now, this is an obscure little news-
paper that a Negro by the name of R. J. Willis got out, 
and it was surprisingly alive and alert to what was going 
on. It was illiterate and roughly told, but readable— 
highly emotional, sensational, probably not always too 
accurate, but it stated the case of the workers. It 
circulated among the workers In the department, not exactly 
sub rosa, but it certainly didn't have any official stand-
ing in city hall. 

Our board members were contemptuous of this sheet: 
"Ah, thiB Is dribble. This is one of these agitators get-
ting out something." But I took it and read it, and I 
learned things from it. I thought, "This Is healthy. 
This is protest from down below." 'And so I got acquainted 
with Willis, and I thought he was a very engaging person. 
He had certain Uncle Tom traits about him, but on the 
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whole he was a self-respecting Negro. Of course, none of 
the other members of the board toolc the trouble to meet 
him. Cassidy met him, but the other members never did. 
I used to talk to him at length. 

One of the areas In which Wisemanfs Voice was com-
plaining, and had been for some time, was the arbitrary 
transfer of one employee from one post to another by a 
quick-on-the-trigger hierarchy. I got after that and I 
corrected a number of cases. I said, "You can't do that'. 
It's a violation of civil service. You can't Just auto-
matically do this without valid reason." Editor Willis 
was so pleased about it he wrote a piece in his newspaper 
stating that I'd done an excellent job in adjusting dif-
ferences out of which friction arose. He said that I 
had put a stop to the unjustifiable last minute transfer 
and that "it was gratifying to Wiseman1s Voice that Com-
missioner Borough recognizes the rights of men in street 
maintenance under the rule of seniority." I was trying 
to protect their civil service status. 

The white man has many libels against his black brother; 
one of the libels is that he's shiftless, unkempt, unclean, 
and that he prefers to be that way. This is a common 
libel; we used to hear over and over again the cliches 
about his dirt and his stench. I hate to use the words, 
but this is what actually was going on. One of the first 
demands I came up against from the city refuse collectors 
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was for adequate quarters for shower baths and lockers 
for their individual clothing. One of the things that 
these people who were supposed to be so dirty and filthy 
and not care about themselves wanted most was shower baths 
and lockers down at the transfer yard. The drivers and 
swampers wanted to come to work In their street clothes; 
then they wanted to change to work overalls in the trans-
portation yard, and after a shower bath at the end of the 
day, they wanted to go home in clean garments. Well, 
this is self-respecting citizenship, why not? 

They had made request for shower baths for several 
years, and I felt like shouting hallelujah at this demand 
on the employees' agenda that they handed to me. I had 
said, "Let me know what you want;" this was one of their 
Items. I knew that ignorant white men would say, "They're 
getting too damn fancy. They want shower baths." But 
shower baths in the locker rooms became a number-one item 
on my program. X went after it, and I had Cassidy's 
support. I found out that for several years the men had 
been promised these Improvements, but at every budget 
meeting there Just wasn't money enough to go around— 
that's always the game. I was insistent, and I got the 
shower baths. 

In the Wiseman's Voice, October 3, 19*10, I had really 
a propaganda swing for me: "The wise men are happy." The 
promised new building, equipped with shower baths and lockers, 
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was nearing completion at the East Washington Street 
transportation yard. As a result of our work we got a 
second building which was perhaps even more important to 
the lasting welfare of the employees. The building was 
under construction at the garbage division's loading sta-
tion at 25th and Herrick Street. Including a whole com-
plement of toilets, lavatories and urinals it contained 
a room of five hundred square feet of floor space that was 
one of the most significant achievements of our work in 
the Bowron administration. It was officially denominated 
as Office number two, but it was dedicated to employee 
usage. It was to be the employees' reading room and their 
assembly room. "Oh, this was unpardonable! We were cater-
ing to these 'boys,' and it was something awful!" It was 
to be available to them as a place to eat their noon 
lunches together (they had had to eat them outdoors, some-
times in the rain), eliminating the necessity of resorting 
to their trucks and other exposed locations. Finally, 
It was to be an employees' committee room, the recognized 
neetingpLace of the refuse division labor-management com-
mittee. This was sheer revolution—a labor-management 
committee in which the Negro garbage truck employees were 
represented by their own kind. This was horrible. This 
was tearing the foundations out from under society. 

The labor-management committee had come into exist-

ence as a result of conferences between the representative 
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of the CIO's state. County, and Municipal Workers' Assoc-
iation and (I'm delighted to pay him tribute) one of the 
finest civil service career men in the city's employ, 
Herman Cortelyou, who at that time was head of the Public 
Works Department's Maintenance and Sanitation Bureau. 
He was really a fine citizen and wanted to go the limit 
on these things. I heard that he, unbeknownst to me, was 
in conference with Harry S. Jung, who was the regional 
representative of CIO, about this matter of having this 
labor-management committee. Harry, of course, was de-
lighted, when I told him, "For God's sake, go ahead. This 
is fine." At that time, the New Deal's labor-management 
committees that arose out of the labor shortages of the 
World War were working, and they were resulting in increased 
efficiency. You had in part to justify them on that ground. 
But the reason I was for them was that they were a direct 
assault on the dictatorship of the old-time boss, whose 
only function was to give orders. Under our labor-manage-
ment committee, the relation between labor and supervision 
was seen as a two-way street, with ideas as to work pol-
icies and techniques flowing both ways; and the ba?Aic 
cure for organizational difficulties was discussion and 
debate around a long table. 

Now, I went down and I attended those committee 
meetings. Before I went, I said, "Well, maybe they're 
right; maybe this is just going to be dribble. Maybe 
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this won't amount to a damn. Maybe I'm just cuckoo and 
I ought to be sat on hard." I attended a number of these 
panel meetings, and at once, I saw the new dignity with 
which the Negro employees were invested by virtue of the 
fact that they could sit there in all seriousness and make 
their contributions to this cooperative endeavor. I 
noticed the difference in these Negro©; there was no "Uncle 
Tom" about them when they sat on these committees—they 
were just as good as the other guy. They were sane and 
vigorous in their attitudes and approaches. Here was the 
worker functioning under a democracy, and the other side 
fell in. We got an approachment on those problems and, 
with little hostility, a solution of a lot of the minor 
problems, things that destroy morale. 

The thing that pleased me more than anything else 
was this successful operation of the labor-management 
committee. It created a sensation of the right type down 
among the employees. After the committee had been in 
operation for some time, they were so pleased at their 
right to stand there as men and state their grievances, 
which would have to be listed and given some attention 
that a group of them came to me one day in my city hall 
office. Their spokesman, I forget his name, said to me, 
"if you're ever in trouble, Brother Borough, you just 
holler and we'll come a-runnin'." So much for labor re-
lations and the discrimination end of the story. 
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These public hearings opened the way for an inves-
tigation of a new field. I have to admit that both Cas-
sidy and I were getting a kick out of this because we were 
being reported and, being human, we liked publicity. As 
I said before, we were prosecutors and we indulged in 
some of the antics of the prosecutors; we imitated suc-
cessful attorneys in the court, not knowing it perhaps, 
and perhaps knowing it. We were trying to put the enemy 
at a disadvantage whenever we could. Generally, Cassidy 
and I were very dignified, but occasionally we'd leap to 
our feet In a peak of anger and go up to a defiant witness 
and ask the question in a defiant manner. A lot of people 
came to these hearings; they were hoping for fireworks, 
which they got plenty of. 

We succeeded in getting rid of Meyer, the man who 
had been guilty of improper practices. The case illustrated 
one of the curious ways of corrupting public officials 
at that time; we showed that Meyer was a heavy winner in 
a gambling club which was attended by representatives of 
Special Interests. They lost so that he'd win, and he 
admitted that he was a heavy winner. 
Dixon: I've heard of this method before. 
Borough: The gambling parties were held almost dally 
at the rich man's Jonathan Club and at games in the 
Biltmore Hotel. Meyer admitted that he went to them. 
He also admitted that Tom Moore of the Consolidated Hock 
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Company was one who sat in the game, and some other people 
whose names we didn't get but who were representatives of 
these "special interests," that were getting the things 
they wanted out of city government. There was the auto-
mobile gift that we proved; Meyer said that it was forced 
on him, that he couldn't help it. This seems like trivia, 
but actually when you have a government that's riddled 
with it, this is very important. 

In the old days this was quite common in city govern-
ment. There was a foreman, an old fuddy-duddy, as I 
called him. His name was Pardou, not a bad fellow. He 
was Just an ordinary old-fashioned boss, and he exercised 
all of the prerogatives of an old-fashioned boss. We 
got testimony at these hearings from the lips of a half-
dozen of his underlings that men on his city payroll 
built a sizable addition to a mountain cabin which he 
owned up at Little Rock Canyon, On weekends, gangs of 
these fellows would go up and paur cement for him, lay 
floors and do other carpentry jobs. They worked ten 
hours a day. We asked one of the witnesses on the stand, 
"Did you get paid?" 

"Not a dime," he said. 
"Did the men object?" 
"No," he said. Pardou's wife cooked (they made a 

party of it) pickled hams and chicken for them. He said 
that they played cards at night and had a little to drink. 
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They had a good time, so they worked on weekends for thiB 

guy and built part of his cabin. 

I knew that the old-timers at city hall were indig-
nant at the kind of sniping Cassidy and I were doing. 
They said, "Aw, those fellows, they're just messing around. 
Why don't they stop? Those 'holier-than-thou' so-and-sos, 
Cassidy and Borough, it's Just terrible." But we kept 
on wherever we could find targets. 

Then we got into the paving contracts. One of the 
things that makes me look back on my city hall work with 
pleasure was the paving contractors. They were "Jugoslavs, 
most of them. They could speak some English but very 
brokenly. They were a split-off from an old colony f 
San Pedro fishermen, and some of the younger fellows had 
gone into this paving business. Scores of them would 
crowd into the board room when the bids were opened; I 
used to watch them. They were all lusty, heavy-set, 
tanned fellows; they were explosive of speech, talking 
back and forth and with very heavy accents. You couldn't 
understand half they said. We couldn't catch them on one 
thing, at least openly—they rarely submitted identical 
bids; they were smart enough not to do that. This was 
when we were after these patent pavers, but the secretary 
of the board told me that it was common practice for them 
to agree as to who was to be the low bidder. They wouldn't 
submit Identical bids. 
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We had one of them whose name was Akmadzich—Pete, 
the men called him, but I always called him Mister Akmad-
zich. I didn't like this business of calling these fel-
lows by their first names just because they were of 
foreign origin. I really was out gunning for him. He 
had the reputation of laying honest paving—he put in 
plenty of cement, but his pavements were rough. He was 
always in a hurry. He had a lot of work and he didn't 
always finish the Job well. We thought that we had him 
hooked on a bribery charge (I think we did, but we didn't 
prove it), in connection with the sale of his asphalt 
plant: He owned an asphalt plant out in the San Fernando 
Valley, and he sold It to the city after a series of very 
mysterious conferences, visits and the entertaining of 
city hall Engineer Aldrich and his wife. We brought out 
all of this detail, but we didn't succeed In proving that 
he had actually been guilty of bribing the city engineer. 
But what we did do got into the press for days. He ad-
mitted that his public relations were very vigorously 
pursued. The first thing we got him to admit was that he 
often got postcards of thanks from city employees for the 
gifts he gave, "What were the gifts?" 

"Well, they were ties." 
"Well, were they good ties?" At Christmas time [he 

gave] Christmas presents bo a pretty long list. Generally, 
quantities of ties would go out In lots among employees, 
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simply as employees, scores of them. 
"Were they good ties?" 
"They were good enough for you and me to wear. They 

cost $1.50, $2.00, or more." He said, "I give neckties, 
I give other gifts." 

"What?" 
"Well, hams and hats; I give some of the hams to 

City Engineer Aldrich, to Mr. Meyer, to Mr. [Hugh J.] 
McGuire," who was a member of the Board of Public Works 
at that time, and to others in positions of influence. 
He said, "They were special hams. I knew a family that 
was making a living out of these hams—preparing, pickling, 
then cooking and curing them. They were absolutely de-
licious." He thought he was all right in doing this; he 
was very pleased and proud of it. He said, "I think it 
would have been very appropriate for me to give some of 
these hams to friends I come in contact with from time 
to time. They like their eats as well as I do. They 
weighed nine to twelve pounds, and they cost fifty cents 
a pound." 

Cassidy said, "After you sold the asphalt plant to 
the city did you distribute hams around?" He sized up 
that question, and he was eager to have the board get an 
exact and precise picture. He said that before he sold 
anything to the city he had distributed ten-dollar orders 
for hats, not hams. He said he gave hats to all the 
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members of the Board of Public Works, Including members 
in 1939, but we made him admit that it was a former board. 
"Were they good hats?" I asked. He looked at me and said 
disdainfully, "I imagine even you could get a good hat 
for ten dollars, if you haven't got too big a head." 
He was scrappy, and we enjoyed it. He would take people 
out to dinner; it was common practice. 

Well, this was the line of our exposure and by it 
we cut down on the practice. We forced Akmadzlch to admit 
that he gave these things to the city employees in order 
to get his business taken care of out of turn; in other 
words, through the disruption of the city's whole business. 
He said that he didn't do it to corrupt city employees— 
he just did it fco get little favors out of them. 

"What kind?" 
Well, he said that he didn't want his contracts hung 

up, he wanted prompt action on them. He didn't want any 
delay on an estimate coming through covering progress on 
a contract. He would ask the clerk, to whom he'd given 
favors, to push the thing along and not put it In a basket 
and let it stay there two or three days before it got to 
the board, then to the controller, and finally to the pay 
master's office. He said he had bills to pay. He wanted 
to promote prompt action in his business and he was able 
to get it by using these little favors, but in so doing 
he was lowering employee morale. We stopped him. 



288 

We got a lot of kidding about it and city hall was 
full of banter. The fellows would come in in the morning 
and say, "You got your hat yet? How was the ham last 
night?" All of that sort of thing. But it was fatal to 
him. He had to stop his favors. Cassidy and I forced an 
admission from him that it was wrong. 

I read into the record the board's order as applied 
to colored employees. The board had issued an order, some 
years before, and it was still enforced, that the garbage 
collection employees "shall not solicit presents or tips 
of food, goods or money, and they shall not receive any 
such presents or tips for rendering special service not 
provided by ordinance or rule. Service shall be of a high 
standard and without special or extra compensation." 

X said, "That's the rulef gentlemen, and if it is 
going to apply to one division of our employees, it has 
to apply to all of them." 

No board member objected. 
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I want to talk about three aspects of my work on the 
Board of Public Works. The first was the abolition of the 
patent-paving contracts and their exploitation of the tax-
payers, which had run up to hundreds of thousands of dol-
lars before I went on the board. According to a grand Jury 
investigation, it was a major source of the exploitation 
of city government. Then I want to talk about compet-
itive bidding, which we enforced on the board; and fin-
ally I want to talk about my somewhat lonely defense of 
civil liberties while I was on the board. I was the only 
member on the board that felt that it was necessary to 
defend the rights of the employees to full expression of 
opinion and free political association. 

In the first place, the fight against the patent 
pavers had been a long, long fight; it had run ten, fif-
teen, twenty years. I was in the fight when I was on the 
Record, from the very time that I got onto it in 1917. 
The fight never seemed to get anywhere. It was easy 
enough to point out the absurdity of the patents and 
show that there was absolutely no basis for them in fact. 
Anyone could invent or devise these schemes which enabled 

* Side 2 of this tape was not utilized. 
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the patent pavers to say that their product was patented. 
Somehow when it got into the realm of politics, the patent 
pavers always came out ahead; they always had a majority 
of the city council. They even had a majority of the 
progressive members of the city council. 

When I went on the Record as a political reporter 
and covered city hall, there were four very able public 
ownership men on the city council. One of them was a woman, 
Estelle Lawton Lindsey. They were all for the expansion 
of the power enterprise of the city, which was then under 
fire by the power trusts, and in the city council always 
voted, from my point of view, right on that issue. How-
ever, the three of them (Fred Wheeler, who was elected 
as a Socialist, and Ralph Crlswell, who was also a Social-
ist) weren't elected as Socialists because the elections 
were nonpartisan, but they were known Socialists and had 
been members of the Socialist party, as Estelle Lawton 
Lindsey had been. They were elected as a minority part of 
the council. The nine members of the council were then 
elected at large, and the nine receiving the highest num-
ber of votes were elected In the city-wide election. 
These four nearly always trailed toward the end. The reac-
tionaries got the top places on the ballot, but the pro-
gressives got enough votes to be elected. I always thought 
this was a good kind of a selection because it gave rep-
resentation to what in essence was a minority, as well as 
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the majority. You get a cross section of opinion of the 
community. You did not get the overemphasis on local 
pork barrel Interests that you get under our district 
system. 

When we got onto the board, we said that we would 
do all we could to wipe out the patent pavers. The first 
city council that was elected after Bowron was elected 
was a pro-Bowron council, and was pledged to his policies. 
One of his policies was free competition in the purchase 
of city supplies and also no patent-paving contracts. 
But when this pro-Bowron ticket got onto the city council, 
the enemy succeeded in winning over enough of them so that 
it had a safe control of city council again. However, 
when we went onto the board, we at once decided that we 
would smash that patent-paving thing, and we had it in 
our power as a board to do it because under the charter 
w?had to confirm the contracts after the council had 
passed on them. The contracts had to come before the 
board; we examined them and if we didn't like it, we could 
say, "We don't like the contract," and it could not go 
into effect. As soon as these patent-paving contracts 
got up to us, we did Just that. We said, "No, we're not 
going to accept any contracts which do not provide for 
wide-open competitive bidding, and we're not going to 
recognize patents." We had ample reasons for it, ample 
authority for proving that any open specification contract 
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would be Just as good as one of these closed specification 
contracts. Overnight we Just broke the whole patent com-
bination and the council was beaten; there was nothing 
they could do about it. They kept shoving up these con-
tracts to us every once in awhile, and after awhile they 
got tired of it. Then we began to get open specification 
contracts which we approved. 

The next important thing was the matter of open com-
petitive bids. After I got off the board, I made a very 
careful study of exactly what the board did on this mat-
ter of open competitive bidding during the six years I 
was a member. It was printed In a little magazine that 
had some circulation in the mideast called the Forum 
that covered business, labor, and social news. I'm glad 
that I wrote this story which covered our activities be-
cause it's sharp and clear. I might have missed some of 
the points if I had waited; I wrote it immediately after 
I quit the board. 

I raised the question, "Can our cities buy at the 
lowest and best price?" Under the charter, contracts are 
supposed to be let to the bidder who offers the lowest 
and best price or prices. I went into the history of this 
matter in Los Angeles, and I concluded that the city 
could get the best bid if it had alert and fighting mem-
bers on the Board of Public Works. At the end, my con-
clusion was that unless the citizens were alert and unless 
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there was competent leadership that was watching the affairs 
of city government very closely, the outside pressures 
would force a backing up on this whole demand for free 
and open competition. 

I have watched it since, and I'm convinced that right 
now you can go up to city hall, and you'll find all kinds 
of evasions of the charter on this matter. I know there 
are evasions. One member of a city board is now raising 
the question about some contract that they're going to 
let because it has to do with the feeding of animals in 
the zoo. There's a special kind of product that the 
board buys that is a patented process product and must 
pay more for it. In substance this board Member says, 
"That's not necessary. Let's do away with this patented 
thing and have some competition." Well, the same fight 
that we had is now continuing. 

Cassidy and I became members of the board in July, 
1939. Bowron was elected late in 1938, and he had already 
appointed three members of the board. He had appointed 
two of his old friends and I'm not going to mention their 
names now—it isn't too important. They were just his 
friends; they had never taken an active part in the cam-
paign. They might have nominally supported him, but they 
were not in the heat of the campaign as Cassidy and I 
had been. The third appointee had been a member of the 
board under the Shaw regime. He had a falling out with 
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Mayor Shaw, and so he was reappointed by Bowron. These 
three members either ignored or forgot the administration's 
election commitments and when the bids for oil came up 
they Just went along and awarded the contract under the 
old system without raising any issue. 

Then Cassidy and I came on the board, and six months 
later in 1940, the contract for oil came up again. This 
was one of the big contracts. There were six oil com-
panies in the city at that time that were in a combine, 
and they submitted identical bids. There were other com-
panies that were not members of the combine that submitted 
higher bids. They were cats and dogs; they were irreg-
ulars and probably didn't amount to much. The six that 
submitted the Identical bids were the ones that Cassidy 
and I were gunning for. The others didn't figure in the 
picture et all. This was a very big order because It was 
an order for the city's oil supply for the entire year. 
I think this should go into the record. The contracts 
covered the requirements of the city, aside from the harbor 
and water and power department, which weren't under us, 
and totaled 1,700,000 gallons—that's quite an order—in 
the layman's mind it looms as a pretty big order. The 
price of the prior bid, before Cassidy and I got on the 
board, were somewhere around $200,000, but the bids were 
identical from these six companies. 

When this same contract came up, the prices were again 
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identical, but Cassidy and I were on the board and were 
really raising hell about this. It was known that the 
mayor would back UE on this thing because he was committed 
to It by his campaign promises. The six of them said, 
"We'll still continue to present Identical bids. We won't 
be competitive In that way at all. We'll be nice and gen-
tlemanly. We won't try to cut one another's throats. But 
we'd better tone down our prices a little." 

So the price from all these identical bidders was 
somewhere around $25,000 less than the previous year's 
bid. That had been a gain. I suppose we could have gone 
out and shouted to the public, "See, you get a reform ad-
ministration, and you get $25,000 saved on a year's pur-
chase of oil." And that would have been done by some 
politicos. But it didn't interest Cassidy and me at all. 
We were not impressed at all and we said so. We demanded, 
and the board went along with us, that all these bids be 
rejected and that we call for another set of bids. This 
was a unanimous action by the board. Although the other 
members had previously done the thing that we were now con' 
demnlng, they went our way, which illustrates what vigor-
ous leadership can do In any situation in government. 
The average run-of-the-mill appointees who don't have 
any strong convictions or ?ny real close understanding of 
what's going on around them don't want to be disturbed 
too much. One of the troubles in these commissions is 
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that some members don't take them seriously. 
We were demanding a second round of bids, but frankly, 

we weren't too sure we were going to win because we didn't 
know how long these companies would hold out and whether 
they would come back united every time. 

The second bids came back and again were exactly 
identical. Some politlcos would probably have said, 
"What's the use? Let's pick one of the bids and stop the 
fighting." 

But not Cassidy and I. We were getting too much of 
a kick out of being reformers; we took our job seriously. 
And so we stormed around and said, "We can't do it. We're 
committed. The mayor's administration has got to go through 
with Its pledges." 

We again had the other three members go with us, and 
we called for bids again. This time one of the Inde-
pendents came in. It was Edwin W. Pauley's Richfield 
Oil Company. It was a smaller company then, and now 
it's become one of the big majors. It offered to sell 
the city the 1,700,000 gallons of gasoline at about $5*000 
below the identical bids of the combine. Every member of 
the board voted for the award to this low bidder. This 
action really set a precedent. We had good luck in getting 
an outsider to come in and do this. You're not always 
able to do It in this day of close integration of business, 
but we did get it here and took full advantage of it. 

In the following year, 19*11, two of these major com-
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panles that had been submitting identical bids, broke 
from the combine's prices, one of them by a bigger margin 
than the other. The lowest bidder's price was $13,000 
less than the second lowest bidder, and $14,000 less than 
the combine. We were able to get them to scale down, and 
even these two that were underneath had different esti-
mates as to what they'd do it for. We made the award to 
the low bidder, and it happened to be this same company 
that got the award the first time. For the moment, as a 
member of the Board of Public Works I assumed the role 
of defender of the competitive private-enterprise system. 
X said, "If you're going to have a competitive system, if 
you want private enterprise, if you want an open market— 
that's what you fellows say you want, a fair field, no 
favors to any—let's really have it. Let'B fight for it 
and let the public get the full benefit. We know that 
business Is shot with combinations and restraint of trade, 
but let's apply this theory of competitive business, to 
which you give open assent, to the purchases by city 
government." 

Under the charter, we were supposed to award bids 
to the lowest and best bidder. In Bome caseB we got com-

petitive bids, but they were all high. After consulting 
the board's cost accountant, Cassidy and I concluded that 
the bids were too high, and we rejected them. The board 
went along and we called for bidB again. We got lower 
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bids and then awarded the contracts. 
I don't want to go into too much detail here; I'm 

Just trying to remember the essentials. I carefully es-
timated that in a five-year period we had saved something 
under $100,000 for the taxpayers in the purchase price 
of gasoline alone. That may not sound big in terms of 
today's big business, but it was a substantial saving for 
city government. 

And it did something more than merely saving money 
for the city—it cracked the oil combine's control on 
city government. Its morale was shattered—it didn't have 
as much influence around city hall as it had before. 

The thing that we did to oil, we also did to liquid 
asphalt. That's the stuff that is used in repairing the 
streets; a coat of the liquid asphalt is put on. The pur-
chases were heavy for the entire requirements of the city, 
and we broke the combine there and firmly established 
competition as the rule. 

Curiously enough, the man that broke the combine kept 
on coming in with low prices until the fifth year, when 
he and others entered into an identical price arrangement. 
By that time Cassidy and I had lost some of our grip on 
the board, and the board decided that in view of the ex-
cellent performance of this man, and notwithstanding the 
identical prices submitted by the other members of the com-
bine, they would award the contract to him. 
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This again illustrates the difficulty of maintaining 
a strictly competitive basis for your purchases, because 
you get Involved with somebody you're doing business with— 
you like him, he's giving you good service, and you say, 
"Well, the prices are the same, but so what, let us con-
tinue with him. He was the one that broke the combine 
in the first place." 

Cassidy and I wouldn't swallow that. We were dog-
rat lc and doctrinaire. The thing we wanted was compet-
ition. But we were whipped and for many years afterwards, 
the Richfield company kept on supplying the city with 
gasoline. I don't know whether it supplies the city now 
or not. 

The question of service, of course, always obscures 
the Issue, and then there's always the debatable ground 
as to whether this product is as good as the other. 
There are always excuses and ways of getting around the 
spirit and purpose of the charter. But I think it's easy 
enough to establish what you want in quality, and then 
abide rigidly by this price line. The service of course 
has to be reasonably good, but all of these companies were 
prepared to give good service and to deliver their goodB 
in satisfactory shape. 

Without going into more detail, we went into the pur-
chase of office supplies, such as paper and other various 
items used in offices. We insisted that these had to be 
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bought under competitive bids, and we were reasonably 
successful In our demands. That about sums up what we did 
in reference to competitive bidding. After Cassidy and I 
left the board, my information is that, while we had ac-
complished something in setting a precedent, there was a 
tendency, as I've Indicated before, to slip back into these 
older norms. 
Dixon: What effect did the war have on the board? 
Borough: This was one of the arguments that was made to 
us against insisting upon competitive bidding. They said 
that the war had created such a demand upon these compan-
ies that it wasn't fair for us to keep on Insisting upon 
competition. What the sense of that argument was, I could 
never figure out. But it was argued that wartime conditions 
made it more difficult to get competition, and we shouldn't 
be too rigid in insisting upon It. But we did Insist 
upon it, and we succeeded in getting what we were after. 

In the third phase of board activities, I regret to 
say, I had to fight alone. Even my good friend Cassidy 
just wouldn't go along with me. That activity involved 
"radicals" among the city's employees. The police chief, 
some of the police department officials, other department 
heads, Red Hynes, and others of his kind had all been shout-
ing "Red" from the housetop. So it didn't take long be-
fore somebody found out there were a lot of Reds in the 
city government. Individuals were aocused without adequate 



301 

examination or Investigation, and demands would come in 
to the Public Works Department, which was one of the larg-
est departments in the city, to fire the^e people that had 
been accused of being "Red, Communists, Communist sym-
pathizers, and Communist-front people." A number of these 
demands began to reach the board and the heads of the 
board's departments. It got so the department heads liked 
to have the board approve their actions In these "Red" 
crises. They'd submit their report, and the board would 
approve their action. 

I fought all of these Irresponsible demands. I In-
sisted that I was going to have a proper investigation of 
every one of the cases before anyone was discharged. 
Then I became suspect too by the press, but I expected 
that. "I was a Red because I was defending the right of 
the Reds to their jobs." 

There was one case that came up that got the lime-
light. We had a roller operator whose name was Ray Garner, 
a very likable and intelligent workman whose performance 
on his roller was unassailable; he was one of the best, 
If not the best, roller operators we had in the city's 
employ. The records all showed that. It was charged 
that he had been a Red, and the head of the Sanitation 
and Street Maintenance Division, Herman Cortelyou, who 
was one of the best superintendents we had, didn't want 
to fire him. He knew the man was good and he also didn't 
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believe in loose accusations. 
I had some letters from him after I got off the board, 

in which he remembered the attitude that X had taken toward 
employees, and he again thanked me and said that he was 
proud that he had been able to work under a man who took 
this view of employees, Mr. Cortelyou was a member of a 
distinguished family and a very honorable family; most 
of the Cortelyou family were public employees. One of 
his brothers [S. V. Cortelyou] was employed by the State 
Highway Department as a district engineer. 

Herman Cortelyou referred this matter to the board 
as to whether we would fire Gamer. Garner had run for 
office, some years before, on the Communist ticket. Whether 
he was a Communist of not, he had run on the Communist 
ticket for some minor office. That fact was dragged up, 
and I didn't investigate it because I didn't consider it 
important. But that was one of the charges. Cortelyou 
brought the matter to us and made no recommendation; he 
simply said that the chief allegation was that Garner, 
more than five years before, had been a candidate for public 
office on the Communist party ticket. But he also stated— 
and he was courageous to state it—that Garner had an 
excellent record of city service. 

The board discussed it, and it was obvious that they 
were going to vote to approve his dismissal. I really 
lost my temper and blew up in disgust. I went on record— 
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all my words were taken down—that the charge that Garner 
had been a Communist had not been legally proven in the 
first place, and then in the second place, if he ever had 
been a Communist it was not within the five-year period 
proscribed by city ordinance. The ordinance read that if 
within a five-year period they had been known to have had 
Communist party connections, they could be fired. This 
was not within the five-year period. And further I said 
that even if it were within the proscribed period of five 
years, the city, even then, had no right to fire him. 

I went whole hog on my civil liberties doctrine; I 
Just wouldn't go for this business. I didn't expect that 
I'd get any support, although I was disappointed In Cas-
sidy because I thought he might support me. I thought he 
might, but he couldn't go along. He had too many con-
servative friends, I guess, in the business world—I don't 
know what the reason was. He didn't agree with my theory 
that under the American Constitution, it wasn't a crime to 
be a member of the Communist party. Before the vote was 
taken, I said, "All right, you're going to vote to approve 
his firing, but I'm telling you now that the courts will 
order you to reinstate Mr. Garner, and they'll order you 
to pay him all of his back salary. Wait and see." I 
couldn't get any argument on that. They Just went ahead 
glumly and without any further discussion voted 4-1 to 
dismiss this man. 
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I get a kick out of this because it's happened more 
than once, fortunately. We have high intelligence and 
courage in the courts, as we've had in the Supreme Court 
of the United States for I don't know how many years, due 
to Justice Black and now due particularly to the magnif-
icent head of this court, Chief Justice Earl Warren. With 
that kind of people still on the bench, you're apt to get 
some honest opinions and some courageous ones. 

The Superior Court judge was Henry M. Willis, an 
old school jurist, an aged man then, but clear-headed one, 
and a devoted defender of constitutional liberties, al-
though he was a conservative in his general philosophy. 
He handed down a forthright decision, doing exactly what 
I said he would do. He used exactly the same reasoning— 
not the same words but the same reasoning. He Bald, 
"You can't do it. You've got to reinstate him at once 
and pay him his usual city wages for all the time he lost 
as a result of his being fired." 

The curious thing was that because Garner was an ex-
cellent roller, as soon as he was fired by the city, he 
went right over and got a good job with a private con-
tractor for all the time he was out of his city job. As 
a result, he got two pay checks for the entire period— 
the city pay check and the company pay check. The board 
was hardly in a position to appreciate the humor of the 
situation. 
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While I was on the board, I wasn't able to follow the 
administration's city-wide performance as closely as I 
might have otherwise, but I was still close enough to 
know that it was making good and the mayor waB going ahead 
with his pledges. In 19^1 when Bowron came up for re-
election, I was prepared to support him whole-heartedly. 
The Municipal League, which had supported him in the first 
place, was also enthusiastic; it ran a full detailed 
account of all the mayor's achievements while he was in 
office. He held the support of labor's Nonpartisan League, 
which represented the CIO, and of the progressive elements 
in the AP of L, and he held the support of the Good Gov-
ernment forces. Labor particularly was for him because 
as Hugh Wilkins, who represented the CIO, said in a public 
statement issued for Bowron that the mayor had broken 
up the Red Squad; he had craoked down on police terrorism 
and spying; during this two-year period, he had also 
abolished the job-buying racket in civil service and 
crime payoffs to the police. During this same period, 
Wilkins reminded labor, Bowron had gone on the radio to 
condemn the city's antipicketing ordinance. He was against 
it even though it was the law—he believed it to be illegal. 

He had thrown himself into the fight to get rid of 
a corrupt district attorney, Buron Pitts, who, by the 
way, was a special favorite of the Los Angeles Times« 
Bowron had helped to defeat Pitts and elect [John P.] 
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Dockweiler. During all this time, he had to defy and 
oppose the Los Angeles Times, which had been on the other 
side in all these issues. 

In '4l, the progressive forces that were backing the 
Bowron administration decided that we would not only re-
elect the mayor, but we would have a city council to sup-
port him. So we ran candidates In all of the fifteen 
districts, and we did succeed in electing a majority that 
was pledged pro-Bowron. The fight continued against 
Bowron in the council, but it seemed to taper off because 
he was establishing himself as a powerful leader. Then 
as I said in writing about it, "After all, good govern-
ment did become respectable in the period; it hadn't been 
respectable before." 

It was now acceptable to say around city hall that 
you believed in good government. You weren't just laughed 
at as a crackpot If you said you believed in antiprivilege 
good government. After this election, I could tell the 
difference in the atmosphere because I could go into the 
offices of many of the city councilmen and discuss city 
business with them—a thing which I couldn't have done 
at all in the beginning because they were afraid of us 
reformers. 

Something then happened in my private life which 
resulted In a decision to change my occupation. My wife 
Laura died of cancer in '43. I didn't know whether I'd 
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survive or not, but I managed to carry on. I married 
Madeleine in the next year. 

I still stayed on the board awhile, but Cassidy left 
the board and there weren't any more big campaigns. The 
mayor's position on some aspects of public works became 
quite distasteful to me. I believed that the city should 
do things for itself; he believed that the city should 
contract certain important services out to private in-
dividuals and corporations. This applied to such things 
as the building of flrehouses, major repairs on fir^Ji°uses, 
and a number of other Items, Under the charter the board 
had the right to bid for these services, and If we under-
bid the private contractors, we could do the work ourselves 
and save the taxpayers' money, I wanted to extend that 
whole line of operations and gradually wipe out these para-
Bit ic contractors, who were often doing very 5 : n e f f i c i e n t 
work. We frequently had to go In and correct their work 
after It was done, and they were also doing it for more 
money than we could have done It for. 

But the mayor said, "No, we're not going to have that 
kind of thing." While I would vote on the board the way 
I thought about it, I was always defeated. Ultimately, 
I Just said, "There isn't any use of my continuing this 
fight." So I resigned after the 19*15 election. 

It took the mayor by surprise; he wrote me a very 
nice letter in which he thanked me for all that I had done 
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and gave me credit for leading the fight against special 
privilege. He probably would have included Cassidy In 
this too, If he had been talking to Cassidy, because 
Cassidy went along with me. But he gave me credit for 
leadership in these fights and said that he always wanted 
to be considered my friend. I have the letter, and I'm 
very glad to have it. It waB an expression of esteem that 
I was pleased to get. 

By the way, I now re all an incident that brings 
out the difference between my point of view and Bowron's 
regarding the private enterprisers tied into the city 
government. It had to do with the repair of the city's 
firehouses. As I remember it, it involved the plastering 
of a firehouse's walls. It was a rather picayunish account, 
running only into a few thousands of dollars. But I in-
sisted that the board do the work itself, because we had 
figures from the head of our maintenance department that 
established that we could do the work for less than the 
lowest bidder could. The majority of the board were for 
awarding It, nevertheless, and I put up a fight. The mayor 
came into the picture, and in the tiff I got sore and said, 
"Well, Mr. Mayor, what we're doing is farming out the busi-
ness of the city government to private interests for prof-
it." 

And he said, "Ah, that's nonsense, Rube." 
And I said, "Well, that's the way I feel about It." 
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That was probably the final determining factor in my 
quitting the board In '45. 

Madeleine and I were living in the San Fernando Val-
ley; we had bought a place in North Hollywood. At first, 
I thought I had to do some writing; all my life I've had 
these periods in which I have written. A score of dif-
ferent magazines have my stuff. Some of them are well-
known magazines, like the New York Independent, which 
fifty years ago was regarded as quite an Intellectual 
publication, and a number of the other magazines that had 
quite a circulation. In the later years, the factual 
stuff that I wrote was about economic conditions and it 
landed in minority-group magazines of various kinds. One 
paper that took a number of my articles on public owner-
ship in America was the National Guardian. The American 
Socialist alBo ran a number of them. 

After I had done something that I thought was fairly 
Important, I always had the yen to put it down sharply, 
make a point of it, and preserve it for the records. 

After I got off the board, I thought, "I've got to 
tell this story." We were in pretty good condition; I 
had built up quite a reserve in the city's insurance 
fund. I drew that out, and I said, "Well, we'll take some 
time now and cover this city hall period." So I began 
to write the story of the EPIC campaign and other fights 
I'd been in. It was about five or EIX months that I put 
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on EPIC. It was never published—It was obviously prop-
agandists. But it served as the basis for a large part 
of my autobiography which I'm revising now. Anyway, that 
was over. I'd had my fun reviving the past—as I guess 
all of us like to do at times—and brag about it. 

I decided that before I did anything else I would 
become a candidate for office. I was active in the lib-
eral wing of the Democratic party in the San Fernando 
valley. I said, "I decided," but as a matter of fact 
some of my friends had decided to run me for office. 
They said: "We want to put on a campaign for a progres-
sive candidate for congress in this district"(I think it 
was the 20th). It was the district in which Pasadena 
was located. There wasn't a chance in the world of get-
ting me elected; it was strongly Republican. The incumbent 
was a reactionary but very strong in Pasadena. Neverthe-
less, I said, "All right." 

So we set out and ran a campaign, and we built up a 
tremendous grass-roots organization. It just surprised 
me; I don't know where they all came from. They worked 
their heads off and had me going from house meeting to 
house meeting all over that district. I explained the 
things that we stood for, and one of the things that we 
stood for (aside from some very advanced ideas on public 
ownership, which I advocated strongly in all my campaigns) 
was absolute equality for the races. This was an issue; 
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this was back in 19*16. We made the absolute equality of 
the races a hot issue all through that valley. The other 
candidates, of course, didn't touch it. 

Hugh Hardyman, who lived out in the valley then, was 
very insistent that I take this position—I would have 
anyway—but he was very strongly for it. He got out some 
propaganda literature for me in the form of a little card. 
On one side, it had my name and address and the fact that 
I was candidate for office in the 20th district; on the 
other side, it had nothing but the opening sentences of 
the Declaration of Independence: "All men are created 
equal," etc. He said: "That's your campaign, Reuben" 
(He never called me Rube.) One night he heard me make a 
speech at one of these house meetings, which were usually 
attended by all the way from ten to thirty people from 
all over the district. Afterwards he came up and saidi 
"Reuben, what are you going to say if a Negro comes up and 
says he wants to marry your sister?" And I started out 
with a long explanation about equality and that we were 
all brothers and that there shouldn't be any discrimin-
ation. He cut me short and said, "No. You're going to 
tell ijhem It's none of your business. It is entirely 
up to your sister and the man that wants to marry her." 
That was his individualist, and I think essentially sound, 
answer. I was defeated; I wasn't even nominated. But I 
had a good race and learned some things. 
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I've been lucky in that I've always been able to find 
my way in the world of private enterprise—to fit in— 
when I've been foreclosed from political activity by de-
feat. This time, Madeleine and I had quite an argument 
as to just what we would turn to. She said, "Well, we'll 
go into the Insurance business." 

And I said, "No, we'll go into the chicken business." 
I was going to be a chicken farmer. I could never get 
away from the lure of the soil—at various times in my 
life I wanted to get back on the land. 

She said, "That's r.ldiculous. You can't do that. 
You're too old—you're in your sixties'." But this was 
her clincher argument, and I remember when she urged it, 
I had to surrender. She said, "Besides, if you go rais-
ing chickens, you can't go running around the country 
making speeches. You'd be too tired—you couldn't do that 
nights." That was an argument that I couldn't answer. 

So I said, "All right, we'll go Into the Insurance 
business." It was surprisingly easy. We knew we had 
many friends but the response we got just amazed me. We 
got out our big mailings of literature, and immediately 
we got responses from people all over the city and county, 
out where we lived and everywhere. My following was spread 
over large areas of the county; It wasn't isolated. It 
was progressive people—here, there and everywhere. We 
had mailing lists, including most of these people, and 
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many of them came to us. Sometimes they couldn't give 
us their policies right off, but they would say, "A year 
from now or six months from now, my policy on the house 
expires; then you get it." Madeleine went into the life 
insurance end of it. She took that, and I kept the gen-
eral insurance, fire and all the other lines. 

At the end of the first year, we were in the red a 
little, but by the next year we were in the black. By the 
third year, the business was going so well (we wanted more 
time to devote to our political activities) that we took 
in partners. Then we had a period when we were in the 
red because of increased expense, but from then on we went 
into the black and kept on expanding. After several 
years, I was able to retire and turn the business over 
entirely to ray associates. It's run under the name of 
The Boroughs & Associates but I don't pay any attention 
to it. The arrangements are mutually very satisfactory. 
So much for my personal activities. 

The next thing that I decided I wanted was a direct 
involvement in state and national politics. 



TAPE NUMBER: VIII, SIDE 1* 

I want to emphasize the fact that the mayor's admin-
istration, Bowron's first four years, was definitely a 
success by every standard that Good Government people 
could establish. Prom the beginning he had doggedly ful-
filled his pledges. As the primary of April, 19*11 approached, 
it was apparent that he couldn't be criticized on that 
point. His supporters felt that he had made a continuous 
effort for good government, and he had the support, not 
only of Good Government, but also the labor forces. The 
Municipal League was very enthusiastic. I was associate 
editor of the Bulletin; we published a detailed account 
of the mayor's achievements In office. Labor's Nonpartisan 
League, the representative of the CIO, and some progressive 
elements in the AP of L came out with a ringing endorse-
ment. It's Important to understand or to know the char-
acter of these endorsements, because it throws light on 
the political problems from labor's point of view. Hugh 
Wilklns was the executive head of the Nonpartisan League, 
the organization which represented the CIO and some pro-
gressive elements of the AP of L. A statement was issued 
over his name, In which he said that the mayor had broken 

* Side 2 of this tape was not utilized. 
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up the Red Squad; had cracked down on police terrorism and 
spying; had abolished the job-buying racket in the civil 
service and crime pay-offs in the police; and then, which 
was remembered to his credit, he went on the air in 1938 
to condemn the city's antiplcketing ordinance, which labor 
was very much opposed to. He had also stepped out of his 
conventional role as mayor and in the interest of good 
local government had thrown his weight into the fight to 
retire District Attorney Buron Pitts, who was under attack, 
not only as being corrupt, but as being antilabor. He 
urged the election of John Dockweiler, Fltts's opponent, 
who came out for reform government and for a different 
attitude toward criminals, and a different attitude toward 
the Interference of government in labor disputes. Pin-
ally, Hugh said that Bowron had repeatedly and openly 
defied the Los Angeles Times. This was supposed to be a 
proof of the soundness of thinking of progressives in Los 
Angeles at that time. "He had consistently opposed and 
defied the Los Angeles Times, and other minions of special 
privilege;" those were Hugh's words. 

We were so pleased with the mayor's performance that 
we decided, since he had inherited an antagonistic council, 
we would run pro-Bowron candidates In all the city's 
fifteen councilmanlc districts. We would then have a 
complete government, and the mayor wouldn't be opposed by 
a council which was continuously trying to block him, 
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both in petty ways and on a big scale as well. 
I "consented" to run for council in the 13th District. 

I'm thinking of the average candidate who always "consents" 
to be drafted after he has carefully laid the plans for a 
draft. There was some feeling, with which I agreed, 
that I could be perhaps more useful in the city council 
as a supporter of the mayor. I had another idea, not only 
to support the mayor in his Good Government program, but 
to do what I could to influence his administration to be 
more aggressive in its progressive stand on social issues 
that impinged on city government. I didn't resign from 
the Public Works position, but I went Into another cam-
paign. I was defeated. 

But the majority of the pro-Bowron ticket was elected. 
We then had a very safe majority on the council; we had 
about ten council members pledged to support the Bowron 
administration. When you win a victory like that, City 
Hall modifies its opposition. It feels that public opin-
ion is against it. Much of the catcalling that had been 
going on within the city council stopped. I remember very 
definitely that I had been a persona non grata in most of 
the councllmanlc offices, but now I could go Into almost 
any of them. I was received with courtesy, except In the 
office of Councilman Hampton, who thought I was a Red, 

This reform administration was operating while the 
United States was an active ally in World War II, and the 
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whole atmosphere of City Hall was charged with a feeling of 
the importance of the city's cooperating with the federal 
government, which we did in every way possible. Cassidy 
threw his Influence in favor of complete cooperation, but 
Cassidy's work and my work was pretty much done. We had 
killed off the people that we had been condemning as the 
major crooks. I don't mean to say that the city government 
was perfect by any means. There were still corrupting 
influences at work, but we had drawn the teeth of the 
enemy, and we were in a pretty good position. The major 
offenses of which we complained had been wiped out. The 
work on the board became more of less routine. Cassidy 
and I went around and inspected public works. 

One of our jobs was to follow all over the field and 
inspect various types of public works, such as Incinerators, 
sewage disposal plants, paving jobs that were in progress, 
and outfall sewers. All this work was going on in this 
tremendous city, and it was important to follow the various 
operations. I'm sure that I covered the whole field; 
I even got into the detailed work of the Bureau of Stan-
dard Weights and Measures. But you can learn Intermin-
ably if you. apply yourself in a Job of that kind. However, 
the mass of this detail did get to be humdrum after our 
very exciting first two years. 

In 19^3, Laura, my first wife, fell a victim to 
cancer. It was in an advanced stage before we discovered 
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it and she died within three months, a shattering blow. 
For months I went around in what I called an alien world. 
Her death was one reason for my lessened interest in the 
board; World War II was another. 

The war was grinding successfully, but horribly-
horrible slaughter on both sides—to its end successfully 
for us, the United States. Fascism and NaziBm were going 
down together—there was no question about that—and so 
were the monBters, Mussolininand Hitler. Normally my 
philosophy is pacifistic; I don't go to the extent of com-
plete pacifism. I think there is a point past which the 
human individual in society must revolt against its oppres-
sors, even with force and violence if necessary. But gen-
erally, I go against force, and certainly I've always been 
against war and particularly against war in the modern 
age. I've talked against it and worked against it. I 
really believe in the futility and sinfulness of ven-
geance . Yet, I'm frank to confess that when I got the news 
of the indignities that were heaped upon Mussolini in the 
last agonizing moments of his life, I really felt a tre-
mendous satisfaction. It was revenge, true, but this man 
had been guilty of innumerable atrocities by his own direct 
order in his own country, and he was getting Just a small 
taste of the thing which he had been Imposing on others. 

Then, right at that time in '45, came a death that 
shocked us all; Roosevelt finally fell, after a magnificent 



319 

appeal to the world for peace. He had written that final 
message but he died before it was delivered. This cast 
a pall of gloom over the United States and the whole world. 
It effected us all at city hall; we felt werd lost some-
thing that was precious and that we couldn't get along 
without it. Nearly everybody, It seemed, had the feeling 
of loneliness. 

I didn't know how Bowron would react because he was 
a Republican, although he had been working very well in 
support of the [Roosevelt] administration. He was not a 
narrow partisan Republican. He was first a patriot in 
his way of thinking, and he did cooperate. I remember I 
met him on the April morr&Ing in 19^5, when the news of 
Roosevelt's death was flashed across the nation, and I 
remember saying to him, "Well, Chief, the world is going 
to be a lonely place for a while." He didn't say any-
thing; he just nodded silently and passed on. So he felt 
it too. He was quite an admirer of Roosevelt in spite of 
the fact that Roosevelt didn't belong to his political party. 

In 19^4 the mayor had appointed me to a second five-
year term on the board. I had absolutely no difficulty 
with this new council. My first appointment, in 1939, was 
turned down three times before it was finally confirmed 
by the council; but this time, 1944, the council voted 
Just once on my confirmation, and there was only one vote 
against me. Everything was smoothing out, and I could 
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have gone on to the end of another five-year term without 
any difficulty. But I became uneasy and dissatisfied 
for various reasons; I wasn't able to translate my own 
philosophy into action on the board. That became increas-
ingly apparent to me. I said, "What Cassidy and I have 
done on the board was good, but it wasn't good enough. 
Killing off crooks was only a preliminary program." This 
was my attitude in office. There had to be a new line of 
attack on the problems of city, state, and national govern-
ment. I felt that, and I couldn't insist upon it in the 
Bowron administration. For Instance, there were things 
that I thought ought to be done in the Public Works De-
partment for which I knew I couldn't get the support of 
the board. Furthermore, back of the board I was positive 
that the mayor would not approve. I was for the city's 
doing all the things it oould do for the people at cost 
and without profit to any special class. That was my 
concept of government. That's not the concept of govern-
ment of the average politico nor of the average business-
man. I had all these things tabulated in my mind: I 
would have loved to go on with them If we'd had a pro-
gressive, socially-minded, forward-looking and forward-
moving administration instead of just an honest conser-
vative administration. 

We could have processed the activated sludge from the 
city's sewage plant. We could have processed it and turned 
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It Into an excellent nitro-humus fertilizer, which we 
could have sold on the market in sacks. When I urged 
this, I was not talking theory; I was talking about some-
thing that had actually been done. Pasadena had done it 
for years before the reactionary interests moved in. 
Pasadena had its own activated sludge plant on Valley 
Boulevard, and it was turning the affluent over onto a 
citrus grove—the oranges had magnificent growth. The 
effluent was taken off in that way. The city took the 
sludge, dried it, ground it, put it into shape so that 
it could easily be spread on the ground, and sacked it. 
The sacks were piled up at the plant; it was called 
Crown City Fertilizer. They sold it all around here, 
and the city of Pasadena made money out of it. It was 
recognized as a money-making thing. But as the municipal 
governments around here became more conservative and 
reactionary, Pasadena was drawn in on this reactionary 
tide, and it sold this thing out. Just like Los Angeles, 
they peddled the privilege to a private contractor. 

I want to make a comment here. When I came to Los 
Angeles, this city and all of the small cities around 
were far more progressive than they are today. They were 
much more convinced that city governments had a right, 
and indeed a duty, to act for the people in such matters 
as I've been talking about. The growth of conservatism 
in this field Is due largely to the fact that the petty 
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interests, that hoped to make money off the city, became 
organized and began to bring pressure on governments every-
where and on the press. As a result, there was a steady 
retreat in every single community; I don't think there's 
one community that hasn't retreated along this line. I 
know Pasadena has retreated; I know Glendale has retreated. 
All that we've got left in these communities that 1b at 
all progressive in its method of operation are the water 
and power enterprises. Glendale still operates them, 
and these 'Enterprises have held their own. Speaking quite 
frankly, there's a special interest involved here that 
helped save them, and that was the special Interest of 
the employees who liked their jobs under public owner-
ship and who were continuously on the alert against these 
public enterprises being sold out to private enterprises. 

As far as power is concerned, the undeniable fact 
is that in every city it was easy to prove that the 
rates have gone down, down, down under public ownership. 
The parallel public utility, gas, was attempting to raise 
the rates all the time and would have raised them even 
higher if it hadn't been for the potential competition 
of electricity, because at points electricity does come 
into competition with gas, in heating for instance. 

As I looked out I could not forget our fire houses. 
The city in its earlier days had, and still kept when 
I was on the board, a public works maintenance division. 
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This maintenance division, in the days when Los Angeles 
was more radical and had even some avowed Socialists in 
the council, built firehouses. They were good firehouses; 
they are still standing all over the city. These brick 
buildings were good structures. They also built librar-
ies; you can find some of these libraries around now with 
the statement that they were built for the City of Los 
Angeles by the Division of Public Works that was respon-
sible . 

X said that the city could have laid its own paving, 
both the black and the white. That was simple. The charter 
had created a division of the city government, and those 
who were responsible for the first charter were very con-
scious of the fact that the city could and should engage 
in the laying of pavements. At any rate, it should al-
ways be ready to do it as a potential threat to the private 
contractors when they combine and raise prices. But the 
original idea was that they should do it themselves as 
a matter of economy and efficiency and an a part of the 
Job of an alert city government. 

There were many things. For instance, we had a good 
recreation department, and [George] HJelte, the head of 
the department, was a very fine, public-spirited man, 
who really wanted his department to serve as many people 
as it could. Part of the Recreation Department's program 
was the establishment of ocean camps and mountain camps, 
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where people went, and still do, at cost for vacations. 
They went any time during the season; most of the moun-
tain camps were closed during the winter. There is still 
one camp In the High Sierra country, up beyond Bishop, 
at Mammoth Lakes. Some of my friends still go there, and 
it's a very fine camp. They are run on a home-like basis; 
people go there expecting to do part of the work. The 
work is divided; they might clear the dishes from the 
table—a sort of half-way cooperative. They get down to 
a very low cost, and once I figured that you could live 
In a summer camp for two weeks about as cheaply as you 
could at home. They had the cost down, and literally 
thousands of people with low incomes went up there. There 
was no question about the value of this sort of thing, 
but the thing that has always irritated me was that the 
Recreation Department has never been given a clear signal 
to go ahead to the limit and expand these things, because 
they have been at a standstill so far as the number of 
outlets is concerned. We should have many of these public 
facilities and the Recreation Department can operate them. 
By only charging small fees, they can come out without 
going into the red. You don't have to have high prices 
to make enterprises of that kind to cover their costs. 
It irked me that we weren't, and we still aren't, agres-
sively expanding this recreational program. 

This is directly in line with what the present ad-
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ministration in Washington is trying to do with the re-
vival of the CCC idea. It's one of the forward-reaching 
programs of the administration; people don't realize just 
how important that could become if they were expanded. 
It would take the unemployed off the market for a def-
inite period, by educating the jobless younger generation 
and placing them in healthful surroundings, and giving 
them an outlet for their normal physical activities. 
It's just terrific what could be done, and it would re-
flect on the whole tone of our city life. It would tend 
to prevent mob violence—the mass hysteria moods that 
the kids get into when they don't have anything vital 
and interesting to do in life. 

I regret to say it, but I have to, because it ought 
to be made clear that this is the difficulty with the 
average politico that runs for office. 

This was the type of project that Bowron wasn't par-
ticularly interested in. If somebody had called it to 
his attention, he might have said some good words for 
recreation. He probably would have, but certainly he 
felt no drive to expand this type of municipal activity. 
That was one of the reasons that I became listless about 
the whole situation. I had my little flare-up, which I 
mentioned before, about the firehouses; he went against 
me on that. It only convinced me more and more that I 
had done my work on the board. 
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When I quit, a lot of people said, "You're foolish. 
You're giving up a good Job; you'll have trouble getting 
a Job as good. Why do you do It?" 

That didn't Interest me. I wasn't too concerned 
about what I'd do. When I sent in my resignation I put 
it on the ground that I wanted to go back in private life 
and reestablish myself there. I thought that the mayor 
would probably write me just a formal letter accepting 
my resignation. I was sixty-two when I quit; this was 
one of the reasons why so many of my friends thought that 
Rube is a fool for quitting a good Job when he has his 
city retirement pension. I had made my payments in that, 
and if I had gone on I could have had what for me was a 
good pension. Maybe I was a fool, but I'm glad that I 
was, if I was. 

I got a very friendly letter from the mayor which 
was a surprise. I came on to the board in stormy weather. 
On it I was a storm center, but I went out without anybody 
more than just casually mentioning it. The papers just 
put it in nice little stories, except the People's World 
which insisted on running a long account of my valiant 
service for the public. They went into detail. 

The Board of Public Works gave me something that I 
prize; I've got it hanging on my wall. It's a colorfully 
illuminated scroll; they got it up and passed a resolution 
with a lot of "whereases," bade me a friendly good-bye 
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and wished me well. They said that I had resigned to re-
enter the field of writing and education. I don't know 
where they got the idea at that time, because I had never 
told anybody that, but as a matter of fact that was prob-
ably at the back of my mind. But they put it nicely, 
"writing and education." 

I got quite a thrill out of the mayor's letter of 
acceptance—I hadn't expected this kind of a response 
from him. He said that when he reappointed me, he expected 
me to stay another full five-year term which would have 
expired in '49 (this was in '45). He said, "Nothing has 
since occurred which has changed my feeling toward you 
and my full appreciation for the very valuable service 
you have rendered the city and the people of this com-
munity." Now this is what I'm particularly interested in— 
he did recognize the kind of work that Cassidy and I had 
done. He said: 

You have at all times been diligent and active 
in seeing to it that every vestige of fraudulent 
practice In respect to competitive bidding has 
been stamped out. You have rendered yeomen ser-
vice in ending the old patent-paving racket, and 
you have been of great assistance In terminating 
Special Privilege and eliminating favoritism In 
respect to certain materials and processes. You 
have done much toward establishing better relation-
ships between the city and Its employees, particul-
arly those in the lower wage brackets. The city 
and the people owe you a debt of gratitude. At 
times you have encountered considerable opposition, 
but I am sure that no fair-minded person ever 
questioned your honesty, your Integrity, and your 
high purpose. In closing, permit me to assure you 
of my continued and lasting personal friendship. 



328 

Naturally that is the kind of a letter a person likes to 
keep, and I have kept it. 

When I got off the board, Madeleine and I were liv-
ing in the San Fernando Valley, and I had already col-
lected a score or more of boxes which were filled with 
files and envelopes and texts of speeches—long, short— 
and outlines and notes for many more. I kept all of 
those things; I formed the habit early of doing that. Peo 
pie used to wonder why I did. I didn't exactly know why 
I did; I had a desire to keep this stuff in case it 
might be of use sometime. I thought maybe this is un-
important now. I said that It's trivial, and a lot of 
the stuff I have Is worse than trivial—it is positively 
Juvenile! 

For instance, all my manuscripts of everything I 
wrote are In one box; I've got it all carefully Indexed 
from the time I was fifteen or sixteen years old, right 
on down to that time. Forty-five, fifty boxes, I don't 
know how many of them there are—more than that. God, 
they're Just terrific. It's hard for me to even look 
In some of them any more—was I that kind of guy? Was 
I that sentimental? 

Nevertheless, even those tell me something, and very 
often something very important. I had all of those 
things and all the articles which I had written for maga-
zines and newspapers over a period of forty years. I'd 
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written a great many articles—beginning with the Nation, 
way back. They didn't come very frequently, but they 
bulked large and they were all on important subjects. 
They became a record of my activities and my point of 
view and of the things that were happening In society 
in that particular time. 

With all of this material around me, I decided that 
the first thing I would do would be to write a history of 
California's politics, particularly the politics of the 
Left, beginning with the Los Angeles Record and coming 
on down to the present. I started in and I got finished 
up to and through the EPIC movement. Then I was inter-
rupted, and the stuff was never published. There it lies, 
and It's the source material for a lot of the stuff that 
I have used in these interviews because I couldn't remem-
ber them all. They were down there and they mver could 
get away. 

During this period Madeleine came Into my life. She 
was a friend of my first wife, and I had worked with her 
in politics, even in the EPIC movement. All that kept 
me in contact with her vrhile she was in the motion pic-
ture industry as a script writer and editor. To make a 
long story short and not get overly sentimental about 
this, we were married. 

We went up to Bakersfield to her sister's. We got 
there on a Saturday, and the courthouse was closed. We 
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had our license, but we had difficulty finding somebody 
to officiate. So Madeleine's brother-in-law took us to 
a little place way out In the hinterland. It was just 
a hamlet, and Weed Patch was the name of it. There was 
a justice of the peace, who had an office and lived right 
there. My brother-in-law knew that he'd be home; he knew 
him. This justice was a young man; his father who had 
died sometime before had been the justice of the peace 
in that same community, and he had Inherited his father's 
job. 

He also inherited a lot of marriage ceremony forms. 
They were all kinds; you could look them over and read 
them and say, "Yeah, I want that one. No, I don't want 
that one, I want this form." He's brought thern all out, 
and Madeleine and I looked through them. She was inter-
ested in finding one that didn't contain the words "and 
obey." She wanted one that had some poetic flare; she 
was a poet and she didn't want a stupidly-stated'pledge. 
The Justice got out one that was very good and sounded 
very nice, and there was no promise to obey in It. After 
we had decided on the form, the justice married us. 

There was one thing that I always remember and we 
laugh about it, but I'm not sure Madeleine exactly liked 
the humor of the situation. We looked through a window 
while being married, and next to the lot on which the 
justice's office was located was a corral. There were 
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about a dozen yearling steers moving in and around the 
corral. So we really had a scene from Arcady as our wed-
ding setting. 

We came back to Los Angeles. Madeleine assisted 
me in many ways, but I didn't get very far in writing 
about Upton Sinclair before the campaign for congress in 
the 20th District came up. The 20th District at that 
time included Pasadena, Altadena, and a portion of the 
San Fernando Valley; It's been changed since. The Demo-
crats were in the minority in that congressional district; 
they always had been and still are, although I think that 
shifting the lines has made the control a little less 
certain. A young man in the assembly, Everett Burkhalter, 
decided that he was going to run for the Democratic nom-
ination for congress in that district. He was Just a 
humdrum politico and I think that I'd almost have to say 
it to his face. He was politically stupid—not a bad 
guy, he was honest enough in dollars and cents—but a 
shameless pork barrel politician, I don't think he real-
ized that there was anything else to politics except 
pork barrelism—the idea that when you went into office 
you did all you could for your constituents, and by "your 
constituents" he meant the men that were important in the 
community—the businessmen, the men who had things to sell, 
I didn't like the picture of this fellow. Many Democrats 
were against the idea of this man running as a Democratic 
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candidate for congress In this district. 
The post-war issues were very sharp, and I was very 

much interested in them. One was the preservation and 
strengthening of the United Nations. I thought we should 
have a congressman who stood for that, and stood for the 
thing that made the United Nations strong—the continued 
unity of the Big Three: the united StateB, Great Britain, 
and Russia. These things were all under attack. 

The representatives of the progressive and labor 
forces were all very concerned over inflation—t&e mount-
ing prices. We were for the Office of Price Administration 
being allowed to go in and stop it by putting ceilings 
on these things. This was statism of the most virulent 
type to the tories and reactionaries; they didn't want 
the state interfering. But this was where we stood. We 
also insisted that labor's right to organize, strike and 
picket should be recognized and protected. 

At the time there were all kinds of scandals in the 
newspapers about the tax exemptions of the big corpor-
ations. We wanted these stopped. Even at that time we 
wanted to extend the benefits of social security for young 
and old. This fight's still on, and I suppose it'll go 
on interminably. This was in 19^6, and we were talking 
about the elimination of racial discrimination from every 
field of life. This was part of our campaign material. 
No one person had this program in mind; these were ideas 
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that were current throughout the progressive ranks at that 
time, people believed them, and they gave voice to them. 
We were particularly for respecting the constitutional 
rights of the foreign-born, and we were specifically for 
protecting the constitutional rights of Communists and 
all other political minorities. Most of the progres-
sives didn't use the word "socialism," because they were 
afraid of it. But I wasn't, and I used it when I thought 
I ought to, for clarification purposes. We were for ad-
vancing toward socialism through the expansion of public 
ownership. We centered mostly on puttie power; that was 
the big point of entrance as many of us saw it, 

These were things that we held ought to be and just 
had to be talked about in the 20th District and every-
where else over southern California and over the nation 
in the congressional campaigns. This stupid Burkhalter 
never said anything about any of them; he didn't know about 
them. I don't think he had any idea what they meant. 
He never mentioned them, and if he was aware of these in-
terests, he kept his awareness secret. The most important 
thing that he came up with was typical pork-barrel pol-
itician's material. I can show you ten thousand pieces 
of literature by pork barrel politicians who have no 
principles that are identical with the thing he got out. 
He'd lived in the district twenty-eight years. 

He was an American Legionnaire; he was a Mason; he 
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was a Knight Templar—thirty-second degree, mind you; 
he was a Shrlner; he was an Elk; he was an Eagle; he was 
a Kiwanian; and he was a member of the North Hollywood 
Community Methodist Church. The last might have meant 
something if he had really been a going member, but I 
don't think he went very often. Not that I'm a Methodist, 
but the Methodists, as we've seen in this story, were a 
socially minded group around here. They led many fights; 
they had a lot of courage. 

The crassness of this approach offended many of the 
Democrats, and they asked me if I would run. I said that 
I was perfectly willing. A delegation of these young 
men and women came to me, and I told them, "yes, I'll 
run." They Immediately proceeded to organize. I didn't 
do it; I wasn't the creator of this movement. They got 
together, and they got a brilliant young attorney, Fred 
Steinmetz, who is now quite a prominent attorney in Hol-
lywood. He'd just gotten out of the armed service, and 
they got him to be campaign manager. He was an amazing 
fellow, and he had amazing help. They came to him and 
helped him, but he maneuvered amd mobilized these grass-
roots forces all over that 20th District. He set up a 
headquarters, and we had a volunteer staff that we didn't 
pay a dime—we didn't have any money. The volunteer 
staff went to work, and the first thing they centered on 
was to get me before as many people as possible. I couldn't 
get before the ordinary, conventional organizations such 
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as the Chambers of Commerce and the KIwanlans. Not that 
I'm against them, but they weren't interested in hearing 
my kind of gospel, and so I couldn't get before them. 

So what we did was something even more important 
than that. We went into scores of homes; it ran into 
the hundreds before the campaign was over because they 
worked me to death in that grass-roots campaign. We went 
into homes, and we had meetings all over that valley. 
Some of them were in obscure halls, but most of them in 
homes. There'd be ten, fifteen, twenty, sometimes thirty 
people; sometimes, however, maybe only a half a dozen 
people would gather in these homes. They had arranged it 
so that I went, not to one home in an evening, but many 
times to three homes in an evening. I was just rushed! 
They had a very attractive girl who was our driver. I 
forget her name now, but I remember her because I thought 
she was very, very attractive. She drove me from one 
home to another. She worked fast; she'd get me from 
one place to another so that I could make three meetings 
a night. I talked about the issues, and I talked about 
them very bluntly. 

Some of the people were politically inclined—they 
were mostly Democrats. A good many of them had been in 
the EPIC movement, or had been close to it, and were gen-
erally what we call "radical" in their point of view. 
But some of them were cautious or timid. One woman said 
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to me, "You're too radical on the race question. You've 
got to stop that." She said that it would lose me votes. 

I said, "Well, I'm not in the campaign primarily to 
win votes. I'm in the campaign to win voters to prin-
ciples ." 

This was totally unrealistic from a political point 
of view, but this was why I was getting the fun out of 
it. The 20th District was rampantly Republican in regis-
tration—I didn't have a chance In the world to get 
elected. What I wanted to do was create a ferment. I 
lost this woman'n support. She said, "I can't work with 
you." In this campaign they founded clubs. They were not 
Borough Clubs; they were not personally attached. They 
were Progressive Democratic Clubs; quite generally they 
called them that. They founded dozens of them all over 
that valley. It is from functioning groups like these 
that the clubs of the present Democratic party movement 
sprang. There are new clubs, but many of them remained 
active and went right on Into the movement, represent-
ing the Left or progressive wing of the Democratic party 
and insisting then, as they're insisting now, on a mil-
itant, progressive program. They were the lifeblood of 
the Democratic movement. We felt sure we were accomplish-
ing something worthwhile. 

Burkhalter's method of campaigning, as opposed to 
this, was very effective. [Estes] Kefauver did It down 
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in Tennessee, but Kefauver did it with genuine warmth and 
he managed to supplement his method with some skillful 
propaganda. Burkhalter didn't stop for propaganda. His 
campaign was to handshake—to handshake as far and as wide 
as he could and as fast as he could. He would hot-foot 
over the district, and he'd hand out his campaign cards. 
The man's energy was terrific'. We watched him; it was 
unbelievable. He'd actually start out before sunup. 
He'd go to parking lots, to factory gates, to bus stops, 
to offices, and to the front and the back doors of homes. 
He'd never miss a day; he was out absolutely all the time. 
He never would stop to argue or to discuss issues with 
anyone. As soon as he would get his iron grip on a hand 
and shake it and give the man his card, away he went and 
on to the next one. In this, his campaign was different 
from Kefauver's campaign—his rnarvelously successful cam-
paign. Kefauver was a great man, one of the greatest 
men in the public life. Senator Kefauver's measure has 
not been taken. This was the technique that got Burk-
halter nominated. It didn't get him to congress then. 

Before I get to that, I want to mention that one of 
my supporters was Hugh Hardyman, about whom I've talked 
before. I had known him from Record days. He lived in 
the foothills of La Crescenta. He held a meeting, and he 
introduced me to the people that had gathered in his 
house. He was a most unrealistic guy in some ways. He 
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really embarrassed me; he'd go around praising me without 
stint. He'd say, "Well, Rube Borough is an honest man. 
In fact, he's the only absolutely honest man I've ever 
known." That's ridiculous, but he'd put it over. He did 
something that was curious, and I still wonder about It— 
still there was an element of sense to it. He got out 
what he called my "campaign cards." He got out 5000 
black-bordered little cards with my name on one side, can-
didate for such and such an office, 20th District Congress, 
and on the other side was printed the first paragraph of 
the Declaration of Independence. He handed me the first 
one, and he said, "This is your program. This is your 
platform." "We the people of the United States in order 
to. . ." And so forth and so on. It's a statement of 
the equalitarianlsm of the founding forefathers--equal 
rights to all. He had that In. That was his starter. 
He gave me hundreds of those, and he was distributing them 
all over the valley. I don't know how people would ever 
read that kind of card. It looked pretty dull. I don't 
know how many actually did, or whether they threw them 
away or what, but he distributed them with the Declaration 
of Independence on the back, everywhere. 

One time he was at a meeting that I was, and I don't 
know if he particularly liked my way of dealing with this 
race problem and discrimination. He told me afterward, 
"Reuben, what are you going to say if somebody comes up 
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to you and says that a Negro wants to marry your sister? 
What will your answer be?" I started out with a long 
definition which I thought was required—the equal rights 
of people, the theory and the duty of democratic govern-
ment . 

"No," he said, "you're going to say this: that it's 
entirely up to the people involved as to whom they're 
going to marry." Anyway, he certainly put me on record 
with this Declaration statement that "We hold these truths 
to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that 
they are endowed by their Creator wlbh certain unalien-
able Rights (by the way, that's unalienable, not inalien-
able), that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit 
of Happiness." I don't like the Declaration's "unalien-
able," but there it is. 

Burkhalter won the nomination, which we had expected, 
notwithstanding Hugh's efforts. He went all over the dis-
trict and in quite a lawless fashion, uncompromisingly 
and unapologetically tearing down all Burkhalter*s signs 
that he could get, sticking them in the rear end of his 
station wagon to take back to his garage. He said he took 
them off places where they were illegally placed. I don't 
think he looked around too much. 
Dixon: It was a little unethical. 
Borough: But he was out to beat Burkhalter. Anyway, 
Burkhalter beat me. I did get quite a percentage—I had 
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9,000, maybe 10,000 votes against his 23,000. But, of 
course, the Republican incumbent Carl Hlnshaw was elected— 
as we knew he would be. 



TAPE NUMBER: IX, SIDE 1* 

The next series of events which took my time and at-
tention was the political campaigns in 1948 and 1952 of 
the Progressive party, as it was known nationally, and the 
Independent Progressive Party in California, as it was 
known. I had run for congress in the San Fernando Valley 
and had been beaten. I had gone into the insurance busi-
ness to make my living, but my major interest was still 
politics. Making a living was secondary with me, although 
we were successful in it and as successful as we wanted 
to be. We didn't throw all of our energy in, but we 
had to throw a lot Of it in at the start. You've got to 
make your contacts, and it takes a little time to estab-
lish yourself in the insurance business. 

However, by '47 and '48, the world was getting into 
a pretty dangerous situation and I, like many progressives, 
was very much alarmed. Anger swept over the nation among 
progressives and Left-wing people generally, from the 
center on out. They were very angry at our being Involved 
in international matters as a sort of a super-boss, our 
calm assumption that we had a right to run the affairs of 
the world and that our judgment was superior to the judgment 

* Side 2 of this tape was not utilized. 
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of people of all kinds. All this was infuriating to me 
and It was infuriating to hundreds of thousands of us. 

The act which precipitated the worst features of this 
reactionary period was the appearance in the Uhited States 
of Winston Churchill. This was less than a year after 
Roosevelt's death, and remember that before he died, 
Roosevelt had written an immortal appeal for peace, for 
international good will and trust, and the Interchange 
of Ideas and commerce. His ideal was a uniting of the 
world communities into one community. He spoke with pro-
found earnestness about it. As I say, in less than a 
year after he died, this nation (I'm against It and al-
ways will be) unleashed the atom bomb on Hiroshima on 
August 6, 1945. I'm familiar with all the arguments— 
you can always pull arguments like a rabbit out of a sleeve. 
This was super violence. Horrible, what it did in the 
t ?rms of loss of life and suffering, and our national 
reputation was stained for all time. 

Winston Churchill was a great Englishman and un-
doubtedly one of the world's greatest statesmen. He 
probably will go down in history as one of the most im-
portant figures in history, but an arch-Tory—although he 
was a British patriot, he was Tory to the gills. He wanted 
to protect Britain's capitalistic interests wherever they 
were, and he was ruthless about it, too. On March 5* 
1946, he came over here to America and in Fulton, Missouri, 
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he delivered a speech. Whereas under Roosevelt we had had 
the beginnings of world unity and a close alliance and 
understanding between Britain, the United States and 
Russia—carefully cultivated by Roosevelt at Yalta and 
Tehran—now Mr. Churchill at Fullton, Missouri called for 
a military alliance of the United States and Great Brit-
ain against Soviet Russia. This was the thing that started 
the Cold War. This put us right back where we were and 
in a worse condition than we were before as far as inter-
national peace was concerned. We were aligned In an 
effort to confound and probably in the end to wipe the 
Soviet Union off the face of the earth. 

Henry Wallace, who had been In Roosevelt's cabinet 
as Secretary of Agriculture, immediately became alarmed, 
and he spoke out against It. I think his phrases were 
very good. He was a good phrase-maker, and as long as he 
was with the progressive forces, he put things very elo-
quently and in a way that moved most of the American 
people. At least we thought that most of the American 
people were moved by it, and a very large sector was. 
Truman had Immediately endorsed the address of Churchill, 
and Wallace called Truman's endorsement, "the great be-
trayal." He said the White House became the scene for a 
different kind of action than it was under Roosevelt. 
His exact words were s "it was a time of goings and com-
ings. in aarched the generals and with them the banking 
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house boys" (who were Interested In international in-
vestments) "and the oil-well diplomats. It was the exo-
dus of the torch bearers in the New Deal." 

That's true. The ablest and the most sincere of 
the New Dealers were either eased out or left the Truman 
administration. The result was the definite trend and 
move of the Democratic party to the Right. In California, 
and probably New York too, some of the most prominent 
Democrats were very indignant and in revolt against this 
shift. For instance, Attorney General Robert W. Kenny 
of Los Angeles was among those who were very much opposed 
to Truman's position. There was an attorney In San Fran-
cisco by the name of Bartley C. Crum, a very important 
attorney. They joined hands with hundreds of others 
over the state in an effort to stop the retreat of the 
Truman administration and to begin to move to re-establish 
good international relations in the Interest of world 
peace. They held state-wide conferences, which they called 
legislative conferences. 

This was parallel to the state-wide movements that 
we had seen in California In the Sinclair days and after. 
It was grass roots. It was just amazing that when a sit-
uation of this kind, when there are real issues at stake, 
and when the nation is really in jeopardy, people all 
over the country get busy. And they were busy here! 

There were literally hundreds of them that Joined 
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in this movement. They represented Democratic clubs, 
trade union locals, veterans' organizations, and youth 
groups. In all these movements in California, many of 
the Jewish rabbis, and the Christian ministers—little and 
big—have been very active. We've always had them with 
us; we could always find someone to open the session with 
prayer. They were right there; we had dozens of them. 
In good form, we would always open the meetings that way. 
There were many other important community leaders besides 
those that I've mentioned. 

The first conference was held in Sacramento January 
5 and 6, 1946, under the chairmanship of Kenny and Crum. 
The second legislative conference was held in Sacramento 
on February 15 and 16, 1947. They elected two new co-
chairmen, one, a railroad man by the name of Irvine in the 
north, and I was elected to be the other co-chairman, 
representing the south. We had more than five hundred 
delegates in attendance. We revived the issues which had 
been disregarded by Truman and his stamp of Democrats, 
and we made demands again for New Deal attitudes In the 
fields of labor, housing, civil liberties, civil rights, 
price control, taxation, and public ownership. We Insisted 
on the emphasis on these issues, as they were in the 
Roosevelt administration days. Of course, we would have 
even gone further than they went in the Roosevelt days, 
but we wanted something done along these lines and we 
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said so. We were speaking both to Sacramento and to 
Washington. But five hundred people, even though they 
represented a militant and active sector of the population, 
don't have too much influence on the politicos, so there 
wasn't any reaction to our call. Therefore, we decided 
that we would have another conference. 

We set August 23 and 24, 1947* for our conference 
in Rodger Young Auditorium, Los Angeles. This time 1400 
delegates showed up, representing the same people as they 
did before, but things were at a fever heat. We had a 
militant trade unionist, Hugh Bryson, from the National 
Union of Marine Cooks and Stewards (it was affiliated with 
the CIO). He addressed us at that time, and he came 
right out with an open declaration for a third party. 
He said, "We need a third party now.'" Amazingly, the 
crowd burst into applause, and it was apparent that this 
was the temper of the meeting—they were for it. 

He was only a guest speaker, and we had somebody 
speaking on the other side in favor of continuing to work 
inside the Democratic party. But the conference couldn't 
take a partisan position. By its constitution, It was 
only a conference, and it couldn't take open political 
action. We were forestalled there, but across the street 
from Rodger Young Auditorium in Odd Fellows Hall, there 
was already forming a third party organizing committee. 
It was in action while our young friend—he was a young 
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man too—Hugh Bryson of the Marine Cooks and Stewards 
was speaking. 

As soon as our meeting was over and had declared it 
self on issues, which we could do, Madeleine and I crossed 
the street together. I said I had to go to the Odd 
Fellows Hall. 

And she said, "What are you going to do?" 
"I'm just going to look on. I want to see what's 

happening." And she looked at me kind of skeptically. 
I think she was smarter and knew what I was pretty sure 
to do once we got there. I hadn't been there very long 
before I was a member of the organizing committee of the 
Independent Progressive party of California, and I waB 
deep in >.he proceedings. It was just what I'd been look-
ing for. 

To get the third party on the ballot, we had to 
have 273,970 valid petition signatures. Many of the 
Democrats, who were sympathetic to us but who doubted the 
wisdom of this move, said, "You never can do it. You can't 
get that many signatures in this state." We said that we 
could, and inside of three mnnths we had 15,000 volunteer 
workers on the streets, visiting homes, and getting sig-
natures. And we got the signatures. We had these vol-
unteer workers, who were serving on speakers' bureaus, 
and raising funds, and getting out mailing liBts— just 
like that. 
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It was a good deal like the Sinclair movement was 
in its origins; it just seemed to spring up of itself. 
It didn't need to h^ve leadership of commanding stature 
to set it in motion. The impetus was the issues and the 
deep resentment of the people to what was happening and 
their fear of a world war which we seemed to be headed 
toward. For the next few weeks, Madeleine and I were 
petition circulators and so I know what it means tc cir-
culate petitions. Along with thousands of others in the 
state, we went out and stood on the street corners on 
chilly nights, and we hailed people at grocery stores. 
We had the standard equipment, and we got :>ut our campaign 
kits—legal petitions and indelible pencils. We'd step 
up to the people. Sometimes, we were called names, but 
it was amazing how many times people were friendly, even 
though they sometimes wouldn't sign. They were a little 
afraid, because after all this was quickly labeled as a 
Communist party thing—these were the Communists in action 
again, they said, trying to subvert the nation. But we 
did get the signatures. As a matter of fact, Instead of 
getting the two hundred and seventy-five thousand plus 
which we needed, we got nearly a half-million signatures. 
It just rolled. The workers were terrific. 

This victory electrified the progressives all over 
the country. The same move was on in other states, but 
it didn't require as many signatures. The laws of some 
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states made It relatively easy for a new party to get on 
the ballot. In California, because of the danger that 
there always is and has been in this progressive state 
of a third party movement, the powers-that-be have fixed 
by legislation the percent of signatures that are required 
on petitions at a very high rate. 
Dixon: The state has had a history of crackpotism, too. 
Borough: Yes, that's part of the reason, but I think the 
crackpots are pretty easily disposed of. One may put a 
measure on the ballot. Even during the worst period In 
the state, the Sinclair period, when the ham-and-eggers 
were believed to be very powerful, they actually never 
did succeed in corrallng a majority of the voters. They 
always had a strong minority. [Dr. Francis E.] Townsend 
had a strong minority. The effort was to keep the radicals 
from having organized participation in California and 
national politics. But they didn't succeed this time; 
we got the signatures. 

In mid-July, 1948, a hundred Californlans—men and 
women, old and young, Negro, Mexican-American, and white— 
got on the train and went to Philadelphia to attend the 
founding convention of the Progressive party of America, 
the so-called Wallace party. My state organization had 
indicated that I was to be on the platform committee. 
I think that appointment came from a national officer. 
As a member of the platform committee, I had to get there 
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early and I arrived two or three days in advance of the 
rest of the California delegates. 

Curiously enough, the first thing I wanted to do 
after registering at the Be lievue-Stratford Hotel, was 
to go, not to the convention hall, but to Independence 
Hall. I'd never been there, and I wanted to see it. I 
was always quite sentimental about it. With a rush of 
feeling, I went over there. It was a nice sunny day. 
The red bricks of the old hall were warm in the sun, and 
I laid my hands on them. I was quite emotional about it. 
I could look in on the granite floor slabs through the 
open window near the door. I could see the ground on which 
I imagined Jefferson, Franklin, Mams, Patrick Henry 
and the other founding fathers, had trod, and they had 
because this was the same building as on the day of the 
Declaration of Independence. 

A ourious thing, which then ar>d later became a symbol 
to me, suddenly flashed on me. I was alone because I 
didn't want anybody to bother me when I was going through 
this little religious experience—it was private and con-
cerned my conscience. If I wanted to stand there and get 
gooey-eyed over it, I would and nobody could say anything 
about it. As I was looking Inside the hall, I saw a Negro 
man and woman cleaning and polishing the superstructure 
in which the cracked Liberty Bell hung. The Liberty Bell 
had been pulled down and was sitting on the floor where 
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people could see It and move around it. It was protected 
from damage. The Negro man and woman were keeping the 
bell free of dust. I don't know if they succeeded in 
getting it shiny, but they were keeping it in good.pre-
sentable condition. I said then that considering the time 
and situation we were in, considering the struggle of the 
Negro people for liberty, for freedom and independence, 
I didn't think that any two people in America could have 
better taken on the job of keeping that bell clean than 
this Negro man and his wife. (I assumed that she was his 
wife; they were working close together.) 

Well, we had more than three thousand delegates and 
observers. They began arriving shortly after I got there. 
I characterize them in my autobiography. I think it's 
well to keep in mind what kind of people they were. As 
they came into the convention hall, they were the most 
unconventional delegates attending a political convention 
that I've ever seen. Ninety percent o 2m didn't have 
hats; most of them didn't have coats; most of them were 
in their shirtsleeves because it was a warm July day. 
They were absolutely informal and uninhibited; they were 
laughing, joking, noisy. They were of all ages. Very 
old people came, and middle-aged people and a tremendous 
number of young people. Most of the young people were 
factory workers; some were clerks and office workers. 

Perhaps the most outstanding feature of the assemblage 
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was the fact that it was completely Integrated. Every 
minority group in the country was there. They were all 
intermingled—black, white, yellow, and brown, just amazing. 
I mention this because this was unusual up to this point 
in American history. Recent political conventions of the 
two old parties have departed somewhat from the all-white 
pattern. But we smashed it completely. We were a cross-
section of America—racially, culturally, religiously. 

I watched the newspapers closely because I'm a news-
paper man, and I also wanted to make a good report of the 
convention when I got back home. I therefore bought all 
the newspapers covering the convention and I now have 
them in my files. 

In one report that I made on the convention, I noted 
that as the Philadelphia Inquirer said, "This was a walking 
crowd." They didn't have money for taxi or car fare. 
In going places and going out to the convention, they 
would get on the streetcar and ride as far as they could 
and then walk the rest of the distance. But going around 
town, they never hired taxis or automobiles. They walked 
or rode the trolleys and the elevated. 

The Inquirer wasn't the only paper that commented 
upon the distinct character of the delegations. There was 
a maid at the Bellevue-Stratford, who was quoted by the 
Inquirer as saying, "First, we had the Republicans. They 
were nice, fat, dignified people. Then we had the Democrats. 
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They were nice, respectable working types, but they were a 
little thinner than the Republicans. Now we have these 
people" (referring to the Progressive party people), "and 
the poor things look as though they hadn't had a square 
meal In weeks." 

This was true; these were predominantly poor people 
coming to this convention. There was a writer on the 
Inquirer, Ellse Morrow. I didn't meet her and I never saw 
her, but she was very clever. In emphasizing the dif-
ference between the Progressive party assemblage and the 
two preceding party assemblages, she said, "There's no 
doubt that the P/ogressives are aflame with the crusading 
spirit of zealots—a spirit so obviously lacking in both 
the Republican and Democratic conventions. It's Impossible 
to find here anything that remotely resembles the old-
fashioned, political convention types—the bosomy ladies 
in bright print dresses with cartwheel hats and shrill 
voices, or the florid-faced gentlemen with big cigars 
who look like figures from a Daily Worker cartoon of the 
ward heeler. Most of the people here don't look old enough 
to vote, and those who are of age are more hyperthyrold 
than their Republican and Democratic contemporaries." 

But the New York Times seemed to get a different 
slant on the convention I was watching. The New York 
Times seemed tc be interested in the fact that this new 
party's delegates ran heavily, and to quote exactly, 
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"to authors, editors, musicians, and artists, scientists 
and educators, labor leaders and women." 
Dixons I'm glad they included women. 
Borough: They Included women. Among the delegates we 
had c bigger percentage of women than the other two parties 
did. The women had been functioning in trade unions and 
other groups. 

The National Guardian, a paper that serves the pro-
gressive, Left-wing elements in America, was born at that 
time. It came out with a full page of photographs, which 
really emphasized the statements that had been made about 
the informal and the interracial quality of the dele-
gation. Very interesting portraits. 

What the Times said is true. We had at the top of 
the list Henry Agard Wallace, who was straight out of the 
New Deal administration. He had been Secretary of Agri-
culture under Roosevelt. Back of khat he had a long and 
honorable record jf public service. In a sense, he was 
the predestined and the inevitable leader of this con-
vention—no doubt about that—because he had early endorsed 
the whole movement. This newspaperwoman, Ellse Morrow, 
again said something that I think was pretty discerning. 
She took a critical look at Wallace in one of her articles. 
She said: "He had never quite found himself. He had 
never moved In a strong, straight line." That was some-
thing that fell on deaf ears; none of us believed that at 
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the time. For quite a long time, most of us had been 
emotionally bound to him ever since he made "The Century 
of the Common Man" speech in May, 19^2. That speech was 
printed and went all over the country in pamphlet form, 
and at that time in '42, hundreds of Wallace Clubs were 
founded all over America. I was a member of one in Los 
Angeles. In a sense, the whole thing, as far as Wallace 
was concerned, started back six years before in 19^2. 
That speech was delivered before the Free World Association 
of New York. 

The second important figure, also of this V.I.P. and 
intellectual group, was Rexford Guy Tugwell. You would 
also call Wallace an Intellectual as well as a scientist 
and politician; he was a distinguished writer and had 
established a world reputation as a corn breeder. After 
he quit politics, he went back into this business of corn 
breeding, and he was very successful. Wallace would 
class as an intellectual and Rexford Tugwell certainly 
would. Tugwell was a city planner and a former econ-
omics professor at Columbia university. He had been the 
chairman of our party's platform committee, and I was a 
member of that committee. 

We went into session ahead of the convention. I 
was there from the start. I got there a little bit late 
the first morning, and sixty or seventy members of this 
committee were ranged up and down a long table—maybe there 
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weren't quite that many. With Tugwell at the head of the 
table, there were a number of distinguished gentlemen. 
Paul Robeson was there—a great artist and singer. Some 
of these people are interesting. Charles P. Howard was 
the owner and editor of a Des Moines newspaper; he was a 
Negro and made the keynote speech. There was the incom-
parable Vito Marcantonio—I've never seen his like. He 
was the storm center of congress; he was a congressmen 
representing the Labor party In New York. Of course, 
Dr. W. E. DuBois, who was the founder of the National 
Association for the Advancement of Colored People and who 
had been editor of the Crisis, was there. We had our own 
Charlotta Bass, who was the publisher of the California 
Eagle, and Elmer Benson, who was 3 former governor of Min-
nesota and who had headed one of the earliest Wallace-for-
President committees. We had some trade unionists that 
were very Important in the national trade union movement, 
such as [Albert J.] Fitzgerald of the Electrical Workers 
and Lee Pressman, who was former general counsel of the 
Congress of Industrial Organizations, CIO. [Calvin Ben-
ham] Baldwin was there, "Beanie" Baldwin, as we called him. 
He was a Wallace lieutenant, andhe became the party's cam-
paign manager. These people were all there, and most of 
them were on the platform committee. Dr. Harlow Shapley, 
an eminent astronomer, was there. Donald Ogden Stewart, 
Rockwell Kent, Lillian Hellman, Jo Davidson, Louis Adamic— 
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these were all great figures—Frederick Schuman, an eminent 
college professor, and the great heiress Elinor GImbel, 
of the Gimbel department stores in the east (they had a 
big store in Philadelphia), were all members of this com-
mittee. They were all sitting along this table, and when 
I looked at that galaxy of stars and knew who they were, 
I thought, "Rube, you're in classy company." I was a 
man of middle class origins, and, not having been very 
often in the presence of people like this, I was a little 
abashed. Rex and these college professors, I thought, 
were getting a little too chummy up at the head of the 
table, and I had to protest a number of times that we couldn't 
hear them down at our end. I was quite indignant about 
these fellows visiting back and forth up there. 

I was afraid that the platform wouldn't be radical 
enough with all of these eminent gentlemen participating. 
But I was aware, in the midst of these fears, that there 
was a robust and militant delegation of Pennsylvania 
miners functioning. They kept insisting that the platform 
had to have a plank that demanded government ownership 
of the mines. They wanted to take the mines over right 
off; they had been through a series of strikes and bad 
working conditions. I was relieved to find that at least 
these fellows were radical enough to suit me. They wanted 
some outspoken social legislation in the platform. As a 
matter of fact, these intellectuals I feared were predom-
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inantly Leftish, even though they seemed to me to be 
ultra-respectable, not having a rank-and-file movement 
back of them. Mostly they were fine and fearless. They 
submitted a platform that suited me exactly. I couldn't 
have asked for anything better. 

It demanded action on every front—economic, social, 
political. It was frankly welfare state to the limit, 
which I wanted it to be. Furthermore, it declared for 
nationalization on the top levels of American industry, 
the "key seotors of the economy" as it called them. Most 
of the professors were strong for thlB kind of a platform. 
There was one who stood out against it and raised a very 
vigorous objection and that was Dr. Frederick L. Schuman. 
He said that Wallace wasn't for nationalization and had 
never said anything about it. Schuman said that the private 
enterprise system is all right if you regulate it properly. 
That was his point of view. We had a long argument, 
and it ended in a compromise. As I put it down In my 
notes, we let the professor keep the Federal Reserve Sys-
tem and the banks for private capitalism, but we held out 
for the first step in the nationalization of the largest 
banks, the railroads, the merchant marine, the electric, 
power and gas industry, and industries primarily dependent 
on government funds or government purchases. This last-
named category was very Important at that time because 
the government was investing money right and left to 
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finance these big boys and their enterprises. (Yes, and 
still is.) So we didn't feel too bad about the platform. 

More Important, psychologically perhaps, than these 
industries was the Tennessee Valley Authority, which was 
endorsed most emphatically and most eloquently by the 
platform. The platform said that we would develop TVA-
patterned projects In every major river valley of the 
country. We'd just set out and find these river valleys 
and wherever there was any power available, we would Immed-
iately begin to develop cheap water and cheap power. In 
much of the nation the water is needed for Irrigation, 
and then the Impounded water is used for power. 

The report of the platform committee was adopted 
unanimously; we didn't have any fight over it at all. 
There was some little support for Schuman's point, but 
it didn't go with that group. They were all definitely 
committed to advance in the whole realm of public owner-
ship. After the platform came the big dramatic event which 
everybody knew would take place. This is rather Important 
because this was, to this date, the last big upsurge of 
independent radicalism in the political field in America. 
I anticipate we're going to have a similar resurgence in 
the future, but the time is not ripe for it now because 
all the progressives are in the Democratic party. They're 
afraid that this fellow Goldwater will win and that we'll 
all be cremated because he'll be so reckless and so mil-
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itaristic. That's holding the progressives pretty well, 
even though they don't endorse the Johnson administration 
one hundred percent. They are going undoubtedly to vote 
for him to avoid the danger of a Republican victory. 
Dixon: I think it's a case of voting against someone 
rather than voting for someone. 
Borough: We're voting definitely against this man who 
scares us. 
Dixon: He frightens me to death. 
Borough: He scares everybody. Just one look at him, 
and he makes you afraid—that jaw, those ugly, hateful 
eyes, the suspicion in the man. That kind of man can 
only be a leader of the extreme Right that's lost Its 
reason. 
Dixon: He makes these wild statements and then denies 
having said them. 
Borough: He's not logical. 
Dixon: No, he's not even ethical. 
Borough: He is certainly not ethical. The Democratic 
party may continue to go progressive more and more until 
it has satisfied the progressive forces, I don't know. 
That's another question. 

Anyway, the Progressive party Is the latest of the 
revolts in America which have been going on for well over 
a hundred years. Periodically, they break out, and the 
people decide they're going to dump one of the old pol-
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ltical parties because it doesn't meet their needs and 
form a new one. The outstanding example is the Repub-
lican party which was founded in 1856 and which struggled 
to victory in i860. That was a new party; that was a 
third party. They say that we never generate third parties 
in America. That isn't true. We generate them whenever 
we think we need them. A lot of them come out, and then 
never jell, and never do anything, but in the process, 
they always affect one or two of the other parties. As 
I mentioned earlier, the old Populist party is a good 
example. It's not the earliest, but it's the one that 
we think of first. There was the LaPollette Progressive 
party, which really was a one-man movement. It had a ter-
rific sweep in 1924, but that never was really so well-
grounded. 
Dixon: The Bull Moose party? 
Borough: Yes, the Bull Moose party, Theodore Roosevelt's 
party of 1912, was a protest party, too. 
Dixon: And Jefferson's Democratic-Republican party. 
Borough: Yes. That was the first protest party. Before 
that time, the big people, the respectable people, the con-
servative people of the country had assumed along with 
George Washington that we weren't going to have party 
strife in America. This was a terrible thing for Jeffer-
son and his followers to break that unity. They swept 
to power. 
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Dixon: The tradition had developed In that short period 
of time? 
Borough: Yes, and there was another convention tradition 
broken by us, aside from the Progressive party platform. 
This was a singing convention. A lot of the youngsters, 
and the Negro people, and the younger tr^de unionists had 
already learned to sing. Since then, the Negro movement 
for civil rights has become a singing movement; they 
sing many songs. We were a singing movement back there 
in 1948. We were singing, "We £hall Overcome," at the 
convention in Philadelphia. 
Dixon: I always assumed that it was a CORE song. 
Borough: No, they picked it up out of our past; it was 
an old Negro song. It's a spiritual in Its origins. As 
we know, the Negro people sang spirituals which had some-
thing more than spiritual meaning; they had a deep under-
tone of social meaning—of a revolt of great fervor. 
They were going to be free in this world of today. This 
convention in Philadelphia in '48 sang innumerable songs. 
They had printed sheets with the words that were distri-
buted to a thousand people. They didn't hum, they sang. 
I'll tell you that they raised the roof when they got to 
singing. 

Paul Robeson loosened us up. He sang solo; the first 
song he sang was Earl Robinson's "The House I live In." 
He sang it beautifully, too. It was a thrilling event. 
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Then Pete Seeger, who has become a great singer of 
folk songs and a people's leader, sang this old religious 
song. I supposed you'd call It "religious;11 it had deep 
spiritual connotations: "I Saw Jesus on the Cross on that 
Hill Called Calvary—("Passing Through" or something like 
that was the title) Do you hate mankind for what they 
done to you?" He said, "Talk of love and not of hate, 
things to do; it's getting late." Now Imagine singing 
that at a political convention! It went over terrifically 
because people got the full meaning of it. 

The delegates would join in on the chorus. There 
were many verses to that song. The chorus has become very 
well known. I suppose hundreds of thousands of youngsters 
have sung it: "Passing through, passing through, some-
times happy, sometimes blue; glad that I ran into you. 
Tell the people that you saw me passing through." It 
had great historic significance. It related to slavery. 

But the song that they sang at that convention which 
probably gave me the greatest thrill was one they sang 
to the accompaniment of the organ. The organ played the 
lead in many of these songs. There was a magnificent 
full-stop organ in that hall, and the organist Just made 
that thing roar. And so we Bang, "We're Building a People's 
party, Brother, in this Land. Great day, the people march-
ing. We're going to build this country strong." We sang 
that all the time. When things got a little dull, the 
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organ would strike up and we'd sing that song. An affirm-
ation. 
Dixon: It mUBt have been an interesting convention compared 
to some that are going on now. 
Borough: Oh, it was a showpiece—I'll tell you—and not 
in a superficial way butTrr a profoundly moving way. 
The event of the day waB Wallace's speech, which was 
terrific. I don't think Wallace ever did anything better, 
before or since, than that speech. After he finished, 
we were duty-bound as all parties are to have a spontan-
eous demonstration J! So round and round we went. The 
manipulators—because there were manipulators in this 
business behind the scenes as there are in every party— 
decided that we were going to outrun the demonstrations 
of either the Democratic or Republican party. The Phila-
delphia newspapers said that we did by about three minutes. 
We went thirty-five minutes; the crowd went marching 
round and round and round—singing, singing, singing. 
The high emotionalism of the period mounted almost to 
hysteria in this particular convention. 

There were 35,000 people gathered to hear Wallace's 
acceptance speech in Shlde Park. It was a great speech, 
and he went after the cold warriors. He demanded peace 
and understanding with Russia and the rest of the world; 
he assailed the Red-baiters and racists; he came out 
fully for his so-called "economy of abundance for all," 
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which was a little bit indefinite in its reading but which 
had been worked out to some detail in the platform. 

After he finished, the 35*000 people swarmed out onto 
the field and started the maneuvers—maneuvers that I'd 
never seen before. As a boy, I knew what they were, but 
I had never seen them employed in politics. The people 
went out, Intermingling black and white and brown, clasped 
hands in long lines, and started what we used to call 
"crack-the-whip." There would be scores of them on the 
field, all at once, cracking the whip. The newspapers 
called them snake dances. They were not exactly dances, 
but they certainly generated a lot of speed. I was on 
the end of one of those swinging lines and I had a hard 
time keeping my feet. 

That was the way it ended. I came home, and I thought, 
"Well, we built a great party." I was tremendously en-
thused. I was chairman of the platform committee at the 
state convention which was held on August 7. I was nom-
inated for one of the state offices—I think it was Sec-
retary of State. Then we immediately got busy, and we 
put on a terrific campaign in California. California 
was the leading state, outside of New York, and this 
moved me. In the nation, we pulled 1,156,103 votes for 
Wallace and Vice-presidential candidate Taylor. 190,000 
of these were from California, which we considered was very 
good. This Is an indication of the temper of the countryj 
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the one state that was better was New York with Marcantonio 
and his Labor party. He got over a half-million votes, 
but aside from that, we were in the lead. Notwithstanding 
the fact that we were beaten, many of us in California 
and I in particular—I've always been inclined to be overly 
optimistic—said, "Well, we didn't win, but this is the 
beginning of a great new third party. It's going to last. 
It's going to grow. We're going to take over ultimatelyl" 



TAPE NUMBER: X, SIDE 1 

In our last Interview we diBcussed the formation of 
the Progressive party of the United States and the first 
campaign in 19*J8. Today I'd like to go ahead until we 
close the party out of existence after 195*1. 

First, however, I want to say a word about a great 
companion gathering held in Chicago in 1951 in the city's 
great convention hall, the old Colosseum. It was a mil-
itant mobilization for peace. I was in the midst of a 
sizable Los Angeles delegation to that meeting and I can 
never forget the scope of its appeal nor its vitality. 
There were several thousands of us—if my memory is cor-
rect. Anyway, we packed the huge auditorium. The per-
centage of Negro delegates was high and their leaders 
were vociferous in condemning the Korean War. The whole 
experience was illuminating. It was an effective feeder 
to the Progressive Party activities. 

After the first campaign of 19*J8, the party continued 
to exist in almost all of the states. In fact, I don't 
know of any state in which the party immediately closed 
down. There was still a lot of vigorous support for the 
Progressive movement all over the United States. 

In 1952, the second national convention was held in 
Chicago beginning July I attended. It was held in 
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the Ashland Boulevard Auditorium, where Theodore Roose-
velt's Bull Moose Progressives had met in their founding 
session in 1912. It was a convention in which we revamped 
and clarified and strengthened the party's platform. 
I was pleased to note that there was no tendency to pull 
back from some of the former positions that wc had taken. 
I came back to California to continue the organizational 
work of the Independent Progressive party campaign. 

This was one of the hottest periods of propaganda In 
America's history—that I remember—pro-war and antiwar, 
pro-Negro rights and anti-Negro rights. These two clash-
ing movements were very strong, and feeling rose on both 
sides, Linus Pauling had Just said that an atomic borob 
if exploded would destroy our civilization. The Hot War 
was a very important issue, and also the Cold War which 
followed with its suppression of civil liberties. The 
Independent Progressive party was very much involved with 
both these issues. We were opposed to Truman's policy In 
Korea. We demanded that the U.S. withdraw from Korea and 
seek an international accord on this issue. Ultimately, 
we won because Eisenhower, after his election in 1952, 
did pull the troups out. 

As to the other phase of this struggle between reaction 
and progressivism: this was the age of McCarthylsm; the 
height was reached in '48, .'49, '50. McCarthy was getting 
up on the floor of the Senate every day and was saying 
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that the personnel of the State Department, even the 
United States Army, was riddled with Communist spies and 
with treason. I never will forget—we listened to him 
on the air and were fascinated by the voice of this madman 
which for all the world sounded like the voice of Hitler. 
He would say, "Mr. Chairman, Mr. Chairman, I have here the 
names of. . ." and he'd hold up the names of members of 
the Armed Forces that he said were being contaminated by 
Communism. 

This period was unbelievable. In days like this, 
you might have thought that any party would have veered 
to the Right to escape the hysteria, but the Progressive 
party leadership, to its credit, did not. We stood firm 
and the '52 platform pronouncements were staunch. They 
didn't hesitate to condemn the Cold War that went with it. 

In the 1952 convention the Progressive party was not 
quite the same party that we had been as to leadership. 
Wallace had left us and so had some of our top profes-
sional leaders, among them Rex Tugwell, who was the chair-
man of the campaign committee of the founding session of 
the party. As I said in the autobiography I'm writing, 
the climate was getting too raw for their delicate skins. 
These professionals didn't like the rough and tumble fight-
ing of the campaigns we were putting on. As far as Tug-
well is concerned, I think he was a fine type and is a 
fine type. I think he had the weakness of many intellectuals 
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I won't say all of them by any means because the intel-
lectuals have stood up very well in history on these Is-
sues—but he was afraid of contact with the extreme Left. 
Obviously in the first convention,, he was ill at ease with 
the roughneck workers that were there, the crude delegates 
from the Negro and other peoples. He was Just a little 
too fine for close contact with these commoners. It was 
obvious. Once during the convention I went down the street 
with him~-there were a bunch of us together and he was 
sort of the center. People looked up to him and wanted 
to talk to him, but he didn't have time for It. He wanted 
to get away where he could be by himself In his hotel 
room and not be inconvenienced or possibly contaminated. 
Dixon: Do you think he was more a theorist than— 
Borough: Well, he had theory, but Rex was never really 
a practicing Democrat—I mean In his personal relation-
ships. He was an intellectual; he didn't like to talk 
to people who doubled their negatives. I think I can 
understand what he felt about it, but still it made him 
vulnerable as a leader in this kind of mass crusade. The 
Independent Progressive party was a mass crusade, and he 
quit. 

Wallace quit because he became convinced that there 
were Communists in the Progressive party. No doubt there 
were. They didn't shout their connections, but everybody 
knew there were, Wallace was guilty of the absurd reason-
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Ing, or lack of reasoning, that so many people indulge 
in today, that because Communists are in a crusade they 
have infiltrated it and are conniving to control it or 
are actually controlling it. In other words, they give 
the Communists a power which is out of all reason. If 
they had all this power, they could have had the world 
under their control a decade ago instead of still fight-
ing for it. 

The people in this Progressive party movement were 
Ideologically without sense of ultimate direction. A 
majority of them knew the general trend, but they didn't 
have a specific program. They were the kind of people 
who wanted relief from existing conditions. They weren't 
looking ahead to a Utopia—communist Utopia., socialist, 
single tax or anarchist. They were thinking of today and 
not of tomorrow. The immediate issues were the issues 
with which they were concerned, and on those Issues they 
turned, being socially oriented to the state and federal 
government for relief. They were for an extension of the 
welfare state—by that I mean a big extension, too—in-
cluding as a sideline, taking over the major industries 
of the country. 

This second convention of the Progressive party 
held in Chicago was almost as largely attended as the first. 
The National Guardian said that there were more than 2,500 
Americans in attendance from all corners of the country. 
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I quote them because they were making a fairly accurate 
and full report. Their edition had eight pages full of 
stories and photographs on the convention. They said that 
these Americans came from all the walks of life—which 
they did—from farm and labor, the Negro, Mexican (there 
were many Mexicans there) and Puerto Hican people. It 
was an even more Integrated collection of individuals— 
local leaders, rank and filers—than the first convention. 
It was quite obvious that the proportion of Negro represen-
tatives was-much larger In the second than it was in the 
first—perhaps because it was held in the midwest. At 
any rate, I know that was true. 

The platform was as acceptable to me as the first; 
as I have indicated before, it did not retreat. Marcan-
tonio really caught the spirit of the delegates. I have 
a brief quote here. He was trying to build the morale of 
the group because we had lost the leadership of Wallace, 
Tugwell, and a few other intellectuals. He said that we 
were"winning the right to be the hard-core of the great 
political party that would follow In the realignment In-
separably to ensue from the disintegration of the Demo-
cratic party." 

This was the belief of most of us who were staunch 
members of the Independent Progressive party. We knew 
that we would get little support from members of the 
Republican party but we did believe that the rank and file 
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of the Democratic party would become disillusioned with 
its leadership and that it would break away and Join the 
Independent Progressive party, a third party movement. 
We thought that history would repeat itself, even as the 
Republican party started as a minority party and absorbed 
elements from the Whigs and a few from the Democrats and 
then became the first great party of the country. It 
didn't prove out that way, but that even today doesn't 
dismay a good many of us. 

We had some notables at the convention; Robeson was 
there. Dr. DuBois, then eighty-four years old, gave the 
keynote speech—very poetic, picturesque. We had Vincent 
Hallinan, a San Francisco attorney, who had Just been 
released from McNeil Island where he had been sent for con-
tempt of court in the trial of the labor leader, Harry 
Bridges. In that trial Hallinan certainly invited a con-
tempt citation and he got it. I went to Washington with 
a group of people from the south and from all over the 
state to greet him. He was still as belligerent as ever. 
He was the man that was slated to be nominated for Pres-
ident, and hoping to rally the Negro vote—that was the 
political strategy of it, but there was principle in it 
too—we nominated Charlotte Bass, who was the editor and 
publisher of the California Eagle for many years in Los 
Angeles. I could go ahead, but It's not necessary. 

It was a very picturesque and lively convention; 
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there were interesting slogans all over the hall and big 
banners—"Peace Is on the Ballot," "Restore the Bill of 
Rights," "Repeal Taft-Hartley," "Jim Crow Must Qo and Go." 
I was the chairman of the California party State Central 
Committee; I'd been made that after 1950, As such, I 
made the nominating speech for Hallinan. I put a lot of 
time into it, but when I got there, I was told that I had 
to cut down this very ambitious speech of mine to ten or 
fifteen minutes. This was something I didn't swallow very 
gracefully, I'm afraid, but I went along. At the close 
of my nominating speech there was a tremendous ovation, 
and for a moment, I thought that it was in deference to 
my oratory, but I soon discovered that it was a demon-
stration for Hallinan, the candidate. They started march-
ing around the hall, and I stood there watching for a few 
minutes while the demonstration was on, Hallinan was nom-
inated; Mrs. Bass waB nominated. We had a good platform. 

When I got home, I was nominated in convention as 
the California party's candidate for United States Senate, 
Immediately, I was Involved in the campaign in California, 
and coupled with it, the campaign for Hallinan and Bass. 
Hallinan and Bass were a measure of the lack of strength 
and the lack of appeal of the party In that troublesome 
period. It wasn't because of any particular weakness of 
the candidates, although nationally they were not outstanding 
persons. Hallinan had a wide reputation as a radical attorney, 
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but had no rank-and-file mass following. Certainly, It 
was nothing like Wallace had had. Bass was relatively 
unknown outside of the state. But I was somewhat surprised 
because I thought they would get more votes than they did. 
I'm looking at the records here, and actually Hallinan 
got something over a hundred thousand votes. It was Just 
phenomenal; it was just an amazing cut from the over a 
million that Wallace got. 

In my campaign, I really surprised myself and the Pro-
gressive party. I take that back because I didn't sur-
prise myself--due to my optimism as well as a certain 
capacity as a newspaperman to size up situations. I said 
during the campaign that I would run over a half-million 
votes. I was a third party candidate and my opponent was 
the "Senator from Formosa," Bill [William F.] Knowland. 
We called him the "Senator from Formosa" because he was 
tied very closely into the China lobby. It's all been 
very well authenticated, and he never dared to deny it. 
He was also a bitter opponent of organized labor and had 
enemies all through the labor movement. I thought my 
prediction was pretty realistic. I did predict more votes 
for the national party leaders; I fell down on that. 
After campaigning the way Progressives have to campaign, 
because they don't have money for big halls and big aud-
iences, I got some 5*12,000 votes, which was regarded as 
a very good vote In California. Of course, Knowland got 
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over 3,000,000. In explaining it, I said I had but one 
opponent; Bass and Hallinan had two. They had perpet-
ually to face the question, "After all, isn't Adlai Stev-
enson a better choice than his opponent?" And I didn't 
have that question to answer. 

As I said In telling this story, I had only to go 
around, as I did, to the headquarters or organized labor 
and meet their local leaders to get an immediate favorable 
response. If I could have covered the wfcole state in the 
way I was starting, I could have gotten twice as many 
votes, I couldn't have been elected, of course, but I 
could have certainly jarred the conservative reactionaries 
of this state with a tremendous vote which I didn't get 
because I didn't reach them. 

Almost everywhere I went in the labor quarters, 
there was open expression of hostility to Knowland. One 
man gave me quite a shock because he was very brutal about 
his hostility. He said, "Well, Mr. . . . " I said, "Bor-
ough." He didn't remember my name when I introduced myself. 
He said, "I don't know who the hell you aie, but even if 
you were a yellow dog, I'd vote for you against Knowland." 
That was the kind of support in part that I got. It was 
not particularly complimentary to me, but it was much less 
complimentary to Bill Knowland. 

I really did myself up In that campaign; that cam-
paign really laid the basis for some heart trouble because 
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I went night and day, on trains and streetcars, and rode 
in buses. The Progressives in California were pretty well 
flattened out by the national result, and while they 
still decided to run candidates In 1954 In an effort to 
keep the party on the ballot, it was obvious that many 
members were getting tired and were wanting to quit. We 
ran a woman, Mrs. Isobel Cerney, as a candidate for United 
States Senate; of course, she was beaten. We ran a young 
Ne^ro worker, Horace Alexander, for California secretary 
of state. We were hoping that we would get enough votes 
to keep the party on the ballot, but we fizzled. We lost 
the party on the ballot. Within a year, the party at its 
state-wide convention voted to close the organizational 
doors—go out of business as a party. 

I remember that convention with sorrow and regret, 
if I may so express it. I was very much opposed to dis-
banding the party; I wanted to keep what we called a "con-
tinuation committee" In existence, which would continue 
to explore the possibilities of a third party movement. 
A motion which I put to that effect was beaten with only 
two votes, mine and the vote of an old die-hard like my-
self from Santa Cruz, in favor or it. We stopped then. 

One of the Interesting things in the '52 campaign 
was the response I got when I appeared before college 
groups. At Berkeley I had a very interesting open air 
meeting. I had two or three hundred people gathered out-
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Bide Sather Gate to hear me. There were some adorable 
youngsters in charge of my campaign up there, The girls 
were fascinating—I could have fallen in love with any 
one of them. They were certainly beautiful children— 
so intelligent, so alert, so completely absorbed in this 
thing. 

We had a tussle there with a professor who was to the 
Left of me, curiously enough. In the question period, 
he tried to down me with some questions indicating that I 
was in some kii d of a Communist conspiracy. I handled him 
rather roughly and got a good hand from the students. I 
got a very fair story in the college paper on the meeting 
and on my address; it was straight news reporting. It 
started out, "A white-haired, sixty-nlne-year-old candidate 
of youth," and then it went on sympathetically to the 
end. 

For the record, my exact vote was 5*12,270. This may 
seem important to somebody searching the record. In the 
'52 campaign, Hallinan and BasB got 24,106 votes in the 
state and 132,608 in the nation. 

That shows that the people simply weren't ready any 
more for a third party, detached from a personality like 
Wallace. 

The problem of a person who ha* been actively engaged, 
as I was in politics, as to what to do next, was the thing 
that I had to face. I had no party, and I absolutely 
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refused to go back into the Democratic party. I simply 
could not content myself to go Into the maneuverings that 
would have been necessary. 

I must say that my point of view has somewhat shifted 
as to the importance of progressives aligning themselves 
in the Democratic party. I take a different point of view 
than I did then. I now believe that it is the immediate 
obligation of progressives, either in organized or un-
organized fashion, to propagandize for progressive posi-
tions on all the great issues and try to commit the Demo-
cratic party to a more progressive or leftlsh position 
in national politics. 

There's no secret about it; you can call it infil-
tration, whatever you want; by any other name, the rose 
Bmells Just as sweet. It is a program that has been fol-
lowed In American politics ever since the dawn of history. 
The Populists Infiltrated the Democratic party and stole 
it from the "gold bugs" in 1896 and nominated William Jen-
nings Bryan; that's one of the first big instances of this 
sort of strategy, and I hope it'll go on. I think that's 
one of the ways we're going to get progress. I Btill 

believe that we're going to have a third party in this 
country; I think it's an absolute necessity, if for no 
other reason than to force a change in the orientation 
of the Democratic party and compel it to go to the Left. 
Just as the Populist party In the 1890's and before that 
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was unquestionably the main reason for the Demooratic 
party's shift away from the ultra-conservatism of Grover 
Cleveland to what was then the radicalism of a Bryan. 
It wasn't a very Bound radicalism. It wasn't well-reasoned 
radicalism; what there was of genuine progreBSlvlsm in it 
waB soon dissipated, owing to Bryan's lack of understanding, 
if not to his lack of moral Integrity. Both were probably 
involved. 

The Populist party did reorient the Democratic party 
even ^s a good, vigorous third-party movement in America 
today would forie the Democratic party into positions 
more logical than It has so far taken. Its position is 
more commendable, bad as it is at some points, than the 
position of the Goldwater Republicans—no question about 
that. Because of that, I assume that the vast majority of 
progressives even to the extreme left, are going to vote 
for Johnson, not because they think he has the answers 
to economic problems, but because they believe that in 
the international field he will be "more responsible" 
and less apt to rush us into the final war. 

After the Independent Progressive party dissolved in 
1954, I came to the decision that I would put in all the 
time I could as a nonpartisan for important progressive 
causes. I still had to do a little work in our business, 
although our partners were doing such a magnificent job 
that Madeleine and I were released from having much re-
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sponslbility there. As far as I was concerned, I was going 
to devote myself to what I soon learned to call the "sav-
ing causes." You cannot isolate an individual as intense-
ly occupied in politics as I was off and on during most 
of seventy yearr of my life. I never waB aloof from the 
political scene; never at any time did I completely free 
myself. Even when I was in the carriage business with my 
father, I was still a hot Socialist—much involved. After 
1954 I couldn't leave the progressive issue alone, but I 
couldn't go into a political party; so I concluded that I 
would work for every one of the important causes in a 
nonpartisan way. I called them the "saving causes" be-
cause they were salvation to me as well as to many others. 
They gave me a sense of direction; they gave me a sense 
of obligation. 

Madeleine and I went into all that we could. My 
wife and I have been together in this sort of political 
activity ever since 1954, I don't like to be in a position 
of trying to give advice to other senior citizens, but I 
will quite frankly say to people approaching senior cit-
izenship that if they want to avoid some of the frustra-
tions that come with old age, I don't know of any better 
way than to concern themselves vitally with the things 
that concern the human race. If they become completely 
Involved In the welfare of the human race, they will have 
less time to worry about their own petty problems and 
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the aches and paras of advancing years. I have found 
these various causes to be a tremendous release. For the 
moment, I'm looking at It from a purely personal point of 
view, but more Important than that Is the absolute ob-
ligation of the Individual to be concerned with causes. 
They are numberless today. 

My wife Madeleine is up to the hilt in one of them, 
the WILPF (Women's International League for Peace and 
Freedom). She's going to their meetings all the time. I 
have been involved in peace organizations; I have headed 
committees. Sometimes I have been just a name, because I 
haven't been able to engage as actively as I once did in 
the hard day-to-day work. I've spoken at times whenever 
I could be useful. The Committee for the Defense of the 
Foreign Born is one that I'm very much interested in-
defending the rights of these foreign bom residents of 
the United States. They have been outrageously treated 
in this country. I am interested in peace organizations 
and now the organizations for equal rights for the Negro 
people all the way down the line. This has taken a lot 
of our time, and as I've said, it's been vtry satisfactory. 

In this process one does a lot of speaking; you have 
to appear before city councils that are going to pass some 
idiotic ordinance about the Reds. I did speak to a half-
dozen of them at one period—one after the other. 

The biggest cause In the way of protection of the 
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minority groups was the cause of the Rosenbergs—Julius 
and Ethel Rosenberg. We were in that from the very start. 
X was in the great protest procession that marched before 
the White House. It was early in the year 1953. There 
were three thousand of us that went to Washington, and we 
marched in shifts around the White HOIBe all night, de-
manding clemency for Julius and Ethel Rosenberg, who had 
been convicted and sentenced to death. Their alleged 
accomplice in spying, Morton Sobell, was convicted and 
sentenced to thirty years1 imprisonment. 

We marched all night long; it was a very impressive 
demonstration of loyalty to the Rosenbergs. However, It 
had no effect on the White House, because six months later 
on June 19, 1953J the Rosenbergs went to death in the elec-
tric chair. 

This was one of the most profound shocks that this 
nation has ever felt. The rank-and-file historians are 
never going to tell this story because they don't have 
the necessary information, or perhaps the courage to do 
It. But It was a profound shgck to the conscience of Am-
erica, and the response was immediate all over the united 
States. On the day of the executions there were demon-
strations all over; in big towns and little, men and women, 
marching before City Halls and other places. They called 
the demonstrations "vigils" and they were in many of the 
great cities. Madeleine and I were down in the vigil at 
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the Federal Building in Los Angeles, and we got the typ-
ical treatment from the vigilantes in LA as In most of 
the towns, I regret to say. We were sneered and jeered 
at by fascist scum £migr£s from Central Europe who couldn't 
even speak the English language. It was ludicrous. The 
scum of Europe had been brought over here and were hired 
to do these things. In almost every town In America, 
they were out protesting against people like us—I don't 
say this boastingly—who had our roots in America, by God, 
and they didn't have' They had their roots in fascist 
Europe, and these fascist £migr£s were over here telling 
people like us who had our roots in democratic America 
what to do. 

It was infuriating, but we couldn't do anything be-
cause the police were there. Besides, we didn't want to 
start a row. They were on the sidelines as we marched; 
there were several hundred of us, including our minister, 
the Reverend Stephen H. Fritchman. As we went by, they 
called us all sorts of vile names. They thought some were 
funny. I had long hair and it was waving in the wind and 
perhaps because of the hair and the contour of my face, 
one of them conceived the idea that I was Einstein. It 
was supposed to be very funny to call me Einstein. One 
wanted to call me [Leopold] Stokowskl, the famous orchestra 
conductor. Why they called me Stokowskl, I don't know. 
He had a shock of white hair. Anyway, this was funny. 
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But, they we: e not only funny, they were vile. They 
called Madeleine unspeakable names, unprintable names, 
and it just made your bloor' run. They called Fritchman 
unspeakable names. I could watch him, and his eyes were 
flashing. He was a big fellow, and I would have imagined 
that he would have liked to have gone after his assailant. 
The police were there to maintain order, but they never, 
of course, stopped any of the demonstration against us. 
We got through the day as they got through all over the 
United States. It was futile, of course; the Rosenbergs 
were executed. 

As a result of this and many other similar activities 
on behalf of civil liberties over the years, I got cited 
often by the Joint Fact-Finding Committee of the Un-Am-
erican Activities. That's the exact title of It. It is 
the California state senate committee. In current prac-
tice, the progressives never refer to it as anything ex-
cept the Un-American Activities Committee, because we 
think that accurately describes it. They got out these 
annual reports; I think It's significant. What happened 
to me happened to hundreds of others all ever the United 
States, but mine is a typical case. It shows what occurs 
when you have committees like this set up that Judge the 
qualifications for citizenship from a tory-reactionary, 
even fascist viewpoint. 

This committee was organized in the 1930's by Tenney 
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with the help of Samuel Yorty, who is now the mayor of 
Los Angeles. Their language is so funny that I quote 
some of it here; I think it's worth putting in this record 
because it's so ridiculous, so completely illiterate, un-
couth, and beneath the dignity and understanding of an 
average citizen. As early as 1943, I was labeled by them 
as "one of more than fifty hostile unfriendly witnesses" 
(I was hostile all right, there's no question about that) 
"who had been summoned before It." This report said that 
I had "close communist, fellow-travelling, proclivities." 
[laughter] I have to laugh because it's funny in many 
ways. I was "an ardent anti-Bed baiter, and in 1933, I 
had sponsored" (this was supposed to be a great crime) 
"a drive for a $60,000 fund for the founding of the People'b 
Dally World." That was in 1938; I did contribute to it 
on the score that we needed an independent press here. 
I didn't care much what it was called as long as it would 
be a voice of protest. I was a "subscriber to the People's 
World." That was £ crime; you couldn't subscribe to this 
paper. I had helped to organize a "political unity con-
ference for democratic action." That was a great crime. 
You shouldn't indulge in organizing any kind of political 
unity conference for democratic action. We had organized 
that after the Sinclair movement folded. Then they mentioned, 
in such a way as to imply that they thought Bowron's ad-
ministration was something ultra-Left, that "at this same 
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time, I was also s Commissioner of Public Works appointed 
by Mayo* Fletcher Bowron." They were inferring that 
there was something wrong about that, too. The other 
accusation was that I had "once carried a red card in the 
Socialist party in Chicago." That's true, but it's men-
tioned as a proof of my unfitness -

The report went on to say that I was "even at the 
time of this report a member of the American Civil Liberties 
Union and other Communist-front organizations." The ir-
responsibility of these fellows Is Just beyond conception. 
To cap it all, I had "irreverently clashed with the com-
mittee.11 Yes, oh yes, X had very irreverently clashed with 
the committee in its effort to dehumanize and Isolate Com-
munists as individuals—that's my own language. I had 
testified that I "did not know and did not care whether 
certain individuals were Communists or not." That's true, 
but this was held against me as proof that I was not a 
good American, because I didn't draw the line against 
Communists as citizens. 

I had also "admitted knowing many prominent Commun-
ists in Los Angeles." That's an obvious exaggeration be-
cause there weren't many of them. There were just a few, 
and I had met and knew most of them, as a newspaperman 
and in other ways. I'm naming myself because it's typical 
of treatment that ours got—I happened to have gotten a 
little more of It than most of them. In the 19*17 report, 
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I had thirteen index references in the report, and in 1948 
I got seventeen—I was going up—I was getting better all 
along. 

I was linked with Carey McWllliams, now editor of the 
Nation—this is a heinous crime, "as one of the sponsors 
of the Fair Employment Practices which appeared on the 
1946 California ballot." Oh, that was terrible. That was 
the height of insurrection and rebellion against organized 
society. They referred to Carey (this they thought was 
very good, obviously they were very proud of this) "as 
one of the outstanding satellites in Stalin's solar system." 

In February, 1947, they said that I had called for 
a state-wide legislative conference In Sacramento on fair 
housing and had followed it up a month later with a call 
for an obviously revolutionary "'caravan march' on the cap-
itol." If you called for that caravan march, you were ob-
viously going to overthrow the government in Sacramento— 
no question about that. 

This quote from the report completely condemns this 
kind of an organization in this state as well as other 
states, but particularly here because it was so stupid in 
its activities and its statements. They said that I had 
"participated in programs, meetings, protests, denunciations, 
resolutions, publications, committees, and organizations" 
(now, here's the thing) "specifically working for and pub-
licly advocating the destruction of the California Senate 
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Committee on Uh-American Activities and the smearing and 
the discrediting of the committee's personnel and staff." 
That was the ultimate. 

There have been other reports since, but enough of 
this. People who study the history of California and are 
interested in it have to remember this background of es-
sential fascism. It W8B completely contemptuous of the 
right of the people to investigate any and all issues and 
to come to their own conclusions without being told what 
to do and how to think by some stupid and venal govern-
mental agency. This has always infuriated me, as it does 
right now. I get angry when I think of men who allocate 
to themselves this supposed right to tell other people 
how they are to think and how they are to act politically, 
religiously, or any other way. 

In this period, I began to get busy with my writing 
again. The things that I was Interested In are Important 
for this story. All my life I've been very much inter-
ested in public ownership. In regard to public ownership 
in Los Angeles, as I have told In my story, I defended 
the Los Angeles Bureau of Power and Light from the start 
and worked to get the necessary bond issues passed. I 
tried to help expand its operations. It's been an out-
standing success. It is the outstanding example in the 
world of a successfully operated municipal ownership power 
plant. Ita growth has been terrific. I don't agree with 
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all the things that the management has done in the use of 
its rates, or income, but aside from that, I regard it as 
an outstanding argument for public ownership In America. 
I had the same feeling about similar things that were 
happening in the country and the nation at large. 

I took time off to write about various public owner-
ship developments In America. I put in a lot of time in 
reporting the facts. I wrote articles for the American 
Socialist, the People's World, Mainstream, Frontier, Nat-
ional Guardian, wherever I could get any publicity for 
public ownership enterprises. In the course of it, I 
wrote a chapter in each of two symposiums that were pub-
lished on public ownership of power. The symposium was 
published by Helen Alfred under the name Peace Publications. 
They came out in '58 and '6l. I got a good deal of enjoy-
ment out of that, and I found out later that these books, 
while they didn't have general circulation, went notably 
Into college libraries and other libraries and had ac-
tually been used as reference. I thought it justified the 
time we put into it. I wrote separately and Individually 
about all of the great power systems, including the Grand 
Coulee Dam and the Bonneville Dam of the Columbia River 
power system. 

I made a cross-country trip, and I found that Nebraska 
had a complete monopoly of public power. I did find one 
private company that had stayed in existence; the state had 
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taken over all the others. With this exception the state 
had complete public ownership of power and still does. 
Nebraska is the only state in the country that does. There 
is no sharing with private industry. 

I wrote about the California Central Valley Project 
with its 160-acre limitation on water usage to residents 
and tillers of the soil; the Missouri Basin Project; Boulder 
Dam; New York's project—which isn't so good by the way, 
not a hundred percent. Then I went over to Ontario and 
wrote up the Ontario hydroelectric system, which is an 
outstanding example of the success of public ownership in 
North America. 

This is now 1964 and one Barry Goldwater is running 
for President, but at that time, I didn't have any idea 
that he would be running. Even then I regarded him as an 
outstandingly pernicious representative of the special 
interests in America. I had a lot of fun writing about the 
Salt River Valley Project in Arizona, which I visited and 
about which I got all of the essential facts—some of them 
surprising. It made a very interesting story. In brief— 
this Salt River Project was President Theodore Roosevelt's 
project way back In the beginning days of the twentieth 
century. It furnished ample water and took over all the 
private irrigation districts with their litigation troubles 
and their inability to proceed on a large enough scale to 
get water and it formed one big district. If it hadn't 
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been for this, the town of Phoenix, which was then a sleepy-
trading post, would never have become the bustling, pros-
perous, modern little city that it is. The dam which 
brought the water together is the Roosevelt Dam, named 
after Theodore Roosevelt. The water from that dam was 
spread over the whole of Maricopa County and resulted in 
a tremendous increase in farming population and crop 
production—which would otherwise have been absolutely 
Impossible. It laid the basis for the wealth, the growth 
in size and population and the concentration of trade and 
industry In Phoenix. 

In the process it made the Goldwater family rich mer-
chant princes. If it hadn't been for their wealth, Mr. 
Barry Goldwater would probably never have been a United 
States Senator and not now a candidate for President of 
the United States. So, he who Is the arch enemy of public 
ownership and wants to keep the government out of all busi-
ness wouldn't be in existence at all if the policies which 
he now favors had been followed way back there by President 
Roosevelt. Teddy was very proud of this project, and it 
was a great project. It's pretty hard for Mr. Goldwater 
to assail him because he was a Republican, too. I suppose 
he wouldn't hesitate to call Teddy a Socialist or even a 
Communist today, If somebody questioned him about thiB. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Goldwater is still getting the benefit 
from the fortune of his father and his own fortune there 
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through the growth and prosperity of Arizona, which was 
made possible primarily by this huge project. 

That is beautiful country around Phoenix. I looked 
at It and I said, "How could anyone be so stupid as to 
oppose a project that would make this all possible' This 
is desert land and here it is, all lush with growing crops." 
We went through it at Just the right time of the year. 
This is the base, because it is agricultural wealth that 
fundamentally makes Phoenix. 

People like to pause and look back at their past. 
In 1958, Madeleine and I thought we'd like to take a trip 
over the nation to sort of see things for ourselves. We 
went out through the south; we went through Texas. We 
wanted to visit our own people, and our homes; Madeleine's 
was in Texas and mine was in Michigan. In Texas, I had 
some interesting experiences, and one in particular that 
Is pertinent today at this particular hour. We were in 
the capitol at Austin, and Texas, while it's supposedly 
a western state, is also a southern state. We were in 
the capitol In Austin and were viewing that enormous dome. 
At one time, it was supposed to be the highest of any 
state capitol in the nation, including Washington, D.C. 
It was a very showy sort of building. I don't know whether 
I like it, but I'm impressed by the height and enormity 
of It. As we were on the grounds looking at a statue of 
General Robert E. Lee—I guess he infests most of the 
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southern states—we saw a group of nicely dressed Negro 
children, boys and girls of high school age, and their 
Negro teacher coming through the grounds. I Just stood 
there and watched. Now I said, "What are they going to do 
when they confront this statue?" They1re coming to the 
capitol of Texas for the unstated purpose—certainly It 
was the underlying purpose—of making good Americans of 
them. Presumably, the people go to these state buildings 
to tie themselves to the traditions of the country and 
become inspired by it. I can always find something to 
inspire me in any state building, if I can find it in the 
history of the state. They came up and they looked at this 
statue. They were completely apathetic and unmoved, neither 
for or against. They were Negro children and a Negro teacher. 
And I said, "What in the world are they going to find about 
that statue to help make them good Americans? Here's a 
defender of the system that enslaved them, by God, and yet 
they are supposed to come here and look at this thing and 
feel inspired." This is one thing that I've never for-
gotten. 

Incidentally, we found the portraits of many racist 
governors down the halls. I remember some of them back 
through history; they were utterly disgraceful fellows. 
There were two or three governors of a very high grade, 
and they'll go down in history as great men. Their names 
escape me now, but Texas has had some of them. 
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From Texas, we went down through the Deep South, and I 
had a good chance to see for the first time in my life just 
what race prejudice meant. I had never been there. I saw 
the discrimination, and particularly in the country areas, 
I saw the timidity of the Negro women and children. They 
approached you as If you were some sort of a God; they were 
half afraid to even speak to you. The groveling that came 
from the slave system was contemptible. 



TAPE NUMBER: X, SIDE 2 

What follows is a personal matter, but it enables me 
to point out what slavery, even a hundred years after its 
abolition, does to a country through holding back its 
economic development. We went through sections of Texas 
where my wife Madeleine, as a girl, had lived and had been 
a country schoolteacher in 1912. I wanted to go there for 
sentimental reasons. I wanted to see where my beloved 
had walked aB a young girl when she was teaching little 
boys and girls in a one-room rural school. She didn't 
want me to, but she consented. 

So we went to Howth, which lay in the Brazos river 
valley, it isn't a settlement; it's Just a hamlet in 
Waller County in the heart of Texas. It 1B a prime example 
of progress that stood still. Madeleine hadn't been there 
since 1920 herself, but she had very good memories of it. 
There still remained one house and an abandoned little 
church but we couldn't see any sign of a living creature. 
We turned west on to a dirt track because she used to walk 
on It two miles to the school every day. We took this 
road which she had walked; It was still a dirt track. 
As far as she could remember, it was unchanged. It was 
like stepping into a prior century—it gave you an eerie 
feeling. Along the road, there was the same tangled 
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undergrowth, the same scrubby post oaks. I drove very 
slowly, because this was sacred ground to me. We passed 
a weathered and old, but still occupied, farm house and 
two or three postal boxes with names that she remembered, 
but we didn't see anybody coming from the houses. There 
were no children around, no dog, no cat, no vehicle in 
front of these several farm houses that we passed. She 
noted one thing which she always remembered. There was a 
grey and pink scissor-tall flycatcher floating along a 
fence topj that was the only thing that we saw. The church 
which she had known and which was alive and growing at 
that time, was vacant now, and its windows and doors were 
boarded now—fifty years later. There was no longer a 
schoolhouse; the building in which she had taught was 
gone. It was really uncanny, but it was very Impressive. 
It was to me a picture of what can happen in an agricul-
tural country that is wedded to the past and refuses to 
face up to its obligations in the future. 

By the way, Waller County is one of the worst counties 
in the South as far as White manipulation of politics. 
There was absolutely no chance at all for a democratic 
Insurgent movement in that county. The white racists had 
it cinched their way. This was the story that I wanted 
to tell. I think it's important to our time. 

We got into the state of Tennessee. I wanted to go 
to Clinton, Tennessee, because Clinton had been in the 
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headlines. Clinton was the place where a young Negro girl 
had lived, whom I will call Lucy, because I don't want to 
embarrass her (she lives in LOB Angeles now, and I believe 
at the present time, she Is making good in a minor way in 
the musical world). She is a very attractive young girl. 
Lucy, it will be recalled, demanded her right to go to a 
White high school. She was met by young White Clinton 
terrorists and was struck and abused. But she persisted, 
and because of her courage, she got admitted to that high 
school in Clinton. 

She came to Los Angeles and was interviewed several 
times by the press. She made a lot of friends here. Then 
she came to the First Unitarian Church and made a special 
address in which she told us the whole story. Madeleine 
and I met her here, and we asked if we couldn't go to 
see her home. We met the family. The girl was very happy 
here and said that she liked LOB Angeles because she 
enjoyed the freedom and the lack of discrimination—there 
is discrimination but nothing like that in the South. She 
and her brothers were getting all excited about music, and 
they thought they could carve out a musical career for them-
selves. Their mother was a sweet person. 

During this time, we told Lucy that we were going to 
take a trip, and Lucy said, "Oh, when you do" (this inter-
ested me because I think it throws light on the contra-
dictions that are in southern society) "you must meet 
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Mrs. Lamar1" That's not actually the woman's name—I 
have her right name, but I don't want to embarrass her. 
"You must meet Mrs. Lamar. She's our friend." So I said, 
"We surely will." And she said, "I'm going to write Mrs. 
Lamar when you'll be there. When you get there, call her 
up, and you must go and see her." We said we would. 

When we got to Clinton, I said, "Mrs. Lamar is not 
going to remember us." Lucy had explained to us who Mrs. 
Lamar was. She belongs to the upposr social set in this 
little town of Clinton—nationally probably not very prom-
inent, but certainly in Clinton very important. Lucy 
had described where Mrs. Lamar lived and her beautiful 
home and the avenue. 

We called her up; we didn't expect Mrs. Lamar would 
give us any attention, but Bhe was amazingly enthused. 
You would have thought we were some great visitors. "Oh 
yes, you know LucyI Oh, you must come right over. You 
must come right over." This was genuine southern hos-
pitality. 

We said that we would. We got in the car and drove 
down this long avenue with these beautiful homes set back 
on both sides with the shrubs and the flowers. Sure enough— 
when we t>ot to her place, here was a woman standing on 
the lawn—waving a welcome to us. 

So we went in, and we sat and had a nice visit. 
The first thing was, "How's Lucy? How's her mother, Jenny?" 
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"Oh, she 'B fine." 
"Have they enough to eat? Are they doing well? 

I sent Jenny a check a while back. I must send her more 
money. I will do that right now—I must send her money." 
This was genuine; she was very much perturbed about this 
family. We sat and talked for a while and we said, "Lucy 
is going to an integrated high school in Los Angeles and 
she is very happy." At once a cloud came over the face 
of this very nice, very generous, warm-spirited southern 
lady. She was very much the southern lady. "Oh," she said, 
"she shouldn't go there. She would have been much happier 
if she'd stayed here and gone to her own Negro high school. 
It's a great mistake." She was so disturbed about it, that 
for a moment I thought she was going to lost her gracious-
ness because we apparently did approve of it—we didn't 
argue against it. 

Finally she recovered her poise and she said (I thought 
this was very indicative): "I want to show you what we've 
been doing to our house." She took us around. One of 
the Improvements just made was in the large kitchen. It 
had been done over and beautifully furnished with new equip-
ment and painted and decorated. She said, "When you get 
back, I vant you to tell Jenny about this room. Here is 
where she worked for us for over thirty years." 

You get the contrast there! This woman had a genuine 
love and feeling for these people and a desire to protect 
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them, but always In their place—Jenny in her place and her 
daughter, Lucy, in her place. Mrs, Lamar was very gracious 
as Bhe bade us good-bye. She asked us to go to Lucy and 
Jenny and tell them all about the visit. 

Now there are just two things more. We completed 
the trip; we went up the Mississippi Valley, headed for 
Michigan. We crossed Tennessee, and then we crossed Ken-
tucky. It was on Memorial Day, and this aroused my 
aversion to the culture of the Old South. I found signs 
at various places, "Keep the South Southern." On this 
day, Memorial Day, I found confederate flags fluttering 
from buildings—here, there, and the other place—all the 
way. We didn't get away from those confederate flags and 
I said, My God, if I don't get away from these, I'm going 
to go berserk." I'm an indoctrinated northerner; my people 
were all northern Michigan people. I was Indoctrinated In 
school. In fact, I sang from a knapsack songbook, as I 
may have told you before. I sang, "Marching Through Georgia." 
The union soldiers brought "the Jubilee"—which meant they 
b rought freedom to the Negroes. 

We got over the Ohio River and we began to see the 
American flag flying, and I never was so glad to Bee the 
American flag in my life, as when I got over that river. 
As I said, "It's the flag of the common people of one 
country, not of dissident elements supporting slavery in 
the South." 
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We got up to Michigan, and the difference was emphasized 
when I went to Lansing, the capital of the state. I was 
made very proud of this state, where I had lived. My 
native state is just over the line in Ohio, but I always 
considered Michigan my home, because I lived there in my 
youth. When we got to Lansing, we visited the capltol and 
on the capltol grounds is a very imposing statue by the 
sculptor Edward C. Potter of Austin Blair, who was the 
[Civil] wartime governor of Michigan. It's a heroic thing, 
commanding and beautiful. At the base of it is a tablet 
on which are these words from his 1863 message to the legis-
lature. Understand that I had Just come out of the South, 
so I was just primed for this kind of a message. "All the 
blood and carnage of this terrible war, all the heart-
rending casualties of battle, and the sad bereavements 
occasioned by them, have the same cause—Slavery, the great-
est, vilest criminal of the world. It must perish." That 
was the kind of message that I had to hear to get reassured. 

There's only one thing more. I won't go into detail 
about the organizations in defense of civil liberties; 
one of them was the Constitutional Liberties Information 
Center, which we set up to inform the public about the 
evils of che McCarran Act and to help defend the victims 
of the McCarran Act—the Communists and so-called fellow 
travellers who'd been Indicted. Aside from that I decided 
to Join the Unitarian Church. I believe it was in 1952 or 
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'53. There's Just one historic thing that the church did. 
When I went Into it, I intended to enjoy ray religion ser-
enely and quietly, but I soon found out that I was in the 
middle of the organization work of the church. 

One of these activities was the legal defense of the 
church that was carried on up to the Supreme Court of the 
United States—in which we contended that the church did 
not have to take a loyalty oath to gain exemption from 
taxation. We were the only church in the South at that 
time that did itj other churches joined us. A few of them 
were Unitarian, and there were one or two Methodist churches 
and Quaker Meetings. Before we got through, the Methodist 
churches of the whole state supported us by public dec-
laration, although individual churches didn't do what we 
did. At any rate, we carried that case in a five-year 
struggle on up to the U.S. Supreme Court, and on June 10, 
1938, the court came down with a decision which affirmed 
freedom of religion in the nation. It said that we didn't 
have to take the oath. Also, the action released that $60,000 
we had to put up in impounded taxes. That came back to 
us. Of course, we had places to put it in this expanding 
church. 

I felt that this act of associating myself with an 
organization with a humanist faith was probably a very 
fitting action for—let's not say the closing years of 
my life—the later years of my life. It really did express 
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what I'd been trying to express all through my life, and 
that was a belief in the importance of human beings and 
in their enormous possibilities, both as individuals and 
as organized society. I guess that's all there is to the 
story. I don't think that there is much else to be told. 



APPENDIX 
[The following is an exact copy of Chapter XVI from 

Reuben W. Borough's unpublished autobiography.] 

The history of municipal politics in the twentieth 
century is a record of the manipulation of government by 
business interests, respectable and otherwise. A classic 
reflection can be found in Lincoln Steffens' The Shame 
of the Cities. 

In Los Angeles in the 1930's popular resentment agairSt 
the privileged exploiters was widespread but, in the main, 
inarticulate. It t«>ok the outrageous violence of under-
world agents to touch off a rebellion that swept a corrupt 
mayor from power. 

The defeat of John Anson Ford in the 1937 election 
did not end the drive to oust Mayor Shaw. Three eminent 
citizens who had not been closely allied to Ford continued 
the agitation. 

One of them was Judge Fletcher Bowron of the Los 
Angeles County Superior Court, appointed by former Govern-
or Friend W. Richardson, an Old Guard Republican whom he 
had served as private secretary. The others were Dr. 
John P. Buckley, a Hollywood dentist, and Clifford Clinton, 
a cafeteria owner. Dr. Buckley had a middle-class prac-
tice. Clinton was a successful businessman with flair-
in both of his downtown cafeterias the customer "dined 
free if not delighted" and the "help" were part of the 
Clinton family. 
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Judge Bowron had declared that "the one way to stop 
this corruption is by forthright action of an honest grand 
Jury." The court's presiding Judge took him at his word 
and appointed him to impanel the 1934 Jury. 

By precedent, the panel from which the names of the 
members were to be drawn (haphazard from a Jury wheel) 
was made up from lists submitted by his fellow Judges, 
many of whom had accepted campaign funds from slot machine 
and allied underworld interests. Determined that the 
Jury's nineteen members would be free from political and 
business strings, Judge Bowron purged the lists—he sub-
mitted copies to responsive citizens and civic organiz-
ations and asked them for critical reports on the back-
grounds of the proposed panel members. The politicians 
and the Intransigent press were enraged. 

When the Municipal League got the lists it blackballed 
several candidates on the ground that they belonged to the 
tax-subsidized Chamber of Commerce—probably a doubtful 
demerit in the Judge's mind. 

Judge Bowron*s 1934 grand jury, with Dr. Buckley as 
chairman, indicted District Attorney Buron Pitts, a creat-
ure of The Los Angeles Times, for perjury and, in addition, 
formally accused him of misconduct in office. Then, turn-
ing from county to city government, it charged in a docu-
mented report that the patent paving monopoly had, in 
three years, collected indefensible profits of a quarter 
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of a million dollars from the city's taxpayers. It followed 
this up by summoning the city council's fifteen members 
before it and exacting pledges that they would vote to 
cancel the patent paving license agreements. Confronted 
by the grand Jury, Mayor Shaw promised to Blgn the neces-
sary cancellation ordinances. 

Back among its lobbyist friends in city hall, the 
council reneged—to the relief of Mayor Shaw. On tech-
nical grounds District Attorney Pitts was cleared of crim-
inal charges. In the 1936 campaign Pitts was re-elected 
over the reform candidate, "judge" Harlan G. Palmer, 

3ut Dr. Buckley had not given up. He took to the 
public platform, a self-appointed scourge of political 
crooks, pledged to keep going "until every citizen In Los 
Angeles knows the truth." Hitherto aloof from the people, 
he now appeared before church, civic, and neighborhood 
groups, exploding with Indignation and demanding pop-
ular action. 

Uhlike Dr. Euckley, Clifford Clinton was a soft-spoken 
man but he was as Indomitable. As a leader of a restive 
group in the 1936 grand Jury he began surveying commercial 
vice and its payoffs. Failing to commit the jury as a 
whole to his findings, he published a minority report. 
Then he financed an expos^ of his own through a select 
"Citizens Independent Vice Investigating Committee" (CIVIC). 

The underworld struck back ruthlessly. According to 
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Clinton, the retaliation included "jaillngs, beatings, 
etonings, threats, bribes, trailings, spying, false charges, 
distribution of malicious literature, incitations of labor 
troubles within businesses owned by members of the min-
ority group. . . . Additionally, we were cited for con-
tempt but always our charges of corruption were ignored." 

In October, 1937, while he was in the midst of a cam-
paign to compel grand Jury action against vice and gamb-
ling, Clinton's home on Los Feliz Boulevard was bombed. 
The side of the house was blown out, the floors were 
buokled, and splinters embedded in the walls. 

It was about this time that I received a tip that a 
spy was at work in the Municipal League—we had better 
beware of Mrs. X. On its face the warning was absurd. 
Mrs. X, an attractive widow with a family of three children 
of college age, was one of the most alert and purposeful 
members of the League. It was a Joy to work with her 
on our executive board. Progressive in viewpoint, she 
was always calling for aotion. Nevertheless I felt it 
my duty to inform Secretary Pratt and President Ryland. 
We decided to take the charge direct to Mrs. X. She would, 
of course, deny it and that would end the matter. 

Confronted in a private session, she was neither 
embarrassed nor indignant. She smilingly confessed that 
she had been systematically turning In reports on League 
activities and its members to a spy agency. She agreed 
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to resign from the board*—she said she was sorry to do so 
because she had really enjoyed League work. (Later I 
learned that her daughter and two sons, working In diverse 
areas of social and political life, were also paid Inform-
ers. I saw a sample report of one of the sons—it was a 
model in forrc and accuracy. The last I heard of him he 
was a college professor in English literature.) 

In their bid for a municipal cleanup Reformers Bowron, 
Buckley and Clinton had unwitting assistance from the head 
of Mayor Shaw's police department, Chief James E. Davis. 

Whenever I think of this imposing gentleman (he died 
in 1940) two images arise: one of a tawdry pulpiteer rant-
ing against radicalism and pleading for God, home and 
native land before any audience he oould find among civic 
groups, women's clubs, and church societies (he loved to 
address the D. A, R.); and the other, of a crack pistol 
shot who would post a trusting lieutenant with a lighted 
cigarette in his mouth on the police pistol range and 
blaze away at the glowing tip. Once when I was with a 
coterie of newsmen he asked me—a marked enemy—to hold 
his target. I declined—to the loud laughter of my 
audience. 

Chief Davis was against reformers of all kinds. He 
was for the status quo: the wide-open town and the open 
shop. A vice squad member elevated to the command of the 
police department with the backing of The Los Angeles 
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Timesj he imposed only minor restrictions upon the under-
world's private enterprisers. According to State Attorney 
General tJ. S. Webb, the annual gambling intake in Los 
Angeles both from mechanical contrivances and bookmaking 
far expeeded the $26,000,000 taken In San Francisco from 
these sources. Los Angeles, the attorney general observed, 
was a lush pasture for every form of crooked gambling and 
the mecca of big-time gamblers from the east. There was 
ample evidence that organized prostitution also was highly 
profitable. 

In his defense of the open shop Chief Davis was blat-
ant. The record is an ugly one. In 1934 the Chief sent 
500 policemen to San Pedro Harbor to smash a maritime strike. 
Together with thugs already privately mobilized, they 
imposed a reign of terror. On the streets and in the work-
ers' homes they made hundreds of illegal arrests and merci-
lessly roughed up the victims. According to The Illustrated 
Dally News, no less than twenty persons were so badly 
beaten Inside the police station that they had to be hos-
pitalized. . . . Three had limbs broken by the simple 
process of holding an arm or a leg over a chair and 
snapping it. . . , 

From his role as strikebreaker Chief Davis extended 
his function to the covert disruption of unions, the direct 
responsibility for which rested upon Captain "Red" Hynes, 
head of the police department's "Red Squad." The full 
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story is told in the voluminous reports of the United 
States Senate Subcommittee on Labor and Education (pop-
ularly known as the Civil Liberties Committee) headed by 
Senator Robert M. La Follette, Jr. 

In the midst of a nationwide survey (1935-1939) of 
"labor spies, strikebreakers, strikebreaking agencies, 
oppressive armed guards, industrial munitions" (sawed-
off shotguns, tear gas, etc.) the Subcommittee arrived 
in California and Los Angeles In 1937. 

Through "Red" Hynes, Chief Davis cooperated with 
employers In a "Plan of Operation of Undercover Operatives 
in the Organizing Campaign of the Oil Workers Union." 
One of Captain Styles' duties was to ride herd over the 
strikebreaking agencies' spies, thugs, and agents pro-
vacateurs. A document unearthed by the Subcommittee read: 
"Captain H. will vouch for the fact that agents always 
bend every effort to disrupt the union and close the case 
as quickly as possible. They do not string out the Job, 
as there are many concerns In need of their services at 
the present time." 

According to the Subcommittee, Chief Davis was an 
ardent advocate of tear gas as the "modern method" of 
dealing with messed pickets and their sympathizers. The 
records indicate that he was having some difficulty in 
convincing the editor of The Los Angeles Times on this 
point. 
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Climaxing its irresponsible and extra-legal activ-
ities, Chief Davis1 law-enforcement department created 
a specialized agency, a so-called intelligence unit—as 
the Chief testified under oath—to protect city government 
from antagonistic groups. Investigation of this char-
acter, he said, was parallel to the work of the federal 
government's intelligence unit in protecting the national 
government against inimical forces. At the head of his 
specialized agency the Chief placed an adventurous psych-
opath, Earl Kynette. 

The Municipal League reported that in the three years, 
1936, 1937, and 1938, Kynette's intelligence unit spent 
nearly a quarter of a million dollars of the taxpayers' 
money. It tapped wires, made dictaphone records (some 
of them obviously for blackmail), and shadowed suspects 
night and day. Sixty dossiers with information on the 
intimate affairs of public officials and prominent cit-
izens were later found in Captain Kynette*s possession. 

Captain Kynette set up a spy post across the street 
from Harry Raymond, a private detective employed by Clin-
ton in his underworld investigations. When the driver of 
a vegetable wagon reported the hideout to county author-
ities he was pulled by the hair from his wagon early one 
morning, beaten up and warned to keep his mouth shut. 
When Investigator Raymond testified that a Shaw campaign 
manager had received contributions of from $10,000 to $20,000 
from Bob Gans, Los Angeles' "slot machine king," the Intel-
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ligence unit planted a bomb—a two-Inch pipe loaded with 
black powder—in Raymond's new sedan. On the morning of 
January 14, 1938, the investigator stepped on the starter 
and the bomb exploded. More than 100 metal fragments 
pierced his body, fracturing his arm and leg. For weeks 
he lingered in a hospital between life and death. 

In the summer of 1938, the Municipal League had ad-
monished the citizenry that the Shaw Administration was 
rotten-ripe and the time to bury it had come. No one had 
seemed to pay any attention. Now, less than six months 
later, with the bombing of Raymond, people everywhere 
began talking in earnest about a city hall cleanup. With 
the League in the forefront, representatives of civic, 
political, labor, professional, and religious groups met 
In the First Methodist Church and set up a "Committee of 
25" with the aim of launching a broad membership "Feder-
ation for Civic Betterment" to drive the Shaw regime from 
power. 

In the assemblage were leaders of two markedly diverse 
elements: the ministers (mostly Methodists) and the 
spokesmen of the radical trade unions. 

Among the Methodists were Dr. Roy L. Smith, pastor 
of the church in which we were meeting (later to become 
editor of The Christian Advooate, voice of world-wide 
Methodism) and Dr. Leonard OechslI, Superintendent of the 
Los Angeles District of the Methodist Church. I oan see 
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the stem faces of several more of these social Salvation-
ists either at the initial Committee meeting or at others 
soon to follow: Dr. Ryland, chairman of the Leaguete 
board of direotors; Floyd Seaman, minister of the East 
Side's Grace Methodist Church, a haven for working class 
dissent where I had conducted classes on socialism; and 
Aaron A. Heist, from a Los Angeles Harbor pulpit in 
Wilmington and later executive director of the Southern 
California branch of the American Civil Liberties tlhion 
(1 had met Heist long before in Denver where he had founded 
an experimental labor church). There were others from the 
small churches of Los Angeles' working-class "Great 
Southwest." 

Most active of the labor union representatives was 
Don Healey, a dark-eyed young man with a ready tongue and 
an engaging manner. He was a delegate from left-wing Labor's 
Nonpartisan League, whose prime objective was the dethron-
ing of Los Angeles' police chief, James E. Davis. 

Then there was the modest, soft-spoken Morton Newman, 
a close friend of Dr. Smith and the representative of a 
church youth group, a very effective worker in the inner 
circles of the anti-Shaw setup. . . . 

Dr. Smith was elected temporary chairman of the Com-
mittee and I was elected secretary. 

Throughout that first session the church and labor 
groups sat rigidly apart. When the labor leaders talked 
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they seemed remote from life. I could almost hear some 
of my trade union friends mutter: "What the hell!" That 
the two came together in a working partnership was due in 
part to the easy friendliness of Dr. Smith and Dr. Oechsli 
and, more important, to labor's deep-felt need for allies 
in its campaign to oust a repressive police regime. It 
was not long before Dr. Smith and Healey were going away 
on fishing trips together and calling one another "Roy" 
and "Don." 

At a mass meeting March 13J 1938, the newly founded 
Federation for Civic Betterment announced its recall pro-
gram . In a blunt manifesto it arraigned the Shaw Admin-
istration for its collusion with the underworld, the 
"political blackmail" of its police intelligence unit, 
the abrogation by the "Red Squad" of the civil liberties 
and constitutional rights of the people, and particularly 
"of organized workers striving for decent living standards." 
Mayor Shaw must go! 

Only the tabloid Illustrated Dally News and the Com-
munlst-supported People's World, a working-olass daily 
published in San Francisco, endorsed the recall. Editor-
ially The Los Angeles Times pilloried the mayor's enemies. 
In their news columns the morning Examiner and the evening 
Herald poured forth typical Hearstian abuse. As in the 
recent Ford mayoralty campaign, they branded the reoall 
movement as composed of crackpots and "reds." Allied were 
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the community's organized business interests linked with 
city hall privilege, vociferously demanding the open shop 
and, more quietly but no less positively, the wide-open 
town. 

The disorderly hurly-burly of politics proved dis-
tasteful to the congregations of the more fashionable churches 
and their representatives withdrew. However, most of the 
Methodists (with a few Congregationalists and Unitarians 
thrown in) stayed in the fight together with the labor 
group and a wide range of civic and neighborhood organ-
izations. 

Our initial task was to get the 64,000 petition sig-
natures necessary to Insure the recall election. Clinton's 
CIVIC (which took off the cream at public meetings) soon 
turned the work over to the house-to-house circulators 
of the Federation for Civic Betterment and the signatures 
rolled to the halfway mark. There the flood stopped. 
The press predicted failure. Even Clinton expressed doubt. 
In a sensational news release Dr. Oeohsli, the Federation's 
president, charged the Shaw forces with circulating the 
Federation's petitions, obtaining thousands of signatures 
and then destroying the petitions. 

Almost two decades earlier a courageous and ener-
getic young Methodist minister, G, Bromley Oxnam, had 
founded the racially Integrated "Church of All Nations" 
in a downtown slum area. I remember going to interview 
him there and finding him in the church basement playing 
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handball with a group of neighborhood boys. He had been 
one of our progressive candidates In a school board elec-
tion and generally busy propagandizing for "the Kingdom 
of God on Earth." He now held the important post of Bishop 
of the Omaha area. Urged by his Los Angeles friends, he 
agreed to come back to Los Angeles and throw the weight 
of his prestige and eloquence behind the recall movement. 

He packed the First Methodist Church and in a spurt 
of renewed volunteer enthusiasm the petition signatures 
ran up to 60,000. Clifford Clinton contributed the cash 
necessary for paid workers to round up additional names— 
the final total was 119*750, a handsome surplusage. The 
election was set for September 16. 

There was disagreement as to who should be the can-
didate to defeat Shaw. The Federation's Committee of 25 
was for Supervisor John Anson Ford. He had been beaten 
by less than 30,000 votes In the 1937 race and he had 
since built a record of incorruptibility as a county 
administrator. Moreover, the bombing of Raymond had shaken 
the morale of the mayor's machine. The Committee of 25 
was sure Ford could win this time. Clinton and CIVIC were 
for Judge Bowron—in their eyes the mild-mannered Ford was 
too far to the left. 

Ford himself settled the argument—he announced he 
would run for re-election as county supervisor. But the 
turmoil continued. Clinton and CIVIC remained loyal to 



418 

Judge Bowron and the Committee of 25 lined up for the young 
progressive Assemblyman Samuel W. Yorty. In the acri-
mony of debate some of the good-government advocates with-
drew from the campaign. The press played up the defections 
and the mayor chortled that "the next meeting of the Com-
mittee of 25 would be held in a telephone booth." 

The Committee called a mass meeting of Federation 
members for August 8 to determine its course. Clinton 
and his CIVIC were present and they were adamant—Yorty 
was too inexperienced and too radical for the big city 
job. To my leftist friends on the Committee Judge Bowron 
was a reactionary—what was the sense of running a re-
actionary when there was a chance to win with a forward-
moving warrior of the common people like Sam Yorty? 

As the controversy grew in intensity and bitterness 
I foresaw the possible collapse of the recall movement 
and the return to power of the hateful Shaw regime. I 
found myself on my feet arguing passionately for contin-
ued unity. Moving to ground that I had often branded 
dangerous, I called for compromise—the important job was 
to get rid of Shaw. With the youthful and Impulsive Yorty 
we would be going off on a romantic adventure which would 
net us defeat and a disillusionment disastrous to the 
people's morale. We must rally behind the honest conser-
vative, Judge Bowron, elect him and then "pressure and 
educate" him to embrace progressive as well as honest 
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government. (A presumptuous program which would certainly 
have been met with indignant resistance from the stiff-
necked Judge). 

I had done my best, but when Healey of labor's Non-
partisan League took the floor I thought Judge Bowron was 
out. 

"I'm going to surprise you," he began. "In fact, I'm 
going to surprise myself." And then he argued for the 
endorsement of Judge Bowron. 

The Federation vote was two to one for Judge Bowron* 
It was ycung Mort Newman's unpleasant task to carry 

the news to Yorty. Confidently waiting in a nearby hotel 
to start a victory celebration, the "people's champion" 
flew into a rage. He had been betrayedI It was all a 
Communist plot'. 

At noon, the following day, August 9, 1938, Federation 
and CIVIC members crowded en masse into Judge Bowron's 
courtroom to draft him. There was nothing effusive about 
his greeting. A solid block of a man with a square chin 
and challenging eyes, he received us with cool and aloof 
dignity. He would consider the draft only on one condi-
tion—he was making no committment beyond that for honest 
government and he would not enter the race with any Idea 
of stirring up strife between capital and labor. 

Then, singling me out in the crowd, he snapped: "Do 
you understand that, Rube?" 
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Shortly afterward the Judge publicly broadened his 
one-plank platform, explaining: 

"I believe thoroughly in the right of collective 
bargaining. 

"I believe in the right of workers to organize in 
unions of their own choosing. 

"I believe in the inalienable right of organized 
labor to strike and picket without illegal Interference 
from the police department. 

"It is time that big business learned that collective 
bargaining is the order of the day and that no longer can 
workingmen be beaten and intimidated by such organizations 
as the 'Red Squad.'" 

In a separate press release he said he was opposed to 
the anti-labor initiative measure practically outlawing 
picketing that would appear on the fall ballot and he was 
going to vote against it. 

The Judge's amplification of his stand on labor's 
rights notably spurred his campaign—further strengthened 
by the timely conviction in the superior court of the mur-
derous spy, KSmette, and his sentence to twenty years in 
the penitentiary. There was little money to spend, but 
volunteers poured into the Bowron headquarters and went to 
work In the office and in the field. 

On September 16, 1938* Mayor Shaw was swept from 
power in an election landslide. The total of votes oast 
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for Bowron was 232,000; for Shaw, 122,000. It was the 
end of the political career of an affable grocery salesman 
who, to an accompaniment of underhanded deals with the 
public's exploiters, had backslapped and handshaken his 
way up in politics, first into the City Council, then 
into the County Board of Supervisors, and finally into the 
office of one of the nation's greatest cities. 

A few days later, in the presence of hundreds of exub-
erant citizens jammed into the City Council chambers 
Judge Bowron took the oath of office. It was a happy 
day in my life. 

2 
The Bowron viotory had come in the midst of the New 

Deal in a plethora of local, national, and world-wide 
crusades. In Southern California Hollywood was a focus 
of activity. Writers, directors, actors, technicians, 
and rank-and-filers had forged the Motion Picture Artists 
Committee for Spain, denounced the intervention of Hitler's 
Nazis and Mussolini's fascists against the Loyalist govern-
ment, and sent hospital and medical supplies and ambul-
ances to the Loyalist front. Mass meetings organized by 
the Hollywood Anti-Nazi League helped in the mobilization 
of public opinion against the terrorism of Hitler's 
Brown Shirts and the cruelties of the expanding anti-
Semitic Reich. Suddenly trade-union-conscious actors, 
directors, writers, studio craftsmen and technicians 
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marched with banners on picket lines before the Hollywood 
Citizen-News in support of the strike of the newborn 
N-wspaper Guild. A Hollywood committee, including the 
courageous Frederic March and his wife, Florence Eldrldge, 
played an active role in the world-wide fight for the freedom 
of Tom Mooney, the labor leader who had been convicted 
of murder in connection with a bomb explosion during San 
Francisco's 1916 Preparedness Parade. I came to know and 
admire many of these ardent artists and technicians. 

Long before the election of Mayor Bowron, agitation 
was under way to rid the state of Governor Frank F. Mer-
riam, as obnoxious on the state level as Mayor Shaw on 
the municipal. 

On April 2 and 3, 1938/ the California Federation 
for Political Unity, of which I was state chairman, had 
held a weekend convention in the somber, old-fashioned 
Royal Palms Hotel in Los Angeles. A crumbling copy of 
Oliver Thornton's United Progressive News brings back 
the buzz and clamor of the sessions, the oratory of the 
speakers. The three hundred delegates represented 150 
liberal groups throughout the state. Many of them would 
later become important figures in the state's public life. 

The immediate purpose of the convention was two-
fold: to agree on a platfonn to which we would try to 
commit California's Democratic Party, then controlled by 
the BourbonB, and to unite on a slate of candidates to run 
on that platform in the August primary. 
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The platform that emerged from a welter of proposals 
was a barren catalogue of the people's social, economic 
and political needs. I was disappointed—in addition, 
it should have proclaimed the Federation's orientation to 
socialist change. Instead it fell back on the shopworn 
cliches of liberalism. We were for returning government 
to the people; for ending the rule of a corrupt Repub-
lican administration; for the economic welfare of the people; 
for a true democracy unexploited by big business. 

In spite of my reservations I was no wet-blanket 
chairman. I accepted the platform and I had good words 
for the endorsed candidates: for governor, Culbert Olson, 
state senator from Los Angeles County; for lieutenant-gov-
ernor, Ellis E. Patterson, assemblyman from King City; 
for United States Senator, Sheridan Downey, from Sacra-
mento, Sinclair's running mate in the 1934 EPIC campaign. 
The campaign was to be fought around loyalty to principle, 
not loyalty to personalities! The rank-and-file was not 
building up future ffihrers'. 

With the success of our slate for the major state 
offices in the August primary, Los Angeles progressives 
were under a double obligation: the election of a mayor 
In September and a governor in November, With Bowron 
elected, we swung our forces Into the state campaign and 
elected Olson. 

Olson was, as the late Frank Scully, Hollywood's 
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noted humorist, observed in his autobiography, This gay 
Knight (Chilton Company, 1962), "a handsome dog, a Holly-
wood casting director's dream of what a Governor should 
be, who wore his clothes like an Ivy Leaguer. . . and 
could handle his bourbon well, but who seemed slow on the 
draw compared to the sharp-shooting Sinclair." We could 
not realistically expect the daring performance of a Hiram 
Johnson of the 1910-1920 Progressive Party. 

In fairness, one must strike a balance. Before the 
Governor became bogged down by party politicians and spec-
ial-interest friends he named to the state's administra-
tive and Judicial posts a number of outstanding enlight-
ened citizens, among them able leaders of the Federation 
for Political Unity. Notable was the appointment of 
Carey McWilliams, whose service as Commissioner of Im-
migration and Housing exposed the tragic world of Calif-
ornia's agricultural workers and laid the basis for his 
perceptive series of minority group surveys starting in 
1939 with Factories in the Field. The Governor's appoint-
ees to the judiciary—conspicuous among them, the civil 
liberties attorney, John Beardsley—helped to transform 
California's courts, state, county, and municipal, into 
tribunals of Justice. 

The act that history will best remember was Olson's 
freeing of Tom Mooney. But the credit was hard won. The 
Governor's major campaign commitment to organized labor 
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(as waB Sinclair's) was that the class prejudice, hate 
and corruption of the Mooney trial would be promptly 
expiated by executive action. In both cases it was pledged 
by the candidate to be his first official act. 

Before Olson took office in January, however, there 
were rumors in Los Angeles and San Francisco that he was 
"shilly-shallying." He was going to free Meoney but not 
until there had been an objective "survey." 

The reports were exasperating. The case had been 
"surveyed" again and again, nationally and internation-
ally—beginning with a commission sent to California by 
President Wilson. (On November 28, 1918, Mooney's death 
sentence had been commuted to life imprisonment.) The 
facts were already clearly established: the murderous 
hysteria of San Francisco's press, the packing of the 
Jury, the perjury of key witnesses, and, finally, Mooney's 
alibi: the photograph Bhowlng by the hands of a clock 
that he was atop a nearby building watching the Prepared-
ness Paradeat the exact moment when the deadly bomb ex-
ploded . 

From Los Angeles, San Francisco, and intermediate 
points more than a score of us descended at night upon the 
Governor's mansion. He was at home with his secretary, 
Stanley Mosk, and his worried advisor, J. Stitt Wilson. 
We had not come for felicitations. In uncouth, peremp-
tory terms we told our public servant we would stand for 
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no preliminary survey—•Mooney must go free now. Enraged, 
the Governor began roaring at as. We couldn't dictate to 
him. In the clamor the staid Victorian executive mansion 
took on the aspect of incipient riot with the governor 
shouting us down. 

Without apology for our bad manners we left, feeling 
that labor had lost its first and most significant battle 
in the Olson Administration, Several days later—on Jan-
uary 7, 1939—the Governor pardoned Mooney unconditionally. 
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