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      Map 1. National park units added during the Hartzog directorate

      During Hartzog’s almost nine-year tenure, a record seventy-two parks spread across the country were added to the National Park System. The stars represent “national parks” (Guadalupe Mountains, Canyonlands, Redwood, and North Cascades), while the arrowheads stand for other types of park units. Courtesy of Bob King.© 2012 by the University of New Mexico Press
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    Foreword by Robert M. Utley

    George B. Hartzog Jr. served as seventh director of the National Park Service for nine years, from 1964 to 1972. As an outsized personality who studded his career with outsized achievements, he has long deserved a biography. Kathy Mengak has filled that need admirably. She came to know both George and Helen Hartzog intimately when she began to interview him in 1996. In a succession of interviews that continued virtually to the day of his death in 2008, she drew from him a body of priceless oral history. He spoke in colorful, graphic, and emphatic language, so eminently quotable that deciding what to exclude proved a challenge. Relying on many other interviews with knowledgeable people and on her wide-ranging research in Hartzog’s papers and other primary sources, she crafted the excellent biography that follows. It not only portrays an extraordinary man but offers a valuable contribution to the history of the national parks and the National Park Service.

    I view George Hartzog from the perspective of both historian and participant in his administration. As participant, I served as chief historian of the National Park Service through his entire directorate. As historian, I have had more than three decades to study and reflect on those frantic, momentous years.

    I remember George Hartzog as an administrator of rare ability. He was a workaholic who drove his staff at his pace. He not only managed, he ruled. He could be deeply caring, friendly, and sentimental with everyone in the service. He could also be nearly tyrannical in his demands for instant, superior performance. He entertained a broad vision of what the national parks should be and should mean to the American people, and he pursued his vision relentlessly. Above all, both with the executive branch and with Congress, he possessed political cunning, insight, and mastery almost nonexistent among federal agency heads. He employed these talents to the great benefit of the National Park Service and the environmental movement launched by his chief, secretary of the interior Stewart Udall.

    As historian rather than as participant in the Hartzog directorate and his friend, I appraise him and his career from a more detached point of view.

    Most important, he led the largest expansion of the National Park System in history. During his nine-year tenure, the system grew by seventy-two units totaling 2.7 million acreshe didn’t add just national parks but also historical and archaeological monuments and sites, recreation areas, seashores, riverways, memorials, and cultural units celebrating minority experiences in America.

    Working closely with subcommittee chairman Senator Alan Bible in 1971, he laid the legislative basis for the expansion of the National Park System in Alaska. When Congress in 1980 finally acted on this provision of law, it doubled the acreage of the National Park System.

    Determined that the National Park Service reflect the growing national concern for minorities, Hartzog developed programs that gave the service a different complexion. He took charge of a largely white-male organization steeped in tradition. It did not readily accept change. Even so, women and minorities of different color and ethnicity began to appear in its ranks. When he left the directorate in 1972, the promotion of women and minorities was firmly established procedure, and the number of women and minorities advancing in the ranks has steadily expanded over the years since.

    Hartzog persuaded Congress to authorize a program for citizens to volunteer their time and talents to both parks and park visitors. The Volunteers-in-Parks program has flourished as budgetary shortfalls have increasingly overburdened permanent employees.

    Beyond the parks themselves, Hartzog pursued outreach programs. Examples are the first environmental education curriculum in kindergarten through the twelfth grade. Complementing this initiative, he inaugurated study areas in a system of national education and development landmarks, christened NEED. He also put into effect programs to make national parks relevant to an urban society, such as Summer in the Parks, Parks for All Seasons, and Living Historytwo urban parks, in New York and San Francisco, are testimony to his dedication to urban needs. He pushed legislation that created the National Park Foundation, which summoned philanthropic contributions to projects not funded by Congress.

    Vastly expanding the reach of historic preservation to the nation as a whole, the National Historic Preservation Act of 1966 would not have passed but for George Hartzog. Many people worked hard on this initiative, but without Hartzog’s largely hidden political labors on Capitol Hill with congressional staff as well as members, the law would not have been enacted. He not only brought his legendary political skills to bear, but he also ensured that the entire program would rest with the National Park Service. This I know because I witnessed it as participant.

    George Hartzog made great things happen. He benefited from a rare combination of circumstances that favored his vision. It fit neatly into Lyndon Johnson’s Great Society and into Stewart Udall’s robust environmentalism. The secretary, moreover, not only selected Hartzog for the directorship but gave him full rein and support in pursuing his vision. A Democratic Congress receptive to the Great Society favored the measures Hartzog promoted. Members discovered that voters concerned for their national parks and the environment in which they lived were ready for the laws he sought.

    Together with many peers, I look back on the Hartzog years as the “glory years.”

    I am familiar with the record of every director since the creation of the National Park Service in 1916. Excepting the cofounders, Stephen Mather and Horace Albright, I have no hesitation in pronouncing George Hartzog the greatest director in the entire history of the service.

    All these initiatives and more Kathy Mengak chronicles and interprets in this biography, larding the text with compelling quotations from her many interviews. She adds substantially to the lengthening shelf of books about national parks and the National Park Service. At a time when Americans increasingly value their national parks, they should welcome her illumination of this significant man.

    (Before his retirement from federal service in 1980, Robert M. Utley served not only as chief historian of the National Park Service but as director of the Office of Archeology and Historic Preservation, assistant director of the Service for Park Historic Preservation, and deputy director of the President’s Advisory Council on Historic Preservation. He is the author of sixteen books on the history of the American West.)
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    Introduction

    While much has been written about Stephen T. Mather and Horace M. Albright, the founding fathers of the National Park Service, subsequent directors who shaped the agency’s vision and direction remain less studied. Among these, George B. Hartzog Jr., the seventh director, was one of the most colorful, powerful, and politically astute. Selected for the top post by Stewart L. Udall, secretary of the interior, in 1964 and dismissed by President Richard M. Nixon in 1972, George Hartzog led the National Park Service for nearly nine years during an exciting and volatile era in our country’s history.

    Hartzog directed the Park Service during prosperous times when people spent money and enjoyed their leisure as never before. During Hartzog’s first five years, Democrat Lyndon B. Johnson occupied the White House and drew powerful support from a Democratic Congress that shared his vision of expanding the federal government’s role in improving people’s lives. When Apollo 8 beamed back images of our fragile world spinning in space, we were amazed and humbled. A year and a half later we marveled as Neil Armstrong took the spellbinding first steps on the moon. These triumphs in space helped counterbalance the many problems at homethe Vietnam War, explosive race relations, urban decay, rising inflation, deepening unemployment, and environmental degradation. But at last environmental degradation captured the attention of Congress and led to a series of landmark laws: the Wilderness Act (1964), the Land and Water Conservation Fund Act (1965), the Water Quality Act (1965), the Endangered Species Act (1966 and 1969), the Air Quality Act (1967), the Wild and Scenic Rivers Act (1968), the National Trails System Act (1968), the National Environmental Policy Act (1969), the Environmental Education Act (1970), the Clean Air Act (1970), and the Water Pollution Control Act (1972).

    Against this backdrop, George Hartzog sought to make national parks relevant and responsive to the nation’s changing needs. The most urgent matter he had to confront was the growing numbers of park visitors who expected unprecedented facilities and services, and he had to balance their wants against the legislative mandate to preserve park resources for the benefit of future generations. He also had to merge a backlog of proposals for new parks with his own agenda for expansion of the National Park System.

    Dynamic, aggressive, and exuding certitude, he aroused a range of emotions in contemporaries. At one pole, he could be seen as one “who refreshed the outlook of a tradition loving organization, with a stream of fresh ideas. Perhaps more important, he knew how to make the ideas work.”1 At the other pole, critics could accuse him of having “little personal grasp of natural values, resisting wilderness designations, consistently erring on the side of use over preservation, vindictive toward Park Service employees who did not toe the line and a poor administrator.”2 The truth lies somewhere between these two poles.

    ***

    My interest in telling George Hartzog’s story evolved over a number of years. Like many, I harbor fond memories of family vacations to national parks. Who can easily forget the first view of the rugged Grand Tetons rising dramatically almost a mile and a half above the valley floor? Or the indelible picture of the Great Smokies at dusk when undulating, cloud-shrouded mountains appear to a small child’s imagination as sleeping giants? Mammoth Cave, Everglades, Rocky Mountain, and other national parks evoke feelings of wonder, beauty, and adventure. National parks hold the power to inspire yet humble both children and adults.

    I experienced George Hartzog for the first time in 1985, when he and former interior secretary Stewart Udall delivered the annual Hartzog Lecture at Clemson University, where I was a graduate student. Departing from the traditional lecture format, they captivated the audience with informal bantering and even told a few whoppers about their adventures in managing and expanding the National Park System. As a prologue to what would unfold some ten years later, I wrote an article about their visit entitled “Hartzog and Udall Reminisce,” which appeared in the May 1986 issue of the National Park Service newsletter Courier.3

    In the fall of 1994, after teaching at Ferrum College, a small liberal arts college in Virginia, I returned to Clemson University to work on a doctorate. Following that fall’s Hartzog Lecture, a librarian in special collections stated his belief that George Hartzog would provide an ideal masters or doctoral research project. Hartzog had donated personal papers to Clemson to start what he hoped would become a major research collection for studying the National Park Service.

    Despite a limited background in history, I felt drawn to such a project. I knew and understood survey research methods but had little grasp of historical methods. With coursework and the guidance of sympathetic historians, I would learn. As one recreation researcher said, “historical research in the recreation field is relatively rare.” He stressed the importance of undertaking historical studies that explored the evolution of the park and recreation field before key players were gone. “The need is urgent,” he wrote, “for many legends and their contemporaries in the first half of the twentieth century are dying of old age and few written records exist.”4

    In 1995, when my doctoral project was materializing, George Hartzog was seventy-five years old and, because of advanced age, a relentless work schedule, and years of heavy smoking and drinking, in failing health. Many of his contemporaries had passed away or were also experiencing health problems. When I contacted him, he agreed to be interviewed and subsequently gave generously of his time even as his health continued to deteriorate.

    Following his directorate, Hartzog maintained close connections with the National Park Service for numerous reasonshe was personally interested in the organization, he had many friends there, and the connections benefited his law practice, which often involved park concessions work. Despite his strong feelings about the National Park System, he tried to avoid criticizing or commenting on how his successors ran the agency. As he said, “I’ve had my inning and I’m in no position to evaluate … today.”5 He also did little to promote his own record, although he had written a book. In a folksy, story-telling manner, Battling for the National Parks, published in 1988, shed some light on his tenure. But as Robert M. Utley, his chief historian, later wrote to me, “I leaned heavily on him to share himself and his accomplishments with the world, but he would not do it. Now as he winds down, he wants to leave a legacy and you are the chosen instrument … and you must not let him down.”6 From all indications, it seemed that George Hartzog had a worthwhile story to tell, and if I did not tell it, possibly no one would.

    In carrying out the research for this work, I interviewed Hartzog, examined his personal papers housed at Clemson University as well as newspaper and magazine accounts of him and books about national parks, and corresponded with friends and coworkers. Because of Hartzog’s age, I put considerable emphasis on interviewing him. Over a period of twelve years, I conducted numerous interviews in person and over the phone.

    All personal interviews took place at Hartzog’s remodeled farmhouse in McLean, Virginia, just outside Washington, D.C. Purchased in 1963 in what was at the time the rural outskirts of the capital, his house in the mid-1990s lay surprisingly close to a heavily traveled road but was protected by large evergreens that maintained privacy and blocked road noises. He had donated additional pine trees to an adjacent park. Once they were planted along the road leading to his house, they further muffled noise and screened the development closing in around him. He owned several acres, which included a house next door that he had originally bought for his mother to live in but that he now rented. A small stream ran along the back of the property. At one time, he raised chickens, pigs, and other farm animals because he wanted his youngest son, Edward, to have a taste of farm life. George and Helen Hartzog had once grown a large garden in their backyard and kept a burro with a two-wheel cart for Edward to ride. No longer able to keep up with a garden, they substituted a variety of flowering plants.

    Behind the main house sat two outbuildings. One had been used for Helen’s antique business and for storage. The other had been converted into guest quarters and a law office. Here we met for our first interview on March 23, 1996. An Ansel Adams print adorned one wall of his simple, uncluttered office, which contained a desk, filing cabinet, small refrigerator, several chairs, and a coffee table in the shape of the National Park Service arrowhead. Throughout early interviews, Hartzog sipped coffee and chain-smoked, lighting a new cigarette as the previous one dwindled.

    Later health problems prompted Helen to get rid of all his cigarettes, cigars, and alcoholic beverages. After an especially traumatic visit to the hospital, this and all other impediments to health were removed. As he explained, “When I got back all my booze and tobacco were gone. I told somebody the other day that I’m reapplying for my Methodist preacher’s license. I told them I got one leg so I can’t chase women. Helen threw out my booze and tobacco, and I only eat what the doctor prescribes and she fixes. She puts me to bed at 8:30 at night. So I’m better than half of those bastards that are out preaching.”7 Despite his salty language, he held deep-seated religious beliefs.

    Health problems eventually forced Hartzog to move his office to the main house in a large airy room with many windows at the back of the house. The room was filled with antique furniture, bookshelves, office workspace, comfortable chairs and a couch, and years of accumulated mementos. The few rooms between his office and the bathroom were likewise crammed with memorabilia and family keepsakes given to him or acquired during his travels. One of the most intriguing was what he and his wife called the “Indian room.” In it hung an Indian rug given to the Hartzogs by Grace and Horace Albright, who had bought it during their honeymoon. A large Navajo rug covered another wall and antique Indian baskets and other Native crafts were scattered around. A small painting by Arthur Demaray, the Park Service’s fifth director, hung next to Helen’s museum-quality collection of more than twenty-five hundred stereoscopic cards of national park scenes, which she intends to donate to the Park Service.

    All face-to-face interviews were tape-recorded. Bill Everhart, formerly a high-ranking Park Service official who lived nearby in Reston, Virginia, came to many of our interviews. As a close friend and confidante of Hartzog’s, Bill could elaborate and prompt Hartzog on certain issues. He felt more comfortable than Hartzog in committing his own comments to tape. At times, Hartzog deferred to Bill, looking to him to supply his impressions and to handle more sensitive issues. Everhart remained respectful of his former boss, but he was also willing to disagree with him on occasion. Generally, very little prompting was needed to get Hartzog or Everhart started on a lengthy discussion. Hartzog had eloquently demonstrated in congressional testimony that he was a master of redirecting questions he preferred not to answer, and he hadn’t changed. Typically, he would restate a question into something he wanted to talk about, tell a few humorous stories to lighten the mood, and then proceed to move the conversation far enough away from the original question that you forgot what you wanted to know. He was so good at this that it often took reading the interview transcripts to understand how effectively he had controlled the discussion.

    Hartzog remained conscious of the fact that he was being tape-recorded but would sometimes say things he regretted and then would point out that he trusted me to delete any inappropriate remarks. Since I found it difficult to second guess what he thought inappropriate, I gave him tape transcripts to edit before they became part of his collection at Clemson University. He suggested few deletions; generally these were comments about people. Several times during an interview, he asked to turn the tape recorder off when he was going to launch into a story he did not want on the record. Over the years, Hartzog grew more comfortable during our interviews and revealed some information he had closely guarded at first. For example, he shared little at first about the rocky transition between himself and his predecessor, Conrad L. Wirth, but eventually he let tidbits slip out, generally off the record.

    Most of the interviews took place on weekends and lasted from two to five hours. These in-person interviews combined with taped phone interviews yielded typed transcripts of over six hundred pages. Weekend interviews were scheduled around Sunday’s Meet the Press, which he watched regularly. Hartzog remained amazingly patient with questions and only displayed hints of his legendary temper when a sensitive or controversial topic was broached. George and Helen treated me as a valued friend, offering drinks, snacks, and even lunch on occasion. One time, I arrived for an interview I had neglected to confirm and caught George unprepared. I was embarrassed, but he warmly welcomed me and rearranged his schedule to spend most of the day answering questions. Helen fixed lunch for us all.

    I grew very fond of George and Helen Hartzog. Initially, Hartzog started and ended our interviews with his characteristic warm handshake, practiced and engaging smile, and a positive remark for some relatively insignificant thing I had done. Several years into our interviews, the handshakes became hugs. While I personally disagreed with some of his actions and his tipping the balance toward use over preservation, I chose to concentrate on understanding the man, what he did, how he did it, and why he might have done it that way in the context of the times.

    Having Hartzog clarify or elaborate on past decisions and events proved invaluable. Such insights into his character, personality, interests, and reasons for his actions I could have gotten nowhere else. However, the downside of the emphasis on interviews was that the information he was supplying came from his memory of things that happened sometimes more than thirty years earlier. Although he remained mentally alert and could respond with surprising clarity and detail to questions, some of his attitudes and opinions had probably changed over the years. In many respects though, his current views compared well with those in earlier interviews, with media accounts during his directorate, and with data found in his papers. Even so, he understood the dangers of recounting events that occurred so long ago, admitting that “recollection is a bad witness to the truth.”8

    Hartzog’s memories were corroborated by a number of Park Service contemporaries. These included such people as Stewart Udall, former secretary of the interior; Robert Stanton, the first black director of the service, who served from 1997 to 2001; Nathaniel Reed, assistant secretary of the interior during the Nixon administration; Lorraine Mintzmyer (now Denning), an early woman pioneer who became regional director; and long-time Park Service employees Howard Chapman, William E. Brown, and Robert D. Barbee. Some, such as Robert Utley, former chief historian, chose to respond to my questions in writing rather than participate in taped interviews. Through e-mail correspondence with a number of people, I was able to clarify data, get additional sources of information, and solicit constructive criticism. Most interviews and e-mail correspondence were conducted with those who worked with Hartzog and respected him, even when they disagreed with him. As Utley admitted, affection for Hartzog came only toward the end of his tenure and “has deepened as nostalgia for the old days takes over, and as comparisons become more evident between him and those who followed him.”9 My contact with Hartzog’s critics was limited and would have provided a better balance. Most criticism came from newspaper accounts, magazine articles, letters, and books related to national parks.

    Hartzog’s collection of personal papers also provided a valuable source of information. Begun in 1984, his Clemson University collection grew to more than 180 boxes and 45 oversized folders. As Hartzog admitted, there were a few things he should have saved that he did not, but in general, he made it a practice to save everything he signed while in office. Prior to donating them, he went through his papers and occasionally destroyed items that he felt uncomfortable including in the public recordespecially those reflecting on particular people. He kept a small number of personal papers and left instructions for his children to sort through them upon his death.

    Even though Hartzog left a substantial body of papers, as Bill Everhart admitted, “Most of the important things are never written down” and could not be found in Hartzog’s papers. As an example, he told the story of the Gettysburg Tower, the looming monster that, although erected on private land, could only be accessed by crossing land within Gettysburg National Military Park.

    Everhart recalled a meeting in which the tower’s builder, a politically powerful developer, informed Hartzog that he had already been to the secretary of the interior and Senator Hugh Scott, Pennsylvania Republican and Senate minority leader, and implied that it was a done deal. As Everhart remembered, Hartzog responded: “In the history of Gettysburg, there have been a lot of mistakes made. Some of them by local people and many of them by the Park Service. Apparently, there’s one mistake that hasn’t been made and you want to make it, and I’m telling you I’m going to fight you with everything I have.”10

    No written documents exist that support these objections, and Hartzog took severe criticism for not blocking such an eyesore. But Nathaniel Reed, the assistant secretary, explained how he and Hartzog had battled the proposal. “We fought that bloody tower from one side of the park to the other side of the park.… Finally, George and I got a memorandum from John Ehrlichman saying that enough was enough. ‘We can’t stand it any longer. Let him build his friggin’ tower on the least conspicuous piece of land.’ It was one of our great losses.”11

    Hartzog’s personal papers might also have gaps because, like many government officials, he learned to be careful about what went into the file. For example, the orange interoffice memos clearly stated that they were not to be copied or filed. Also, Hartzog periodically shredded pages from his daily log. He knew that any investigations of park business might bring a subpoena for his and other files, and he wanted them free of misleading or controversial correspondence. During our interviews, Hartzog related the story of how assistant secretary of the interior Stanley Cain (19651968) had naively saved personal interoffice correspondence and had to explain in a congressional hearing what he meant when he wrote to Secretary Udall that he supported a controversial decision “for political reasons.” “Congress absolutely gave him the burn treatment,” Hartzog recalled. “He had to have new skin put all over his back trying to explain what he meant by ‘political considerations.’”12

    Hartzog’s donated papers cover a wide variety of topics; they include files on specific parks, memos, press releases, speeches given by Hartzog and others, congressional testimony, media accounts of the Park Service and national parks, letters and other correspondence, and Park Service policies and programs. Some topics, such as National Park Service policies, are represented by considerable holdings, while others, like enhancing workplace diversity, are not. Material used in his book, Battling for the National Parks, is also part of the collection. Very few documents survive that relate to his early life and early career with the Park Service. He lamented the loss of these early records, which had been destroyed after a flooded basement dampened beyond repair papers stored in a footlocker. Among other things, he lost his clergyman’s license, which he said he earned at the age of seventeen.

    There are few secondary sources that deal specifically with George Hartzog. John McPhee wrote the most intriguing account, a long article that appeared in the New Yorker issue of September 11, 1971. Hartzog’s less flamboyant superiors in the Nixon administration were not amused.13 In another significant account, Frank Sherwood profiled Hartzog in the 1992 book Exemplary Public Administrators: Character and Leadership in Government.14 Additional sources include the many books, articles, and newspaper reports written about national parks and the Park Service, which proved useful in understanding park history, Park Service culture, and the context of Hartzog’s times.

    The Hartzog years could have been approached from a number of different perspectives, but it was Hartzog himself who helped shape the direction of this work. According to his vitae, he accomplished much over his career. During my first interview with Hartzog in March 1996, I asked him what accomplishments he was the proudest of, and he named three. He said, “We opened up the system to women and minorities.… We appointed the first woman superintendent, first black superintendent, and the first Indian superintendent.” Secondly, “I brought parks to people with this urban program.” Finally, “we enlarged the system to try to preserve the best that was left, including the lands in Alaska.”15 Later, he would add to his accomplishments, noting how he helped expand the Park Service’s research capabilities and played a major role in getting legislation passed for the National Park Foundation, Volunteers-in-Parks program, and the National Historic Preservation Act of 1966. These plus chapters describing his early life, career, and postPark Service years became the framework for what follows.

  


  
    Chapter I: The Early Years

    For years an old stone fireplace stood near the crossroads village of Smoaks in rural South Carolina. Before crumbling into rubble, it bore the tiny ink-and-soot imprint of an infant’s foot. The footprint had been placed there on March 17, 1920, by a proud father celebrating the birth of his first male child. The child bore the father’s name, George, and with Abraham Lincoln as his idol, George Sr. may have hoped his son would also rise above his station as a southern farmer to a position of national importance. Although his father did not live to see it, George B. Hartzog Jr. did transcend his station. But he occasionally went back to search for the fireplace with his imprintperhaps to remember the happy, carefree days of his youth, to soften the painful memories of later family hardships, and to get back in touch with his roots.

    ***

    The Hartzogs descended from a long line of dirt farmers. Hartzog’s father worked 150 acres in a rural farming community 5 miles from Smoaks, South Carolina. The house was unpainted and weathered. A large porch wrapped around the front corner, and another porch lay off the kitchen in back. Water came from a pump in the yard amid smokehouses, chicken coops, and other outbuildings. George’s mother cooked on a large black stove that “devoured wood” and kept George busy filling the woodbin.1

    With most others in the Smoaks area, the Hartzogs relied almost entirely on cotton. They also grew black-eyed peas, green beans, and other vegetables for food and for barter. Corn was served whole-kernel at the dinner table and was also taken to a nearby mill to be ground into cornmeal and grits. There was always a hog or two being fattened in the surrounding woods, a milk cow or two, and occasionally a bull calf for slaughter, as well as plenty of chickens for eggs and meat. Like other farm women, Hartzog’s mother spent many hours during late summer canning fruits and vegetables. The land had been intensively farmed, and not always wisely, yet it yielded a modest livelihood for the Hartzogs and their neighbors.

    Life in the Smoaks community went on pretty much as it always had. To outsiders, this bucolic existence doubtless seemed “hayseed” and “hillbilly,” narrow minded and provincial, but those who populated Colleton County staunchly defended their way of life, gladly prized their exclusion from urban dens of iniquity, and stubbornly held their Bible-based morality and what they perceived as common-sense values.

    With its cotton gin, feed mill, bank, barbershop, and hardware store, Smoaks indeed lay well off main-traveled roads. A branch railway line meandered through the area, but the community was not on a main line to anywhere. Crops, weather, the agricultural market, births, deaths, and church activities dominated thought and conversation. People often lived and died in the area without ever leaving its coarse roads and dusty farm lanes. Smoaks experienced barely a hint of the roaring twenties.

    Farm life placed constant work demands on the Hartzogs and other farm families. Even young children did their share. Farmers planted cotton in March and vegetables in April. In May, June, and July they hoed, sprayed, and plowed. From sunup to sundown, Hartzog recalled “pickin’ cotton and pullin’ cotton, spraying boll weevils, and plowing with a mule.” When the cotton crop was “layed by,” or plowed for the last time in August, families enjoyed a short period of idleness, relaxing, hunting, fishing, organizing family reunions, and attending church-camp meetings.2

    August and September turned the entire community back to the fields, broiling under a sun that often sent temperatures above one hundred. Young and old joined with neighbors in the exhausting labor of picking cotton and filling the sacks slung over their shoulders. A full sack held upward of one hundred pounds, and the best trailed two sacks behind as they worked. The young Hartzog gloried in the time he finally picked one hundred pounds in a day. “When you pick a hundred pounds of cotton, old friend, I got news for you,” he reminisced. “You’re really pickin’ cotton.” It was a “tough, tough life.”3

    Farm families usually had money only at harvest timeif it had been a good year. Barter substituted. The doctor accepted produce, while the barber charged ten cents for a haircut but also took goods in trade. If people wanted something, Hartzog learned, they had to give something up to get it.4 The few frills families like the Hartzogs indulged in depended on the year’s crops. More often than not the dreams of a year faded as the limited cash disappeared to pay bills, purchase next year’s seed, and buy necessities such as clothes and shoes. Little money remained to run the household until the next harvest. In a particularly good year, enough might be left over for a radio, new church clothes, or curtains to brighten the home. In lean years, farmers lived on the dream that next year would be better.

    ***

    According to Hartzog, religion played a “paramount” role in his early life. Both parents immersed themselves in the Green Pond Methodist Church. For hardworking farm families, religion provided comfort, camaraderie, and hope of better times. Hartzog recalled that between twelve and fifteen families composed the Green Pond congregation. He remembered the church as a quaint clapboard building set in a grove of large trees with enough surrounding land for a small cemetery. Later he grew incensed when the congregation “modernized” it. “Those idiots!” he exclaimed. “That was one of the most beautiful clapboard churches … and they were going to modernize it and improve it, so the idiots built a brick veneer over the whole thing and reduced it to nothing.”5

    It was hard to find ministers for the numerous rural churches, and so many were forced to share preachers. Green Pond’s minister lived in Smoaks but preached at three or four other churches. He made the rounds two Sundays a month. Elders gave Sunday school lessons on alternate Sundays.6

    Churches not only nourished the soul but also offered a social outlet for the isolated families. The church hosted “the central event to the social life of the community.”7 Many churches such as Green Pond maintained church camps where days-long camp meetings and revivals took placegenerally in August to accommodate planting and harvesting schedules. The Green Pond meetings were held on the banks of the Edisto River and drew families from miles around.

    Typically, a well-known evangelist joined the local preachers in leading highly charged, emotional meetings. They pounded the pulpit and raged against modern-day sins. Hartzog remembered a strict church that condoned “no smoking, no drinking, no card playing, no dancing. These were cardinal sins.”8

    Parishioners ate communally and used free time to visit with friends and neighbors. Farmers talked about the weather, crop prices, and the expected harvest. Women discussed their children, cooking, and community happenings. The young people played, socialized, and courted. Hartzog fondly recalled church services in the mornings and evenings and afternoons spent fishing, hiking, or playing ball.9

    Church was where you “learned everything from manners to ethics,” according to Hartzog. Youngsters received sharp reprimands if they were caught misbehaving, and “it didn’t take long to understand what manners were about and it didn’t necessarily have to be your mom or dad.”10 Rearing good children was the job of the entire community.

    In Hartzog’s view, the church strengthened community ties as well as religious beliefs. Contemporary society, he contended, had lost the sense of community he felt as a child.11 Hartzog’s later push for urban parks was motivated in part by his desire to help restore this lost connection among city dwellers.

    In his youth, religion became such a pervasive influence that he resolved to become a minister. At the age of seventeen, he recounted, he became the state’s youngest licensed Methodist minister.12

    ***

    Other than church activities, farmers had little opportunity for leisure pursuits, but they showed their practical side by being both useful and helpful to others in their community. Hartzog remembered times when neighbors moved from one farm to the next helping with the fall harvest and socializing over shared meals. Families also gathered during butchering time because the work was so heavy. Hartzog recalled loving the liver pudding and cracklings made from pork skins. At other times, women socialized over quilting frames or in sewing circles while men hunted and fished, usually eating what they killed for dinner. “There’d be a half dozen people hunt a deer,” Hartzog recalled, “and whoever shot the deer got first pick of the dressed-out meat and then everybody else drew lots. So everybody got some who was on that particular hunt if they got a deer.” Deer were scarce, however, and provided only a small portion of the family’s diet. Most meat came from hogs and chickens.13

    While Hartzog lacked the temperament to enjoy hunting, he acquired his grandfather’s passion for fishing. Hartzog’s eyes sparkled when he spoke of the catalpa worms that “red breasts just went bananas” over. On those rare occasions when he and his grandfather were able to sneak away to a nearby sinkhole lake or the Edisto River, they would catch perch, flat fish, and catfish. His father disapproved of shirking farm chores, but his grandfather would always remind Hartzog’s father that “the Lord does not count time against you when fishing.” Hartzog’s father himself loved shad fishing, which was a dusk-till-midnight activity. Hartzog fondly recalled his mother cooking the fish in such a way that the bones just seemed to melt away. He had less fond memories of his maternal grandfather’s turtle soup. His grandfather stored the severed turtle heads in the barn loft, and according to Hartzog, “those damn heads would open and close for two or three days at a time.” No amount of explaining could convince the horrified youth that those heads were dead. Afterward he always avoided turtle soup.14

    In later years, Hartzog would find that fishing made a fine bridge between himself and influential fishing buddies he cultivated in and out of Congress.

    ***

    Young George’s education began in a one-room schoolhouse about a mile from his house, where a local farmer’s wife taught first through seventh grade. George, a cousin, and the teacher’s son made up the entire first-grade class.15 By his second year, South Carolina had begun consolidating area elementary schools, so he rode a bus the 5 miles to Smoaks. Because of a poor financial base, southern schools often struggled to provide a quality education. Frequently schooling consisted of only the basics of reading, writing, spelling, and math. School attendance was not mandatory, so many failed to attend regularly, particularly if their help was needed at the farm. Many never made it past seventh grade. During the Depression increasing numbers, especially boys, dropped outas did Hartzog temporarilyto help support their families.

    Although Hartzog claimed he was not a scholar, he did gain effective communication skills. Under the guidance of a special second-grade teacher who believed children should be able to speak in public, he spent considerable time writing and delivering speeches. In fact, he wore his first pair of long pants at a speech he and other second graders gave during high school graduation ceremonies. George went on to enter a number of area speaking contests, including a national contest sponsored by the American Legion that he made it to the regional level in. Hartzog credited speaking contests, involvement in a debate club, and church preaching with enabling him to think and talk on his feet. So he would not “stand up there like a dummy,” he learned to grasp the essential facts of an issue and respond quickly and intelligently.16

    From his father, Hartzog acquired the gift of storytelling. His father was extraordinarily articulate, and he could keep a crowd entertained all evening with his immense repertoire of stories that spoke to the everyday and humorous sides of life. Effective speaking and the ability to spin a good yarn were skills that served Hartzog well later in life.17

    While sheltered as a child from many of the changes sweeping the country, Hartzog would soon see his world turn upside down. As a market crop, cotton was doomed. Caught in the national mood of prosperity of the 1920s, however, many cotton farmers spent more than they made. Bolstered by a few good cotton crops, even the Hartzogs succumbed by indulging in a new Model T Ford. As one of the first in the neighborhood, the new Hartzog car was undoubtedly a great source of family pride. Hartzog delighted in telling the story of his father’s first experience in learning to drive a car. Long used to his horses and wagon, the elder Hartzog drove the car to church, and as he drew near, he shouted “WHOA, WHOA” without putting his foot on the brake. While “WHOA” had always stopped his team of horses, it took two large pine trees to stop the Model T Ford.18

    As early as 1925, farmers began to fail, and one after another they went bankrupt. Even before the crash that launched the Great Depression of the 1930s, the Hartzogs joined many of their neighbors in bankruptcy. “When you went bankrupt,” Hartzog recalled, “it was when the price of cotton dropped to five cents a pound after ginning. It just didn’t pay to pick it and you just left it in the field.” In his last year as a farmer, Hartzog’s father turned the cows into the unpicked fields so at least some good could come from the crop. Hartzog vividly remembered the pain of standing by his “bewildered and distraught father and grandfather when the farm was sold to pay the mortgage.”19

    This devastating experience left an enduring memory of the preciousness of land that would powerfully influence Hartzog’s thinking in later years.

    After they lost their farm, the Hartzogs moved into George’s grandfather’s house. For the young Hartzog it marked the end of relatively carefree, happy childhood days. Worse was to come. What lay ahead would push the family to their limit and test their belief in God. Soon after losing the family farm, George came home from school to see his grandfather’s house engulfed in flames, leaving the Hartzogs nothing but the clothes they were wearing. They moved into a rented house and continued to farm his grandfather’s land. Desperate, they and some of their neighbors switched to truck farming and grew perishables. When George Sr. shipped a load of watermelons to New York, the railroad sent him a bill for freight costs instead of a check for produce, which had found no market.20 With the failure of that venture, Hartzog and other truck farmers were left with crops they could not sell and mortgages they could not pay. The Great Depression that began in 1929 all but destroyed the already embattled farmers.

    If the loss of his family’s farm and his grandparents’ home had not stripped the last vestiges of childhood innocence from the young Hartzog, then surely the Great Depression did. The Hartzogs had difficulty making ends meet. Slowly the government responded with food and, eventually, jobs for those in need. Hartzog’s father walked to Smoaks for government handouts of butt meat, sugar, flour, and cornmeal, and for that night the family had biscuits. The 5-mile walk for free food dealt a severe blow to the dignity and self-respect of the man who had once driven a new Model T Ford to Smoaks.21

    Many thought that the hard times were temporary and that conditions would improve as President Hoover promised, but the Depression continued and deepened. As Hartzog put it, “Poverty clung to us like a sweat-soaked shirt.”22

    The Hartzogs had lost almost everything. In addition, George’s father suffered from severe asthma and his mother from a debilitating form of arthritis that left her often bedridden and with a permanent limp.23 The family had hit bottom. With misted eyes, Hartzog recalled the strength and determination of his mother as she forced herself from bed to pull the family together toward some semblance of recovery and stability. In 1933, she moved the family to Walterboro, the county seat, where she found work as a seamstress. Thirteen-year-old George remained behind to work for Arthur Thomas, a farmer and principal of the Sunday school class at Green Pond Church. Without George, his mother had one less mouth to feed, and George could earn his own keep.

    George rejoined the family a year later, at which point he was diagnosed with pellagra, a widespread nutritional condition caused by a poorly balanced diet and an overdependence on corn products. The condition left him feeling as if he had no energy.24 Untreated, his pellagra could have resulted in mental problems, general debilitation, and eventually death. Fortunately, however, health officials mounted a balanced-diet campaign that encouraged people to keep a cow and grow home gardens to put fresh vegetables on their plates. Once George’s problem was identified and he ate a proper diet, his health and energy levels rebounded.

    George’s mother steadfastly refused to let the family lose hope and faith. She “kept that vision there all the time ’cause she refused to believe that things could happen the way they happened to us. At one point, to be the wife of a very successful farmer and then wind up with not a damn thing to eat and not a house to live in. That almost killed her, but she got up and out of her sick bed … and went on to keep that family together for the many years my father was incapacitated and that was it.”25 Hartzog’s mother served as a valuable role model for him in later years as he confronted societal problems of gender and of the place of women in a man’s world.

    Hartzog’s relationship with his father is harder to discern, for he discussed it reluctantly. In happier times, George Sr. was a hardworking farmer who loved to tell a good story. Then health problems, loss of his farm, and ensuing hardships left him a broken man. Respect lavished on his mother did not appear to extend to his father. One can imagine the emotional difficulties the family would have faced each day when Hartzog and his mother left for work, and his ailing father stayed behind with his two sisters.

    An accomplished seamstress, George’s mother eventually became supervisor for the county’s Works Progress Administration sewing room, which made clothes for the poor. Work relief often stigmatized a family, but it provided a way for people to survive with dignity, and relief workers received twice the support of basic welfare. Typically, the government paid women less than men even if they were their family’s main financial provider and doing comparable work. The Works Progress Administration, for example, paid men $5 a day and women only $3.26 Popular attitudes held that men were the breadwinners and women merely supplemented their income.

    The Depression robbed many children of a carefree adolescence filled with simple pleasures. As the oldest and only male child, George felt the pressure to assume some of the family responsibilities, especially since his father could not. George worked a variety of part-time jobs during high school and turned his wages over to his mother. “You didn’t feel deprived or unique or any of those things,” he said. “What you were expected to do was to work and try to take care of your family.”27

    Many children who grew up during the Depression were left with what has been called an “invisible scar.”28 For some, that scar shaped and molded the adults they became. According to one researcher, “Some lives were cut short or stunted while others found purpose and opportunity to achieve beyond all imagining.”29 George Hartzog developed the resourcefulness, resilience, and drive to become one of the latter. And like many of his generation, making money and living frugally became a way of life.30

    ***

    To help support his family, the teenage Hartzog took a series of after-school jobs, working at an icehouse, delivering papers, cutting grass, and washing clothes in a laundry. These did not bring enough money, so he quit school and worked both a day and a night job. At first, he worked days at an Amoco filling station and nights as a desk clerk at the Lady Lafayette Hotel, where he registered guests, carried luggage to rooms, and listened for the teletype that might bring a telegram for someone in the hotel. In between duties, he would catch some sleep on the couch in the lobby.

    A high school diploma seemed increasingly beyond reach. Then, an old friend of his mother’s intervened. Colonel James Risher, owner and headmaster of Carlisle Military Academy, persuaded the family to let George attend the remaining six weeks of the academy’s semester. If he could pass the final exam, Risher would grant him a high school diploma. Although the family needed George’s salary of a dollar a day, they agreed. Six weeks later he passed the final exam and received his diploma.31

    Seeing a similar promise in the young Hartzog, local businessmen associated with his church paid his tuition at Wofford College in Spartanburg, South Carolina. They wanted him to keep working toward his dream of becoming a practicing Methodist preacher.32 Bethel Methodist Church, several miles from the college, also helped out by giving him a student pastor’s appointment. After one semester, however, the donations ran out, his father became totally incapacitated, and the family needed his income. He had to drop out of college.

    Hartzog found work at Beckers Bakery in Gaffney, South Carolina, where each night he packed bread into boxes. Soon he was promoted to the higher-paying job of a “jumper,” a person who stands poised, ready to leap from the delivery truck the moment it stops at a country store. With the grin of a gifted storyteller, Hartzog told how in an explosion of activity, he would quickly “take every damn piece of bread that’s on those upper shelves and put it to the bottom in order to get a more favorable space for your bread.” And if by “accident” you happened “to stick your thumb through the [competitor’s] wrapper that’s all right too.” Hartzog knew that any subsequent jumper would do the same to his bread.33

    Next, Hartzog parlayed typing and shorthand skills gained in high school into a better paying secretarial job that was federally funded by the National Youth Association.34 Although he only stayed in this job a short while, this work later provided a topic of conversation with Lyndon B. Johnson, who administered the Texas National Youth Association program at the start of his political career.

    Before long, Hartzog switched jobs again and began work with a timber cruiser in Brunswick, Georgia. The crew consisted of the timber cruiser, who marked and evaluated the land for sale; Hartzog, who held one end of the chain while the timber cruiser did his calculations; and a black man about Hartzog’s age, who chopped through the thick undergrowth.

    In the spring of 1939, Hartzog secured his future by winning a secretarial position in the office of Joe Moorer, a prominent Walterboro lawyer. Under Moorer’s tutelage, Hartzog embarked on a rigorous program of “reading law.” South Carolina permitted high school graduates to pursue this route in the office of a practicing attorney through a three-year curriculum prescribed by the state supreme court. His motives were largely pragmatic. The law offered a path to a higher standard of living, and the fact that Walterboro’s finest homes belonged to lawyers was not lost on the young Hartzog. “I didn’t want to be a ditch digger,” he explained. “That was your alternative.… It was all financial necessity. I wouldn’t say there was a lot of philosophical or aesthetic ambition involved in it.”35

    Even so, legal training imparted insights beyond the purely legal, such as the importance of getting all the facts and knowing where your support lies. “You want to be sure that when you have finished with a subject and are ready to make a decision on it, you’ve got a better case against yourself than the other fellow has.… You want to make sure you research the cases for the opposition as well as for your own, so that you understand what the issue is.”36

    To increase his salary of $10 a week, Hartzog joined the South Carolina National Guard. In September 1940, little more than a year into his legal program, he was called to active duty. After a year at Camp Jackson, near Columbia, South Carolina, family hardship gained him an early discharge.

    Back in Walterboro, Hartzog resumed his secretarial job and law studies. To supplement his income, he also sold insurance and worked as a stenographer, transcribing political speeches and reporting them for the county newspaper. From local politicians, he learned the importance of “pressing the flesh,” a technique he would later use to solidify his allies and disarm his adversaries.37

    In December 1942, after two unsuccessful attempts, Hartzog passed the South Carolina bar exam. Now a credentialed lawyer, he could launch a career as a practicing attorney. More than two years after Pearl Harbor, he remained a civilian. In March 1943, the day after his twenty-third birthday, however, his call finally came to report for active duty. His legal background landed him a position as a clerk in the judge advocate’s office of the Seventy-Fifth Infantry Division at Fort Leonard Wood in Missouri.38

    Here Hartzog made friends with a fellow clerk, destined to exert a major influence on his career. A Jewish refugee from Austria, Paul Gantt, mesmerized Hartzog with personal stories of German atrocities. While Gantt managed to escape the Nazis by bribing a Gestapo officer, his mother and father were both incarcerated, and his father ultimately perished in prison. Gantt eventually made his way to the United States. Although trained as a lawyer, he sold brushes for a living while he learned English and completed enough courses at the College of William and Mary to pass the Virginia bar. Because of a severe asthmatic condition, he received a disability discharge, but he and Hartzog kept in touch, and after the war Gantt steered Hartzog toward government work.39

    While stationed at Fort Leonard Wood, Hartzog applied for a number of jobs that offered higher rank and thus more money. His first opportunity came when he was accepted as a navigator at flight school in Galesburg, Illinois, but the Air Corps scaled back the program, and Hartzog was reassigned to Biloxi, Mississippi. Soon afterward, another opportunity came through, and he entered Officer Candidate School. Commissioned a second lieutenant, he was assigned to the military police and sent to work at the Port of Embarkation in Boston, Massachusetts.

    During his infantry training, Hartzog learned judo (what he called “dirty fighting”). In confrontations with infantrymen who let off too much steam at the bars, brothels, and tattoo parlors near the base, the military police officers where he was assigned had been “getting the living hell beat out of them” and were being hauled off in greater numbers than those they were trying to police. The base’s commanding officer wanted Hartzog to help reverse the trend, so he taught the men judo and how to use their pistols and nightsticks effectively. During one of these physically demanding training exercises, he slipped a disk in his back, which later led to severe back problems. Eventually his back was operated on, but he dealt with persistent pain ever after.

    Although Hartzog disliked military service, he later came to appreciate it as “one of the great experiences of my life.” His work exposed him to a range of human behaviors from heroism to debauchery and led him not to be “generally surprised by human disappointment.”40 He also used the military’s educational benefits to begin college at American University in Washington, D.C.

    For a small-town boy, the military opened Hartzog’s eyes to a world of opportunities lying beyond Colleton County, South Carolina. By the time Hartzog finished his military service in March 1946, Joe Moorer had hired a new law clerk, and Hartzog had lost many of the local contacts necessary for a successful law practice. Additionally, he was not anxious to return to a place where he had experienced so much hardship and heartbreak. So he concentrated his job search around the Washington, D.C., area.

    ***

    Hartzog’s interest in the Washington area was also influenced by Helen Carlson, a young woman he had met while serving in Boston. Helen’s brother had been stationed at a small air base in Walterboro, South Carolina, where both of Hartzog’s sisters worked as secretaries. They befriended the young man from Massachusetts and invited him over for home-cooked meals. When Hartzog was later sent to the Boston Port of Embarkation, Helen’s family reciprocated by inviting him to dinner. Since he was new to Boston, he had arranged to meet Helen at the Statler Hotel, where he would identify her as a blond in a green fur-trimmed coat. Amid the hustle and bustle of the Statler, he finally spotted his attractive dinner escort.

    Over time, Hartzog fell for the lively young woman and asked her to marry him. He was devastated when she declined, but when she called to wish him a happy twenty-sixth birthday, he thought he might still have a chance. As the avid fisherman observed years later, “I’ve been playing with a bass for a long time. I know when I got one. I just got to let the rascal play his way out. I knew then [with her call] that I was in pretty good shape.”41 Although Hartzog was enchanted with Helen’s good looks, vivacious nature, and
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