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FOR SUSAN


“I am not sure who the chairman of the Establishment is today. . . . By a thrust of sheer intuition, though, I did get the name of the 1958 chairman and was rather proud of myself for doing so. In that year; discovered that J. K. Galbraith had for some time been surreptitiously at work in Establishment studies, and he told me that he had found out who was running the thing. He tested me by challenging me to guess the man’s name. I thought hard for a while and was on the point of naming Arthur Hays Sulzberger, of The New York Times, when suddenly the right name sprang to my lips. ‘John J. McCloy,’ I exclaimed. ‘Chairman of the Board of the Chase Manhattan Bank; once a partner at Cadwalader, Wickersham & Taft, and also in Cravath, de Gersdorff Swaine Ó Wood, as well as, of course, Milbank, Tweed, Hope, Hadley and McCloy; former United States High Commissioner in Germany; former President of the World Bank; liberal Republican; chairman of the Ford Foundation and chairman—my God, how could I have hesitated—of the Council on Foreign Relations; Episcopalian.’ “ ‘That’s the one’ Galbraith said.”

RICHARD H. ROVERE, 19611

The American Scholar


PREFACE

This is the first full-scale biography of John J. McCloy. Hundreds of books published in the last thirty years mention McCloy in a paragraph or a footnote. Most books dealing with World War II, postwar Germany, the Kennedy assassination, the Vietnam War, the Cold War, the CIA, or the atomic bomb also mention something of McCloy’s role. Thomas Schwartz’s America’s Germany provides a study of McCloy’s tenure as high commissioner in occupied Germany. And one book, The Wise Men, by Walter Isaacson and Evan Thomas, summarizes his career together with that of five other members of the Establishment. But it is astonishing how little has been published altogether, and how few Americans are familiar with an individual who had so much to do with running the postwar world.

McCloy himself was reluctant to see a biography written, and when I began this project ten years ago, he took the unusual step of sending a letter to the editor of The New York Times Book Review, disavowing the work. He tried to persuade both me and my publisher to abandon the book. Two years later, however, he agreed to a series of meetings, and then interviews. For a brief time, he attempted to write a short memoir of his own, but that project never came to fruition. After nine long interviews during the years 1983–86, he and his family once again made known their desire that no biography be written of him. Because of increasing press criticism for his role in the Japanese American internment and the decision not to bomb Auschwitz, McCloy feared any biography would treat him in a hostile fashion. But his reluctance also came from his deep-seated aversion to seeing himself singled out. Lawyers of his generation and background did not like to see their names in print.

In addition to interviews with McCloy, this book is based on interviews with more than a hundred of his friends and associates. (Some of these interviews were conducted by a former colleague.) Several hundred Freedom of Information Act requests resulted in the release of thousands of pages of formerly classified documents from the State Department, the CIA, the FBI, and many other government agencies. Finally, I gathered more than eighty thousand pages of archival material from the National Archives, the German and British official archives, all eight presidential libraries, and numerous private archives, including McCloy’s own private papers housed at Amherst College.

I hope this book will be read as something more than a conventional biography. McCloy’s life story is also a story of the American Establishment, that elusively defined elite which in many respects still exerts its influence over the democratic polity. McCloy spent his life serving this Establishment, and in most instances he was truly the best representative of this elite club. At the same time, on issues in which the Establishment left a questionable legacy, it can best be examined through the life of one of its more admirable members.


INTRODUCTION: A MEMORIAL

They came quietly, dressed in dark winter overcoats and furs, and crowded into the Brick Presbyterian Church on the fashionable Upper East Side of Manhattan. By 3:00 P.M., there was standing room only inside the church, and some two hundred people, including a throng of reporters, gathered in front of television monitors set up in the basement. Outside, black limousines lined the streets for a block in each direction, and a few policemen stood guard at the doors of the church.

This was an intimate gathering of a self-selected aristocracy of lawyers, bankers, corporate chiefs, and government officials. They were representatives of the old American Establishment, come to pay their respects to the man known as their chairman, John J. McCloy.

They were from institutions he had served for nearly seven decades: lawyers from the Wall Street firms of Milbank, Tweed, Hadley & McCloy, Cravath, Swaine & Moore, and Cadwalader, Wickersham & Taft; investment bankers from Kuhn, Loeb and commercial bankers from Chase Manhattan Bank; and corporate officers from AT&T, Westinghouse, Dreyfus, Squibb, Allied Chemical Co., Metropolitan Life Insurance Co., the Mercedes Benz Corporation, and all the major American oil companies.

Many were members of the Council on Foreign Relations, and most belonged to the same clubs he had joined long ago: the New York City Bar Association, the Century Club, the Bond Club, the Links, the Anglers’ Club, and such elusive associations as the discreet Nisi Prius luncheon club, where two members from each of the city’s leading law firms met each month to discuss politics, the law, and business affairs. Former colleagues from the Ford Foundation, the Rockefeller Foundation, the American Council on Germany, the Atlantic Institute, and the Aspen Institute had come. Filling the pews were also men from the World Bank, honoring the man who, forty years ago, had served as midwife to that pillar of the postwar international financial system.

In this crowd, the few politicians and foreign dignitaries seemed almost inconsequential. McCloy would have been amused by the presence of Richard M. Nixon, a man whose bitterness at being shunned for so long by the Establishment had done much to destroy his presidency. But there he was, sitting in the front pew, flanked by the former chancellor of Germany, Helmut Schmidt, and James A. Baker III, the newly sworn-in secretary of state, who would read a letter of homage from President George Herbert Walker Bush.

Despite the resemblance to a state funeral, this was an intimate affair of the Establishment, organized by McCloy’s colleagues from Milbank, Tweed. The ushers were men who, though not always known to the public, ran the country’s leading institutions. There was the former chairman of the Federal Reserve Board, Paul A. Volcker. McGeorge Bundy, the national-security adviser in the Kennedy and Johnson administrations—whom McCloy had selected as president of the Ford Foundation—served as an usher. So too did Perry Richardson Bass, the Texas oil billionaire; Richard M. Furland, the chairman of Squibb Corporation; Peter G. Peterson, once chairman of Lehman Brothers; Shepard Stone, a Ford Foundation and Aspen Institute officer; and Cyrus R. Vance, another corporate lawyer who served as secretary of state in the Carter administration.

When the last available seat had been taken, organ music filled the chamber and the congregation rose to sing the hymn “A Mighty Fortress Is Our God.” Following the reading of McCloy’s favorite Psalm 121, handsome, silver-haired Alexander Forger, the lead partner from Milbank, Tweed, walked briskly to the pulpit and gave the first of nine eulogies. He was followed by former West German President Karl Carstens, former Chancellor Helmut Schmidt, Secretary of State Baker, former Secretary of State Henry Kissinger, David Rockefeller, McCloy’s two young grandsons, and, finally, his only son, John J. McCloy II. They praised a man who, in Forger’s words, “was never impressed with his own self-importance.”

Though he died virtually unknown to most of his countrymen, to these men he was the embodiment of all that was worthy and sound about America. President Bush’s letter, read by James Baker, called him “one of the giants and true heroes in the history of this country. He was a trusted advisor of American Presidents from Franklin Roosevelt to Ronald Reagan.” He never “flagged in pursuing the private and public good. . . . He was a regular presence, always reliable . . . a pioneer in arms control.” The president noted that perhaps his “greatest success” took place in early postwar Germany, where McCloy for three years wielded virtually dictatorial powers over the lives of millions of Germans.

Helmut Schmidt labeled McCloy the “architect of Germany’s rehabilitation from an occupied country to an independent state.” Karl Carstens said he had been “a wise man who had sound judgments about events and men.” David Rockefeller suggested McCloy had been unafraid to take politically unpopular stands, and cited his opposition to the atomic bombing of Hiroshima and his insistence on providing asylum in America for the shah of Iran in 1979.

Kissinger, whose own career owed much to the late “chairman,” compared him to the godfather of a United Europe, Jean Monnet, and observed that McCloy asked of his associates not cleverness, but simple common sense. “John McCloy never served in the Cabinet of any president,” Kissinger said, “and after 1952, never occupied a full-time position in government. Yet few Americans have had a greater impact on their time.”

When the politicians and statesmen had finished speaking, the youngest grandson, Rush Middleton McCloy, a neat, handsome boy who bore a striking resemblance to his grandfather at that age, approached the podium. He remembered how his “Big Papa” had taught him to hunt and fish, and always, always to “run with the swift.” He was, said the boy, “a loving, caring man who always had a lap to crawl into.” And “if Dad and Mom said, ‘No/ I only had to ask Big Papa.”

McCloy’s son, John J. McCloy II, an investment banker, reminded his audience that “Father never liked having attention drawn to himself.” And it was true, the chairman had shunned the limelight. McCloy preferred the shadows of power, the inner recesses of the decision-making process, where men of similar background, usually lawyers like himself, sat in a room together and rationally took the measure of a problem. Rarely in his long career did he attract controversy. Always congenial, he invariably left the impression with his bureaucratic opponents that he was actually sympathetic to their concerns. He could fire a man, and there would be no hard feelings later. As his son now recalled, “Eric Sevareid said Dad had no enemies. . . . He never wanted to take advantage of anything or anyone.”

McCloy had been a lively, athletic man with the chunky body of a wrestler and a bald head. He smiled easily, and with a mischievous gleam in his brown eyes told the kind of stories that made him a popular dinner companion. For almost all of his nearly ninety-four years, he had an abundance of physical energy; on the tennis court he always charged the net. Married to the same woman for fifty-six years, he had been, as David Rockefeller now reminded his audience, “a devoted husband and father.” Kissinger thought him “more like a jovial gnome than a preeminent New York lawyer” To friends and critics, he was an immensely likable man.

No one, however, including McCloy, ever claimed that he was a brilliant jurist or an intellectual. Though he read widely and could “yellowpad” his legal memorandums in half the time it took most lawyers, he was not a man given to introspection. His intelligence was that of a working lawyer, trained in the tradition of Paul Cravath, the creator of the great New York law factories at the turn of the century, to break any problem down into all its pieces and then laboriously put it together again. “Brilliant intellectual powers are not essential/’ Cravath once explained to an audience at Harvard Law School. “Too much imagination, too much wit, too great cleverness, too facile fluency, if not leavened by a sound sense of proportion are quite as likely to impede success as to promote it.” McCloy fit the Cravath mold perfectly.

John J. McCloy’s life mirrored the rise of the American empire. Through his life story as an influential corporate lawyer and presidential adviser, one can understand how power works in the wealthiest and most powerful nation-state created in human history. At one time or another, he was an assistant secretary of war, president of the World Bank, high commissioner to occupied Germany, chairman of Chase Manhattan Bank, chairman of the Ford Foundation, chairman of the Council on Foreign Relations, and chairman of the President’s Advisory Committee on Arms Control and Disarmament. He was legal counsel to all “Seven Sister” oil companies, a board director for a dozen of America’s top corporations, and a private, unofficial adviser to most of the presidents in the twentieth century. He was the ultimate power-broker, a man who was virtually chief counsel to the American century. As John F. Kennedy once described him, he was a “diplomat and public servant, banker to the world, and Godfather to German freedom. . . . He has brought cheerful wisdom and steady effectiveness to the tasks of war and peace.”

His story also encompasses the rise of a new national elite, composed largely of corporate lawyers and investment bankers, who became stewards of the American national-security state. Beginning in the 1920s, these men formed an identifiable Establishment, a class of individuals who shared the same social and political values and thought of themselves as keepers of the public trust. Unlike the British Establishment, from which the term is borrowed, the American Establishment was dedicated not to preserving the status quo, but to persuading America to shoulder its imperial responsibilities. Most of these men modeled themselves after Henry Lewis Stimson, that paragon of an American lawyer, gentleman, and statesman. One of the country’s earliest corporate lawyers, Stimson served as either war secretary or secretary of state to Presidents William Taft, Herbert Hoover, Franklin Roosevelt, and Harry Truman. His politics became the yardstick by which other members of America’s twentieth-century Establishment judged themselves and the world. A Theodore Roosevelt Republican, Stimson acted out his mentor’s motto to “speak softly and carry a big stick.” A fervent internationalist, Stimson believed America should engage itself with the rest of the world and always be willing to negotiate with its adversaries within forums like the World Court, the League of Nations, and, later, the United Nations. But he also was a founding member, together with another liberal Republican lawyer, Grenville Clark, of the pre-World War I “military-preparedness movement/’ which ingrained in a generation of young Americans, including McCloy, the notion that the peace could only be assured by thoroughly preparing for war. Stimson bequeathed a complicated blend of toughness, idealism, and rationality to the men who considered him their mentor. Like him, they became part American puritan and part imperial warrior, dedicated to building a Pax Americana.

Later in life, McCloy used the Latin word gravitas to describe the few men of sound judgment, men in whom the republic placed its trust, not because of their status or rank, but because they possessed a balanced, centered understanding of the complexities of life. “ ‘Gravitas’ did not imply age or brilliance, and, least of all,” McCloy said, “a style or school of thought. It means a core, a weight of judgment and honest appraisal.” These few men of gravitas were entitled to the public’s trust, for only they were capable of dealing with what McCloy frequently called the “imponderables” of public policy.

McCloy was only one of the most influential members of an elite group, but, partly due to the breadth and longevity of his career, he was without doubt the most important member of this Establishment. Alone among his peers, he managed to straddle for nearly five decades the interlocking directorships of corporate America, the federal government, and the country’s leading public-policy and philanthropic foundations. For much of his career, he was in a position to grease the machinery that powered postwar American society. When something went wrong, when a crisis occurred, he was invariably a man whom presidents called to their side, whether it was in World War II, postwar Germany, the Cuban missile crisis, or the aftermath of a presidential assassination.

He was a modest, almost unpretentious man. John Kenneth Galbraith had dubbed him the “Chairman of the Establishment,” but that was a description McCloy abhorred. He preferred to call himself a mere “legman,” and liked to point out that his origins were humble. He was, in fact, the son of a woman who made her living working as a hairdresser in the homes of well-to-do Philadelphia families. A strong-willed woman, Anna McCloy molded her son to become a different kind of servant to America’s ruling elite.

Well into his eighties, McCloy could still be called, by Harper’s magazine, “the most influential private citizen in America.” But simple longevity does not explain how one man could wield such influence. Character had something to do with it. His congeniality, personal modesty, and commonsensical demeanor evoked trust. Unlike some of his peers—such as Averell Harriman or Lewis Douglas—McCloy had no political ambitions. His politics were less a matter of ideology than simple pragmatism. He had no constituency—except for his ties to Rockefeller family interests on Wall Street—and even in this case, for most of his career, he managed to make it seem that he was always able to rise above these private interests in order to discern the public interest. He was the quintessential chairman of the American Century.


BOOK I
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The Making of a Wall Street Lawyer


CHAPTER 1
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A Philadelphia Youth: 1895–1912

“John, always run with the swift. You might someday come in second.”

COACH JOHN PLANT THE PEDDIE SCHOOL

All his life, John Jay McCloy knew he had been born on the wrong side of Philadelphia’s “Chinese Wall,” a massive, blockwide stone viaduct which once physically and symbolically segregated the upper classes in the city center from the poor of North Philadelphia. Built by the country’s largest corporation at the time, the Pennsylvania Railroad, the Wall provided westward-bound trains an elevated route out of the city, toward the new “Main Line” suburbs. McCloy always remembered it as a social divide, a barrier his mother was determined he would cross.

At the turn of the century, Philadelphia maintained a strong sense of class. “Proper Philadelphia gentlemen” were rapidly setting the standard for a national aristocracy of talent and wealth based largely on the East Coast. The common interests of these merchants, investment bankers, and corporation lawyers lay in free trade, internationalism, and the expansion of American power abroad. Culturally, “Philadelphia gentlemen” were generally groomed in a few select New England boarding schools, and then attended Harvard, Yale, the University of Pennsylvania, or Princeton. They socialized at exclusive men’s clubs, vacationed at summer resorts in Maine, Cape Cod, or the Adirondacks, and had pedigrees that could usually be inspected in the Social Register. All the attributes of this establishment—the private-school education, the men’s clubs, even the Social Register—were Philadelphia inventions.

The country’s oldest private club, the Fish House, was founded in 1736, a few years before the earliest of London’s famous clubs. The Philadelphia Club followed in 1834, and the Old Philadelphia Rabbit Club started up in 1861. The Union League and the Rittenhouse Club soon followed. These exclusive clubs—the Fish House limited its membership to thirty men—imposed aristocratic and courtly standards on the city’s social life. Every day the city’s leading bankers, brokers, doctors, businessmen, and lawyers—men with names like Biddle, Cadwalader, and Bingham—came to the Philadelphia Club’s stately brick home at 13th and Walnut to eat, drink, and discuss the city’s affairs. It was, in the words of one social historian, “probably the most compact and inviolable little group of aristocrats in America.”1

Everyone knew everyone else. These men had usually grown up together, gone to the same prep school together, and married into families known to one another. Many of them were of Quaker merchant ancestry, though most now attended “high” Episcopalian church services. Such names as Wharton, Wister, Morris, Rush, and Ingersoll had played prominent roles during the American Revolution. A hundred years later, these families still constituted the inner circle of what it meant to be a “Proper Philadelphian.” Their personal code of conduct was derived from Quaker middle-class money values, a blend of virtuous materialism and aristocratic aloofness. The Protestant work ethic ordained that piety, frugality, and hard work would be rewarded by material success. At the same time, it was considered unseemly to make a public spectacle of one’s wealth or power.

For this reason, few “Philadelphia gentlemen” sought political office. These highly educated and righteous men possessed a sense of public service, but they preferred to fulfill their civic and charitable obligations outside the public limelight, within discreet voluntary associations. Similarly, they chose to exercise their power indirectly, from behind the scenes and through their contacts with other men of means. More than in any other city in America, Philadelphia’s club men represented a cohesive and stable establishment. It was an establishment to which the McCloys had never belonged.
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The McCloys came to Philadelphia as poor Scotch-Irish immigrants sometime in the mid-1700s. As devout Presbyterians, they stood outside the city’s Quaker establishment, but they were a rung above the Irish Catholic, German, and Italian immigrants of the mid-nineteenth century. On the eve of the Civil War, McCloy’s grandfather William McCloy married Amelia Conrad. In 1862, Amelia, twenty-seven, gave birth to a son, whom they named John Jay McCloy. This was McCloy’s father, a quiet, handsome young man who dropped out of high school to earn his livelihood.

When he was barely twenty years old, in December 1882, John Jay McCloy landed a job as a clerk with the prestigious Penn Mutual Life Insurance Company. This was an achievement for a youth with little education and no experience. Established in 1847, Penn Mutual in the 1880s was a highly respectable institution in Philadelphia society. Its officers were members of all the right clubs and listed in the Social Register. McCloy started as an actuarial clerk earning $600 a year. It was tedious, meticulous work, but it suited him. “Persistency,” said a Penn Mutual officer, “may be set down as one of the qualities of a life insurance agent.”2

McCloy fit the mold, and his steadiness did not go unrewarded. Each year his salary rose about $100, until by the early 1890s he was paid $1,400 per annum—a more than handsome wage. In 1891, he married Anna Snader, twenty-seven, a pretty, independent-minded woman of poor Pennsylvania Dutch stock. In the summer of 1892, she gave birth to William Snader McCloy.

Earlier that year, McCloy’s status at Penn Mutual had dramatically improved. In February, the supervisor of applications, policies, and death claims died, and McCloy, who had risen to chief clerk, was selected to take his position. This placed him among the top fifteen employees in the company’s Philadelphia headquarters. His salary rose from $1,550 in 1891 to $2,000 in 1892. That year they made a 50-percent down payment on a $7,600, plain two-story row house at 2136 North 19th Street, a mile north of the Chinese Wall. It was a two-mile walk to Penn Mutual’s new offices on Chestnut Street, or John McCloy could take the trolley that ran past his front door.

In this solid middle-class house on Sunday, March 31, 1895, Anna McCloy gave birth to a second son. She had wanted to name him John Jay, after his father. But at the christening, Anna’s father insisted that the boy carry his mother’s maiden name. Because neither Anna nor her self-effacing husband was willing to argue the point, the child was baptized John Snader McCloy. But in just a few years, young “Jack” would suddenly announce that he had changed his middle name, dropping the “Snader” for “Jay.”
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The high-school dropout had done well by his family. By the time his second son was born, the supervisor of applications and death claims was earning more than $3,000 a year. He was not part of good Philadelphia society, but he had a window onto it. One of his best friends at Penn Mutual was the company’s medical doctor, J. Allison Scott. “He was from the Philadelphia elite,” young Jack McCloy would remember, “from the right part of town, across the Chinese Wall.”3

With Dr. “Al” Scott’s encouragement, McCloy, Sr., began to study Latin. He took to carrying Latin exercise books on the trolley to work and, with Scott’s encouragement, began to write little pieces of Latin verse in spidery green ink. When another Penn Mutual colleague commented that “one had to know Greek to be an educated person,” he told Anna that he only wished he had time to study Greek as well, and wanted to be sure that his sons learned both classical languages.4

Despite his friendship with Dr. Scott, John McCloy hoped his two sons would study the law. The lawyers at Penn Mutual possessed a certain status and prestige independent of their rank in the corporation. One of the lawyers representing the company at this time was a thirty-three-year-old attorney named George Wharton Pepper. McCloy was introduced to Pepper by Dr. Scott, who had married Pepper’s younger sister, Frances. Through their friendship with the Scotts, the McCloys became known to the Peppers as decent, hardworking people. Because they lived north of the Chinese Wall, John and Anna McCloy never became a regular part of the Peppers’ social calendar. But Anna would always regard George Pepper as someone whom she could approach for advice. Over the years, the lawyer was to become young Jack’s first mentor and role model.

The aristocratic cadence of the Pepper name was matched by the man’s debonair good looks, his “Old Philadelphia” breeding, and his University of Pennsylvania education. He played the British sport cricket, not American baseball. He was president of the elite Rittenhouse Club, a major fund-raiser for the Episcopalian Church, and a partner in the prestigious law firm of Biddle & Ward. He was a paragon of the “Philadelphia lawyer,” a term dating back to Andrew Hamilton’s defense of John Peter Zenger in Colonial America’s earliest case involving the freedom of the press. Such lawyers were known for their advocacy of private interests; few Philadelphia lawyers ever made a reputation for their careers on the bench. They were advocates, not judges.

George Pepper’s paying clients were usually corporations, such as the Union Traction Company, a monopoly that controlled Philadelphia’s trolley system. As a young attorney, he frequently defended the company against damage suits arising from accidents suffered by passengers. As with Penn Mutual and other corporate clients, his job was to keep the company out of court. “Lawyers,” Pepper wrote in his memoirs, “as a class have always been unpopular.”5 Sensitive to the fact that this was particularly true of corporate lawyers, Pepper early in his career cultivated a patrician sense of “trusteeship” in questions involving the public interest.

“The so-called ‘corporation lawyer,’” he wrote, “when he deserves to be scolded, is one whose offense does not consist in representing a corporation or in being disloyal to his client but in allowing fidelity to that client to dim or black out entirely his sense of public duty.”6 Only lawyers, he believed, possessed the disinterestedness necessary to discern the greater public good. Such attitudes were typical of paternalistic Philadelphian society.

Pepper’s sense of civic duty did not include running for elective office. Gentlemen lawyers did not, he believed, “itch for public office”; his attitude mellowed somewhat in later years, when he reluctantly accepted an appointment to a U.S. Senate seat. (He proved to be a poor politician and was quickly defeated at the polls.) He believed that lawyers like himself and Elihu Root, New York’s foremost corporate lawyer, best exercised their influence on the commonwealth from afar. Such lawyers were a class apart, and John McCloy, Sr., the self-conscious high-school dropout, dreamed of nothing better for his two young sons than that they should enter the ranks of such men.
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Young Jack McCloy was four and half years old in December 1899, when epidemics of diphtheria, typhoid, and cholera swept through Philadelphia. The young were especially vulnerable. Two-year-old Edward T. McCloy, a cousin, died first, and then his brother, William, age seven, came down with diphtheria: a fever and a severe sore throat gradually swelled until the boy could hardly breathe. He died in December 1899. Jack always remembered William as a bright, athletic boy whom he had been told to emulate.

Only thirteen months later, John McCloy, Sr., had a heart attack. Lying on his deathbed, he said to Anna, “Make sure John learns Greek.”7 McCloy left a widow and son with no income. Penn Mutual had refused to insure his life because their doctors had detected a heart murmur, stemming from a mild heart attack he had suffered during the Great Blizzard of 1888.

Three weeks after his death, at the end of a board meeting at Penn Mutual, trustee Noah Plympton eulogized McCloy. No one mentioned that the company had refused life insurance to their own supervisor of applications and death claims. But the trustees did vote to pay his widow the balance of his salary for the year 1901.8 McCloy had worked eighteen years at Penn Mutual; he was a top officer in the company when he died, and his widow had little more than $3,000 to make her own way in life and support her six-year-old son.

Anna McCloy’s immediate concern was Jack’s education. For a brief time, she enrolled him as a day student at a cheap orphanage school in the city. But the boy didn’t like it, so she had him transferred to Thaddeus Stevens School, a neighborhood public school. Like most middle-class Philadelphians, she had a low regard for the free public-school system, and assumed she would someday send her son to a private school.9

Earmarking the $3,000 payment from Penn Mutual for Jack’s education, Anna set about earning money. She hired herself out as a home nurse, but this didn’t bring in enough money, so she taught herself hairdressing. Starting out with her contacts at Penn Mutual, Anna gradually established a reputation as a fine hairdresser. Among her customers were some of Philadelphia’s best-known society ladies, including George Pepper’s wife, Charlotte, the daughter of a distinguished Yale professor. “She had a rich clientele,” McCloy remembered. Anna rose each morning by six and carried her large sack of materials to “do heads” across the Chinese Wall, where her customers lived. “She never made more than 50 cents an hour,” recalled McCloy. Other customers included Agnes Repplier, a nationally known essayist, and the families of H. H. Furness, a philanthropist and famous Shakespearean scholar; John Wannamaker, the department-store magnate, who was then known as the “Prince of Merchants”; and Samuel Disston, the manufacturer of the world-famous “Disston saw” and one of Philadelphia’s leading businessmen.10

Anna’s pleasing personality made of these men and women of Philadelphia society not only clients, but friends of a sort. Furness gave her a set of Shakespeare for her young son. Others, like the Disston family, gave her secondhand toys from their own children’s castoffs. A pretty, vigorous, and intelligent young widow, she managed to make a small but decent family income. In the eyes of men like Pepper, Wanamaker, or Disston, Anna’s social standing was higher than that of a mere domestic servant. As a contemporary author described these “working” society women, “Some act as secretaries to wealthy women; others are house decorators; another does dressmaking; still another provides ‘afternoon tea.’ This makes no difference in their social standing. In Philadelphia a gentlewoman raises the dignity of her work to her own level: she herself never sinks.”11 And Anna was the kind of woman who coveted respectability more than money.

Three years after her husband’s death, Anna sold their row house on North 19th Street to a speculator. She made enough money to buy another house, not far away, at 874 North 20th Street. In this small, two-story row house, Anna and Jack were joined by Anna’s two spinster sisters, Sarah “Sadie” M. Snader, forty-two, and Lena M. Snader, thirty-two.

This is the family McCloy remembers. “Sadie did hats and my mother did heads,” he quipped. “She worked for a milliner whose brother worked at Penn Mutual. Lena, the younger one, was the cook and housekeeper. She provided me with all the fun. . . . She took me to Fairmount Park and Willow Grove where Sousa’s band played and the roller coasters were. She saved her nickels and dimes and paid our entrance fees to the zoo and the circus.”12

Young McCloy was taught that appearances were important. Every Saturday morning, he watched Aunt Lena scrub their front stoop. “Lena used to polish those front marble stoops until you could see your face in them,” he recalled. “Doing the front,” as the washing of the stoops was called, was very much a Philadelphia ritual. The standards were set, of course, by the servants of those living on Walnut Street, across the Chinese Wall. A magazine article of the period observed, “It is a point of honour to have the five or six white marble steps immaculately clean, and the swish of the water and the knocking of the scrubbing brush are dear to the ears of every true Philadelphian.”13 Aunt Lena upheld the McCloys’ honor on this score.

Anna was the major breadwinner in the household, and Aunt Lena spent the most time raising Jack. There was little if any male presence. Anna tried to be a disciplinarian, invoking the name of her dead husband. She would point to the picture of him kneeling in the grass with a handkerchief carefully placed beneath his knee, and tell Jack, “There, see how neat your father was?”14

But as he grew older, Jack became an athletically active, rowdy youngster. He and his friends played around the railroad yards, where McCloy recalled being “chased from time to time by what we called railroad dicks, always more exciting to run from than mere cops.”15 He also took to visiting the Philadelphia Baseball Park at North Broad and Huntington, about a mile down the road, or the Baker Bowl at Broad Street and Lehigh Avenue, where he watched professional baseball players like the great Napoleon Lajoie play America’s national pastime.

Philadelphia had two major-league teams, the Phillies and the Athletics. The latter were managed by Cornelius McGillicuddy, known as “Connie Mack,” who in the five-year stretch from 1910 to 1914 led the Athletics to four American League pennants.16 McCloy was thrilled when one day the groundskeeper let him on the field while the “A’s” were practicing. “They were the best, why, I guess they were the best team ever,” recalled McCloy. “I was on speaking terms with ‘Home Run’ Baker, Eddie Collins, and Connie Mack. I used to shag flies for them.” For a while, he became a regular, spending all his after-school hours hanging about the field.17

During the summers, Anna followed her hairdressing clientele to one of the fashionable summer camps in the Adirondack Mountains. One summer, they went to the Ausable Club, a beautiful lakeside resort frequented by Wall Street lawyers and businessmen and their families. Anna would “do heads” and arrange for Jack to work as a chore-boy, delivering wood, milk, and ice to the campsites with a shoulder yoke. When he was a little older, he had jobs maintaining tennis courts or acting as a guide for mountain climbers. On free afternoons, McCloy would go trout-fishing in the Bouquet River or hunt squirrel with a single-shot .22-caliber rifle.

Later, the summer exodus took them to the more exclusive Maine retreats on Mount Desert Island. Roughly fifty miles in circumference and cut halfway through by an arm of the ocean, the island was notched by picture-postcard harbors and crisscrossed by deep freshwater lakes and nine mountain ridges rising to fifteen hundred feet.18 Anna’s best client, Mrs. George Pepper, had gone to Mount Desert every summer since her marriage. Her husband described the island as “an ideal vacation-ground for anybody who loved mountains and sea and enjoyed the companionship of people of culture.” By people of culture, Pepper meant men like Jacob Schiff, founder of the investment banking firm of Kuhn, Loeb & Co., and Charles W. Eliot, president of Harvard University.19

As one of the island’s few hairdressers, Anna made her rounds on foot or bicycle, and when Jack was finished with his chores (often chopping wood for the Peppers), he sometimes accompanied her. He felt at ease around the vacationers. The outdoors was an equalizer, and any condescension was reserved for the island’s taciturn natives, who had to make a year’s living from the visitors during a short summer season. McCloy was part of the summer crowd.

But back at school, Jack did not excel, and soon Anna decided to send him away to a boarding school. “She wanted to get me away from the petticoat government there on 20th Street,” explained McCloy. “[With] all those women in that house, she thought I needed some male influence.” Anna consulted George Pepper, who discouraged her from sending Jack away to school, arguing that she could hardly afford the expense.20 Refusing to be dissuaded, Anna turned for further advice to George Johnson, one of her late husband’s friends from Penn Mutual. Johnson, a Quaker, recommended a Friends school in Concordville, Pennsylvania. The Maplewood Institute, founded in 1862, had a sound reputation as a preparatory school for young men bound for college or careers in business. The headmaster, who had been educated at both Swarthmore and Harvard, taught not only Latin but Greek as well; remembering her husband’s injunction that Jack must learn Greek, Anna made her decision. “She was a very literal-minded person,” explained McCloy. After all, Maplewood didn’t work out.

“I can remember,” said McCloy years later, “my mother sitting me down and telling me, ‘Now, John, this is going to be tough. You will be very homesick and will want to quit. You will just have to be tough and remember your father.’ Well, I knew it was going to be rough, but when I arrived, they stuck me in a bare room all by myself. There was no bed or anything. And then they completely forgot about me. I was supposed to be registered, but they just forgot all about me. It got dark, hours went by, and I ended up spending the whole night alone in that empty room. . . . I remember that night as if it happened yesterday.”21

Perhaps it was this inauspicious arrival or the school’s Quaker austerity but McCloy disliked Maplewood. Despite its idyllic rural location on a lovely tract of wooded land, Maplewood did not emphasize athletics. This was an obvious drawback for a boy who loved the sports field. Nor did he make any progress on the academic front. After a short time, Anna took him out of the school; in 1907, she decided to try another boarding institution, The Peddie Institute.22 Anna’s only reservation about Peddie was that the school was by background Baptist. She told Jack to “be a Presbyterian and don’t let those Baptists convert you.”

[image: Image]

After the boy’s traumatic registration experience at the Maplewood Institute, Anna made sure Jack was properly settled into The Peddie Institute. One morning in mid-September 1907, she and Jack took the train to Hightstown, New Jersey, a ride of an hour and a half from Broad Street Station. Hightstown was a village of some two thousand inhabitants, located about halfway between Philadelphia and New York. They walked to Wilson Hall, a four-story brick Victorian structure, the largest of the half-dozen buildings on the tree-lined campus. There they met Roger W. Swetland, Peddie’s principal since 1898. A tall, balding man, Swetland consciously imitated the dean of New England headmasters, Dr. Endicott Peabody of Groton School. A Peddie education, Swetland advertised, would cultivate “those habits of self-reliance and self-control which are essential to a well-rounded manhood.” Behind his back, Peddie boys irreverently called him “Old Baldy,” or, more fearfully, “The Eagle.”23

Swetland had large ambitions for what he called his “Greater Peddie.” He hoped the school could “fill the gap between the modern high-priced boarding school for boys and the old-time cheap academy.”24 By shunning either extreme of “extravagance” or “impecuniosity,” Swetland had created in Peddie an educational “middle ground” for the sons of “those who occupy the middle ground financially in the industrial and economic world.”25 Swetland’s approach must have appealed to Anna McCloy’s middle-class sensibilities. Here was a man who aspired to give her boy an education equal to that at Exeter or Andover, but at middle-class rates.

After Anna paid the school bursar $200, half the yearly rate for tuition, room, and board, Jack was escorted upstairs and unpacked his trunk. He shared a sparsely furnished room with one other boy. This was to be his home, with the exception of summers in Philadelphia and Bar Harbor, for the next five years. In 1907, there were fewer than eighty other boys at Peddie. Attendance at Bible study and the church of your choice in Hightstown every Sunday was mandatory. But religion was only a backdrop to the boys’ regular curriculum. There was a science laboratory, which boasted a domed observatory with a four-inch telescope, and a library with ten thousand books.

Swetland emphasized a vigorous athletic program, and in 1904 had spent the phenomenal sum of $25,000 to build a modern gymnasium, complete with an indoor running track, a swimming pool, an exercise room, showers, and needle baths. There was a large athletics field with space for football and baseball, a pond for boating and skating, gun traps, and seven tennis courts.

Behind Wilson Hall, near the lake, was the dreaded “guard path,” where any infraction of Peddie rules was paid for by walking fifty, seventy-five, or even a hundred rounds of the worn circular dirt path. A physical chore, certainly, but its real purpose was to make a public spectacle of the offender’s humiliation. Those who walked the guard path were satirized as “pilgrims” of “extreme devotion.”26 It was punishment by ridicule, and Swetland found it highly effective. McCloy later remembered Swetland as a “wise, vigorous, deeply religious man.” But he also feared him: “. . . I have a hard time thinking of him as ever having feared anybody, human or divine. The muses sing of the terrible wrath of the godlike Achilles, but to me Achilles’ wrath was mere petulance compared to the really noble outbursts of which The Eagle’ was sometimes capable.”27

The most frequent cause of “guard” duty was infraction of Swetland’s regulation forbidding the boys to leave their rooms after certain hours. Inevitably, many boys considered it a contest to see how often they could sneak out of the Wilson Hall dormitory by sliding down a rain pipe. Many “walked guard” for smoking cigarettes. Young Jack McCloy was, from all accounts, a frequent traveler on the guard path, at least in the first few years of his Peddie tenure.

“Oh, was he mischievous,” recalled a classmate, Amzi Hoffman. “He was capable of all kinds of tricks . . . being out after hours, getting caught going up the rain pipe . . . or [he] might have gotten a guard penalty for not having good marks.”28

McCloy was still not the best of students. His friend Amzi, who had started school late, was five years older. McCloy nicknamed him “Amazia.” Amzi took a fair amount of ribbing for being an exemplary student, but McCloy nevertheless began to take his cues from the older boy. Hoffman recalls McCloy as someone who knew how to “take advantage of the opportunities. Lots of times I would know the answer to a question in class and sort of half give the answer under my breath, only half-audible, and he’d stick his hand up and give the same answer and get credit for it.”29

It took McCloy more than a year to realize “what I could achieve.”30 Even after that, his grades were usually only a bit above average. The turning point was a Greek-language class, which he began to take in his second year, fifty minutes a session, five days a week. For some reason, perhaps because his mother had drummed into him his father’s injunction that “John must learn Greek,” he excelled. The Greek instructor, Herbert Winters, whom the boys nicknamed “Wintees,” made him memorize hundreds of lines from Homer’s Illiad, and Xenophon’s Cyropaedia; for the rest of his life, he could and often did recite these lines. In his eighties, he recalled fondly how “Wintees” had made him pound out the rhythm of the Greek verse with his feet, until he could “smell the dust, sweat and blood of the Scamander Plain.”31

McCloy was one of the youngest members of his class. Shorter than most of his classmates, he had grown into a handsome, baby-faced young teenager with a shock of neatly parted brown hair. He had a well-scrubbed, all-American look about him; only his eyes betrayed a certain playful intelligence. His friends would always remember the roguish gleam in his eyes. He would never lose that brazen, mischievous expression. Even when he was a grown man, an old friend, an army general, would write him, “You always were impish with Generals. Like a girl, you do it with your eyes.”32

He still loved sports, but his light, short frame made it difficult for him to get on any of the varsity teams in baseball or football. John D. Plant was the school’s “physical director,” and without question the most popular member of the faculty. “The ‘Old Roman,’ as we called him,” remembered McCloy. “Tireless, cheerful, patient . . . he inspired us to play, or play at, all sports.”33 He was a strong, short, barrel-chested man with a mane of blondish hair swept straight back over his forehead. His round, flushed red face always had a friendly smile for his boys.34 He was the only man on campus in whom every boy could confide his problems. For McCloy, the coach quickly became somewhat of a father figure. Plant exhorted his boys to play hard; those who hesitated received a kick in the rear. McCloy remembered, “If you flinched a tackle in football, the next day you were apt to find a jersey in your locker with a yellow streak down its back. It was pretty brutal.”

Plant told McCloy, “John, always run with the swift. You might someday come in second.” “It was good advice,” he later recalled. “I took it to heart in all things. I always tried to play tennis with superior players. It’s axiomatic. If you are always challenged by a superior player, sooner or later, if you are sound in body, you must someday beat the other fellow.”35

With Plant’s coaching, McCloy soon learned to play an aggressive game of tennis, a skill that served him well the rest of his life, opening doors that might otherwise have remained closed to someone of his social background. In 1911, when a tennis team was formed for the first time since 1907, eighteen boys tried out. Only five were chosen, and McCloy was ranked second. They had matches with teams from Princeton Preparatory School, ten miles down the road, the Drexel Institute, and Law-renceville Prep, a preparatory school that catered to boys of wealth.

During his junior year, McCloy began to shine. That year he won the Hiram E. Deats, ’91, Greek Prize, given to those who show the best scholarship in Greek during their junior and senior years. The prize brought an award of $10.36 He was becoming more confident of himself and socially more gregarious: “I found you could raise your voice and talk out loud in the world.”37 Invited to join practically every one of the fraternities on campus, McCloy chose the oldest and most prestigious club, Alpha Phi. Founded in 1872, it had chapters at twelve other preparatory schools on the East Coast. Members got together for elaborate meals paid for by dues McCloy had to ask his mother to forward. Peddie had become a surrogate family. As with boys from similar elite prep schools, the camaraderie he enjoyed from his fraternity also served to inculcate in him a self-conscious sense of exclusivity. His Peddie class yearbook pictured a dapper McCloy, hair neatly slicked down, wearing a tweed vest and jacket, with a tie and large shiny pearl tie-pin. The photo was captioned, “So young but oh so wise.” He had become a proper young gentleman, acculturated to the upper-class values common to a private-boarding-school life style.

In his last year at Peddie, McCloy, who had registered four years earlier as John Snader McCloy and had always signed his name “John S. McCloy,” began to call himself John Jay McCloy. He told his friends that he had decided to name himself after John Jay, the nation’s first Supreme Court chief justice. “That just tickled him,” recalled Amzi Hoffman. It made a good story, and he told it with a characteristic twinkle in his eye, as if to say that he knew it for the joke that it was. He really did aspire to be a lawyer, because that was what his father had wanted. But it was his mother’s wish as well. Widowed now for eleven years, Anna Snader McCloy had refused to remarry, and now that her only son was about to go off to college, she was determined that he use his late father’s middle name.38

His grades had improved enough by his senior year so that he could begin to think about going to a good university. To pass a subject at Peddie, one had to score at least 75 percent. But Swetland refused to “certify” any student in a subject for university unless he had a score of 85 percent. In his last year, McCloy mustered this grade in most of his subjects, and higher in Greek. (He was also captain of the tennis team.) He assumed that he would enter the University of Pennsylvania, which would mean he could live at home.

Swetland had other ideas. He thought the boy, once so nonchalantly oblivious to discipline, had developed some of what he liked to call “Peddie character.” He wanted such students to aspire to something better than even the University of Pennsylvania. It was part of Swetland’s “Greater Peddie” strategy to have as many of his students as possible break into one of the elite Ivy League universities. Some of his “boys” were now in Princeton, Yale, Brown, and Amherst.39 At the last, Swetland had placed two Peddie boys from the class of 1907.40 Now Amzi Hoffman, the school’s valedictorian in 1912, had been accepted at Amherst, as well as another McCloy classmate, Theodore “Gus” Edwards.

When the possibility of Amherst was broached with Anna McCloy, she resisted the idea; she had always thought the University of Pennsylvania was the best place for her son. Many “Proper Philadelphians,” such as George Wharton Pepper, were alumni of Penn. And, of course, Jack could live at home. But at Swetland’s urging, she began to reconsider. “I told her,” Swetland wrote to Hoffman on July 19, 1912, “that if we could arrange for Jack to room with you, I thought it would be a splendid arrangement for the boy. You know Jack needs someone to act as ballast for him in order to get the best results out of his work. That I should expect you to do. Jack has the making of a splendid man in him, but he needs some one to steady him and hold him down to serious work during his college life.” Swetland set the plot further in motion by closing his letter with the firm instruction that Amzi immediately write McCloy, “telling him of your own plans, and urging him to go with you.”41 In short order, McCloy consented.

He left Peddie a self-assured young man. He now had the simplicity of manners and easy dignity that mark many adolescents groomed in a prep-school cocoon. The private-boarding-school experience had taught him, in the words of his coach, to “run with the swift.” He had learned that a little perseverance would allow him to compete with the best. The Spartan quarters and close comradeship of boarding school had also taught him to get along with his peers. As he later described the life of a boarding-school student: “He lives, eats, plays and studies with his fellow students and, of necessity, adjusts himself to their characteristics and attitudes.” He even thought the experience was more democratic than a public-school education: “. . . true democratic forces can operate more effectively in the private school. . . . The student becomes freed from the local family and community prejudices and attitudes to a much greater degree than is the case of the public school student. . . . The outward symbols of class or other distinctions are lost more rapidly and more completely in the whole-absorbing community of the school than they are apt to be in the public school.”42 He had experienced a kind of class acculturation. As the sociologist C. Wright Mills wrote, America’s elite private prep schools “perform the task of selecting and training newer members of a national upper stratum. . . .” Like Groton, Andover, or Saint Mark’s, Peddie served to transmit upper-class values, and as such it was a “force for the nationalization of the upper classes.”43

McCloy believed Peddie had given him a superior education. Private-school graduates, he said, “had the poise, the balance, the instincts, the training out of which leaders came in the largest proportions.” As evidence, he cited a statistic that 65 percent of those listed in Who’s Who were educated in private schools.44 The son of a hairdresser, McCloy was grateful that Peddie had given him opportunities beyond his origins, beyond Philadelphia’s Chinese Wall. He now had one of the requisites for membership in the Eastern Establishment: a prep-school credential.


CHAPTER 2
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Amherst Years: 1912–16

“I firmly believe that there are times when a man must fight, I believe it as firmly as I believe in loving my mother.”

JOHN J. MCCLOY, 1915

Soon after arriving at Amherst, McCloy and his classmates clambered up to the balcony of College Hall to witness the inauguration of the college’s new president, Alexander Meiklejohn. It was October 16, 1912, a brisk and bright autumn day; the trees blanketing the campus were awash with orange, red, and yellow foliage. Scores of students were kept standing outside, waiting to squeeze into the packed hall. Inside, everyone sat impatiently in anticipation of seeing a new era begin. The last such inaugural had been seventeen years before, and the relatively young man about to speak to them represented a break with the past. Meiklejohn, forty, had a certain flair for the dramatic, a talent that did not fail him on this occasion.

From his perch in the balcony, McCloy looked down on the new college president, a short, gaunt man with a dimple on his chin and wire-rim spectacles balanced atop a long, thin Roman nose. Physically, he was not an impressive-looking figure; only his blue-gray eyes betrayed the man’s forceful personality. As he began to speak, the audience realized this was not to be just another college sermon. Meiklejohn intended to criticize the college and its faculty. They had just heard their retiring president, George Harris, tell them, “The aim of a college is not to make scholars. The aim is to make broad, cultivated men . . . socially refined, and gentlemanly . . . with sane, simple religion, all in proportion. . . .”1 Meiklejohn, in contrast, declared, “The college is primarily not a place of the body, nor of the feelings, nor even of the will; it is, first of all, a place of the mind. . . . To be liberal a college must be essentially intellectual.” Ideas and a freewheeling questioning of everything, even religion, were to take precedence over the athletics department, or fine arts, or Bible study. Meiklejohn announced that his function, like that of other faculty members, was to “stand before his pupils and before the community at large as the intellectual leader of his time. If he is not able to take this leadership, he is not worthy of his calling.”2

One of McCloy’s classmates, Scott Buchanan, who later became a noted philosopher and the principal architect of the “Great Books” curriculum of Saint John’s College, remembered the scene vividly: “At the end of the address I didn’t know exactly what had happened nor exactly what had been said. The air had been tense, many people were puzzled, and some people were ready to be angry.”

In that first year, the “Prexy,” as Meiklejohn was nicknamed by the students, disrupted a number of Amherst traditions. At compulsory daily chapel, he replaced the regular Bible readings with quotations from his favorite philosophers, such as Epictetus, or poets, such as Robert Burns. Several old professors were forcibly retired, and young men filled with brash talk of socialism and agnosticism took their place. Meiklejohn’s tenure at Amherst was stormy; he was fired by the trustees in 1923. But it turned him into a seminal figure in the history of liberal-arts colleges in America. And his essential liberalism—a blend of idealism and cold, analytical thought—influenced McCloy all his life.

McCloy took Meiklejohn’s course in logic, which met in a dingy chemistry-lecture hall adorned with periodic-table charts. One hundred students sat on wooden benches while “Prexy” held forth. “He would begin,” recalled Julius Seelye Bixler, a McCloy classmate, “with a selection from the Euthypro or perhaps the Phaedrus. Then, eyes flashing, and voice trembling with excitement, he would carry the battle to us, testing our comprehension of what had been said, summoning us to debate, challenging us to criticize his thought and our own. There was nothing namby-pamby about his use of the discussion method. . . . On occasions, before the closing bell, a kind of incandescence would descend on us, and the embers of the argument would burst into blazing flame. Afterward we realized that the experience had touched us where we lived.”3

Bixler, Buchanan, Lewis W. Douglas—later McCloy’s brother-in-law—became lifelong “Meiklejohn men.” Not everyone, however, was so moved by the president’s magnetism. Intellectually and temperamentally, Meiklejohn had the same moral certitude as another college president, Woodrow Wilson, who that November had just been elected president of the United States. He could be tactless with his critics.

McCloy’s attitude toward the man was one of qualified respect.4 He was entertained by Meiklejohn’s unorthodox ideas and respected the president’s willingness to debate vigorously both sides of any question: “. . . one came prepared for some new thought or some new personality every morning we climbed up the hill. I do not suggest that the entire student body was stirred every bleak week-day morning to a high level of intellectual speculation by the manner in which Meiklejohn conducted the Chapel services, but most of the students were intrigued and for a few minutes, at least, they had a new thought or an unusual point of view on which to ponder as they went off to their first classes. [He] had a way of stirring your thoughts on every contact you had with him.”5

But the constant intellectual banter made McCloy uncomfortable. “To me, he never seemed relaxed and you found it difficult to relax in his presence simply because he made you keep on your toes when you talked to him.”6 Despite his nonathletic appearance, Meiklejohn played cricket, soccer, and an excellent game of tennis. McCloy, who had joined the tennis team soon after arriving on campus, became a regular on the court with Meiklejohn. The college president played to win. “To my great chagrin,” McCloy recalled, “he once licked me, and he never let me forget it.”7 Intellectually, Meiklejohn never let up; even on the tennis court he was always turning the conversation to such weighty subjects as “What is justice? What is friendship? What is truth?”8

Such unrelenting intellectual stimulation had its effect; McCloy got into the habit of staging “reading debates” for himself, whereby he read books on similar topics with widely divergent points of view.9 Never brilliant, he worked hard to earn his usual B’s and occasional A. His favorite courses were in philosophy, Greek, and the American Civil War. His classmates remember him as a “competent . . . but not conspicuous” student.10

Some of the young professors Meiklejohn hired were left-wing in their politics. Walton Hamilton and Walter Stewart in the economics department, and Raymond Gettel in political science advocated greater government intervention in the nation’s economy.11 Some of the faculty were openly socialist and in their spare time taught workers in neighboring towns how to read. Meiklejohn himself encouraged students to donate their time to “classes for workers” in nearby Springfield and Holyoke.

McCloy, however, did not have a yen for teaching the working class how to read. He was still the hairdresser’s son, struggling to better his own status in life. While the college gave him a small scholarship to meet the $140 annual tuition, he waited on tables to help pay for his room and board. Altogether, it cost about $750 annually for an Amherst education, and Anna’s hairdressing money covered the bulk of this. During his freshman year, while rooming with Amzi Hoffman and Gus Edwards in a dormitory, he joined Beta Theta Pi, one of the cheaper fraternities.

Though a scholarship student and relatively poor, McCloy chose friends that were more often than not of a different class. His future brother-in-law was a case in point. Lewis W. Douglas was one of the richest men in McCloy’s class. The son of an Arizona copper-mining magnate, Douglas had the easygoing self-assurance of a young man born to wealth, and soon established himself as a “big man on campus.” He joined the most expensive and fancy of fraternities, Alpha Delta Phi, and, unlike McCloy, quickly assumed positions of leadership among his peers. He became class treasurer, and led a revolt that first year against the excessive “hazing” of freshmen by older fraternity boys. “Lew” Douglas had strong views about everything and didn’t hesitate to voice them. Indeed, McCloy thought him a bit sanctimonious.12 Gradually, however, the two men established a friendly rivalry, competing for grades and arguing over politics. This rivalry set a pattern, not only at Amherst, but later, in their careers on Wall Street and in government. Although they often disagreed, each judged himself partly by his measure of the other’s career.

In the evenings, McCloy, Douglas, and other Amherst friends occasionally took a trolley ride toward South Deerfield, or joined other students at Dick Rahar’s beer garden. On weekends, they often took long hikes across the Holyoke mountain ridges; afterward, they’d spend 50 cents to eat creamed spinach and chicken at one of the local restaurants.13 Saturday nights, the frat houses hosted dances attended by women from nearby Smith and Mount Holyoke colleges. McCloy, however, was not known for “fussing” or “twosing,” as dating was called. On this score, Lew Douglas clearly outshone him. Douglas spent a lot of his free time chasing women at Smith College; the Class of 1916 yearbook noted: “Jack McCloy and Lew Douglas hold the two ends of the fussing record.”14

When McCloy returned to Amherst for his junior year in the autumn of 1914, the campus was consumed by talk of the European war that had just broken out. Articles advocating first the German and then the Allied cause were published in the Amherst Monthly. Most students were inclined to favor the Allies, and some thought America might someday be dragged into the fight. But early in the debate, President Meiklejohn strongly aligned himself with President Wilson’s policy of neutralism and nonintervention. He discouraged what became known on the campus as the “preparedness movement,” and refused to introduce military training into the curriculum, as suggested by many alumni and students. He was accused of pacifism.

On this issue, McCloy opposed his “Prexy.” Everything he read about the war, particularly the accounts of alleged German atrocities committed in Belgium, struck an emotional chord; he was repelled by “things German.” In the face of Prussian militarism, a policy of military preparedness seemed only good sense. He felt so strongly about the issue that, in the spring of 1915, he and three other students announced that they were going to attend a military training camp in
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