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Introduction to Part One

Known today as this country’s foremost organ-
izer of community action groups, Chicago-born
Saul Alinsky was trained as a criminologist.
Early in his career he was caught up in the
radical movements of the Thirties and joined
John L. Lewis in the tumultuous birth throes -
of the CIO. However, despite his enduring ad-
miration for Lewis (whose biography he wrote
in 1949), he was convinced thar his own role
was outside of the labor movement, His first
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8 The Professional Radical

proving ground was the grim slum where Chi-
cago’s stockyard workers lived in the hate-rid-
den squalor immortalized earlier in Upton Sin-
clair’s The Jungle. In this unlikely setting, Alin-
sky forged a coalition of workers, small mer-
chants, union leaders and local churches. Using
sit-downs, boycotts and other militant tactics,
the Back of the Yards Council won major con-
cessions from City Hall and at the same time
mounted a self-help program which transformed
the area into 2 model working-class. community.

Alinsky’s unabashed aggressiveness affronted
the benevolent liberals who then, as now, domi-
nated the social-welfare and business establish-
ments. But his effectiveness in combating both
native fascist and Communist influences won
him the support of Bishop Bernard J. Sheil,
one of the most progressive Catholic prelates of
his day. Sheil introduced Alinsky to Marshall
Field III. As his biographer, Stephen Becker, has
described the encounter, the Protestant million-
aire was immediately drawn to this son of Jewish
immigrants who had “succeeded in transforming
a traditional concern for justice and learning, and
a traditional capacity for endurance, into an ac-
tive, even truculent, genius for social reform.”

Field offered Alinsky a subsidy which would
enable him to carry his ideas and methods to
other areas where the Back of the Yards pattern
might succeed. Persuaded after considerable de-
bate that his freedom of action would be un-
hampered, Alinsky accepted and in 1940 the
Industrial Areas Foundation was created with

Introduction to Part One 9

sufficient capital to pay him a modest salary
and, in due course, ro recruit a small staff. As
a free-lance professional agitator, he went to
work in cities across the country. The going
proved rough. For a while he carried a business
card reading, “Have trouble, will travel.” Dur-
ing numerous stays in local jaills he wrote his
book Reveille for Radicals—a personal credo
which Jacques Marirain called “epoch making.”
Maritain, who subsequently became a warm per-
sonal friend, introduced Alinsky to the Arch-
bishop of Milan—now Pope Paul VI—with
whom he spent a week in lraly discussing the
Church’s relationship to local communist unions.
“It was an interesting experience,” he recalls, “be-
tween Archbishop Montini and a beautiful grey-
eyed, blonde Milanese Communist union official
with whom I explored common interests bridg-
ing Communism and capitalism.”

I first met Alinsky in 1964 when he had begun
to surface as a figure of national unportance
after Charles E. Silberman, in his book Crisis in
Black and White, characterized the Woodlawn
Organization known as TWO, which Alinsky
nurtured in a Chicago ghetto, as “the most
ngmﬁcant social experiment going on among
Negroes in America today.” To see Alinsky in
person is something of a shock. For this ﬁre-
brand is a tall, grey-haired, squarely-builr, be-
spectacled, and conservatively dressed man who
looks less like a practising revolutionary than a
bemused professor of philosophy. Blessed with
a rare combination of reckless wir and cool de-
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tachment, his gestures and language are muscu-
lar, whether he is using -the idiom of meta-
physics or the vernacular of the streets. He is
at home with both.

At that dme, following a tragic race riot,
churches in Rochester, New York had invited
him to go to work in their black ghetto. To
the considerable dismay of the local establish-
ment, he accepted. Anticipating his arrival, the
press described Rochester as “a city set on edge.”
Elsewhere—in the words of one journalist, his
presence evoked “screams of rage, moans and
groans. He provokes violent reactions—appar-
ently it is impossible to be neutral about him.”

Among his bitterest critics was Dr. Harold
Fey, then editor of Christian Century, who ac-
cused him of fomenting “a political movement
whose object is to establish control over urban
society by raising up from its ruins a ‘power
structure’ dictatorship based on slum dwellers.”
Another adversary, Julian Levi of the Univer-
sity of Chicago, charged him with emulating
the techniques of “lynch mobs.”

Aﬁrsky passes off such comments with an
ironic shrug. The problem, he says, ‘is that—-
unlike his critics—he really believes in democ-
-racy. We discussed these and many other ideas
—along with his life and times—at length in the
early months of 1965. The narrative that fol-
lows was excerpted from a tape recording of
those conversations.

M.E.S.

The Making of an Anti-Fascist

How did I get started? Where did I come from?
Chicago. I can curse and hate the town but let
anyone else do it and they're in for a batte.
There I've had the happiest and the worst times
of my life. It’s the only place on earth where I've
cried. Every street has its personal joy and pain
to me. When I go to watch the Cubs or the Bears
play and turn off on Addison Streer, it isn’t just
that, On this street is the church of a Catholic
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2 The Professional Radical

bishop who was a big part of my life; farther
down is another church where the pastor too has
meant 2 Jot to me; and 2 couple of miles away is
a cemetery—well, skip it. Many Chicago streets
are pieces of my life and my work. Things that
happened there have rocked boats in a lot of
cities. Nowadays, I fly all over the country in the
course of my work. Bur when those flaps go
down over the Chicago skyline, I know I'm
home.

I was born in one of the worst slums in Chi-
cago. It’s still there but urban renewal has
changed it into an orderly jungle—a public hous-
ing project. We were poor—my parents were
- Russian immigrants, -Jewish and very orthodox.

" My mother still keeps a kosher house. She was

only seventeen when she had me. As a kid I re-
member always living in back of a store. My idea
of luxury was ro live in an aparcment where I
could use the bathroom without one of my par-
ents banging on the door for me to get out be-
cause a customer wanted to get in.

In my work it’s been one “Look Homeward,
Angel!” after another. I suppose it’s because
nearly all the places where I used to live are now
slums taken over by Negroes or Mexican-Amer-
icans or Puerto Ricans. A couple of months ago
I talked at a meeting on the West Side of Chi-
cago. It was in one of my old neighborhoods
- which is now all Negro, and the meeting was in
a Baprist church which used to be a synagogue.
I was Bar Mitzvahed there. I remembered ir as
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being the size of the Roman Colosseum but now

* I saw it was just a little box of a place. .

My parents were divorced when I was thirteen
or fourteen and my father moved out to Califor-
nia and did pretty well after a while. I was sup-
posed to live with him part of the time. When I
first went West to Los Angeles he was living in
a Jewish neighborhood called Boyle Heights.
Years later when I went back to help organize
Mexican-Americans there I was right back in
Boyle Heights again. ,

Most people spend their lives working their
way up. But I seem to have been working my
way down. Still, who’s to say which is really up
or really down?

Anyway, I didn’t see much of my father ex-
cept to say, “Hello,” and three months later to
say, “Goodbye.” Out there I lived alone. It was
an oddball sort of life. I was shacked up with
an old bag of twenty-two. When you are sixteen
or seventeen, twenty-two is really old. Berween
meoving around with my mother in Chicago and
different summer schools out West [ must have
gone to a dozen different high schools, When [
finally graduated from Hollywood High they
sent my credits back to the other schools and I
wound up with three or four high-school di-
plomas. _

As a kid T don’t remember being bothered by
a social conscience. OQut West I was mad abour
tennis like the other kids but I never amounted
to much in that. Back in Chicago I got obsessed
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with aviation. I was convinced that it was going
to be big stuff and when that happened T wanted
to be in the middle of it. On weekends I'd rake
the elevated out to Checkerboard Air Field. I'd
sweep up the hangars, run errands, do anything
just so they’d teach me to fly. In those days they
were flying the airmail by following the Lincoln
Highway. I worked for Yackey’s Aircraft, which
took people up—ten bucks for ten minutes. One
day I saw Tony Yackey killed testing a lirtle
sport job he had put together—a T.M. with an
OX5 motor—and I decided 1o be an aeronautical
engineer instead of a pilot.

I entered the University of Chicago in 1926.
More or less by accident, I majored in archaecl-
ogy and I fell in love with the subject. It was all
very exciting and dramatic to me, The artifacts
were not just pieces of stone or clay. My imagi-
nation could carry me back to the past so that
when I stood in front of an old Inca alrar I could
hear the cries of human sacrifices. You need 2 lot
of imagination to be a good organizer. Today

| when I go into 2 community, T suffer and resent

with the people there, and they feel this. It’s a
big thing in my relationships.

In college I took a Jot of sociology conrses tdo,
but I can’t say they made a deep impression on
me, Jim Farrell once wrote—I think it was in
Fortune—that the sociology department of the
University of Chicago is an institution which
spends $100,000 on research programs to find out
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the location of houses of prostitution which any
taxi driver could tell them for nothing.

In the sociology department it was a cardinal
sin to make a categorical statement. You qualiﬁc'd
everything you said; then you qualified the quali-
fiers and added some footnotes so that the final
conclusion had more escape hatches in it than a
loan shark’s mortgage contract. Today the Uni-
versity of Chicago sociology department is just a
rribe of head counters.

Well, when I started working with people I
found them asking, “Is it yes or no? Do we go
this way or that?” So I had 2 lot of unlearning to
do when I got out of college—including the
fancy vocabulary I'd picked up. This is not so
easy. When you get your degree you can’t wear
it around your neck to prove you're educated.
So instead you use a lot of three- and four-sylla-
ble words. Of course, they aren’t any use at all if
you really want to communicate with people.
You have to talk straight English, using a small
word every time you can instead of a big one.

When I was in my third or fourth year of col-
lege, some of the srudents got interested in the
coal miners in southern Illinois who were rebel-
ling against John L. Lewis and the United Mine
Workers Union. We collected some food and
chartered a couple of trucks and drove down
there to help the starving coal miners. I had a
run-in with one of rhose small-town sheriffs and
I got pinched—the first of a whole series of ar-
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rests, though it was a new experience for me then.
It’s ironic—my plunge into social action was to
fight John L. Lewis. Later he took a great liling
to me.

I learned a lot sbout organizational tactics
watching him and working with him in the early
days of the CIO. Many things that happen dur-
ing an organizing drive are utterly unplanned
and the biggest job of a leader is to develop a
rationale, a moral basis for these spontaneous ac-
tions. For instance, when the first sit-down strikes
took place in Flint, no one had really planned
them. They were clearly a violation of the law—
trespass, seizure of private property. Laber lead-
ers ran for cover, refused to comment. But Lewis
issued a pontifical statement, “A man’s right to a
job transcends the right of private property,”
which sounded plausible. It undergirded the sit-
downs with a purpose, a direction. If he hadn’t
done this the strikes might well have collapsed
and the Aute Workers’ organizing drive would
~ have failed.

This is one of many great lessons Lewis taught
me. But it’s not the kind of stuff you learn in col-
lege. .
I graduated—cum laude T guess—in 1930. The
Depression was on and archaeology was as dc—,‘uad
as the subject matter. Who was going to subsidize
archaeological expeditions in a time of economic
depression? So I couldn’t get any kind of 2 job
except some of that make-work stuff around the
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University where you slice the ragged edges off
maps and get paid about ten cents an hour. I
didn’t need much money the way I was living. [
had this Swedish landlady who would say, “For-
get abour it; pay me when you can.” My prob-
lem was eating. I knew my mother would gladly
give me her last dollar and the last crumb on her
table. But she was having a hard time and my
father had more or less disappeared from sight.
So I'd tell her I had enough. I could have gone on
a relief project. But I don’t know why this is—
'Ll steal before I'll take charity.

For a while I solved my eating problem by go-
ing into a big deluxe food store where they gave
out free samples—Ilirtle pieces of Danish ham and
cheese and so forth., At rhe dessert counter they
always had junker. I guess I ate junket for a
month. Then one day two guys came alongside
of me and tossed me out on the street—ijust like
one of those old movie comedies. That was the
end of that.

Soon after that I was having a cup of coffee in
a cheap restaurant—one of a chain. I was medirat-
ing, “Here I am such a smart son of a bicch, cum
laude and all that—how come I can’t make a liv-
ing? I've given society a chance. I've tried a2 num-
ber of legitimate ways. Where do I go from
here?”

Then T got an idea. I took my cup of coffee
and sat down next to the cashier and chatted with
her. Then I got up to go and said, “I'm sorry, I've
lost my check.” She saw I'd only had a cup of
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coffee; so she said, “Well that'll be a nickel,” and
gave me a check. I paid that one and walked four
blocks to another restaurant in the same chain
with the original nickel check in my pocket. I ate
a meal that cost about a buck forty-five—and be-
lieve me in those days you could practically buy
the fixtures in the joint for that price. I paid the
five-cent check when 1 left,

+Well, my economy was settled. T could eat for
a nickel a day. But then I began to have trouble.
I guess you could call it the stirrings of a social
conscience. All around the university I saw kids
who were in the same boat I was. They were
hungry. I found I couldn’t keep my big secret to
myself. So I put up a sign on one of the bulletin
boards inviting anyone who was hungry to a
meeting. Well, some of them thought it was a
gag. But they came. The place was really jump-
ing. I explained my system, using a big map of
Chicago with all the chain restaurants spotted on
it—my first practical use of social ecology. I di-
vided them in teams to work the North Side one
day and the South Side the other. This went on
for about six months. Then all the restaurants in-
stalled those little serial machines that stand at the
door and you pull out 2 ticket which is only géod
in that one place. Automation. Well that finished
us.
Then I discovered a very interesting thing. All
those kids kept after me asking, “What do we do
now?” When I said T didn’t know they resented

it, There’s an old saying about favors extended
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becoming defined as rights. I found out it's true.

One morning I opened up my mailbox and there
was an official lerter from Robert Maynard
Hutchins, the president of the university, in-
forming me that T had been awarded the Social
Science Graduate Fellowship in Criminology.
This was a fellowship that carried your tuition

‘and your room and board and waived you

through your master’s to your doctorate. Why
I got it I don’t know. I never took a course in
criminology and T had only the most casual kind
of acquaintance with Hutrchins, He'd only been
president a year when I graduated. We're good
friends now, even though I have 2 lot of reserva-
tions about what goes on in lofry towers whether
they're on Morningside Heights or the hills of

‘Santa Barbara—far away from people. [ suppose

some good—maybe even some important things
come out of this fufrmensch stuff. But I live in a
different kind of world.

My assignment as a graduate student was to
get insight into crime. I figured the way to do
this was to get inside. So I went over to the hotel
which everybody knew was the headquarters of
the Capone gang. I found one of the characters
whose picture I'd seen in the papers and said to
him, “Pm Saul Alinsky and I'm studying crimi-
nology at the Universicy of Chicago. Do you
mind if I hang around with you?” He looked at
me and said, “Get lost, punk.” The same thing
happened several times.
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Then one day I was sicting alone in 2 restau-
rant. At the next rable was one of Capone’s top
gunmen—I won’t mention his name because he
may be a big Rotarian now. He had six or seven
pals around him and he was saying, “Hey you
guys, did I ever tell you about the time I picked
up that redhead in . . .” A moan went up around
the table. “My God, do we have to hear that one
-again?”’

So T Jeaned over and plucked his sleeve and
said, “Mister, I'd love to hear that story.” “You
would, kid?” he said. “Pull up a chair.” That’s
the way it went. He had an audience for his
stories. He introduced me to Frank Nitti and
other people and from then on I was okay with
the Capone gang. They knew exactly what I was
‘doing. I was their total student body—they’d kid
each other and say, “Hey, Professor, you take
over the class.” I think it had a certain appeal to
thelr egos.

Anyhow they knew that if T wanted to talk,
there was no one to talk to. They owned City
Hall, they owned the federal agencies. Maybe I
shouldn’t say owned. They had their arrange-
ments with the Democratic party and the Repub-
lican party. Why, when one of these guys got
knocked off, there wasn’t any court in Chicago.
Most of the judges were at the funeral and some
were pallbearers,

I found out that life is pretry mixed up, that
you had to strain to tell who was better than
whom. Because here was this criminal gang and
here were all the good people who were the mar-
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ket for booze, for dames, for gambling. I came to
see the Capone gang as a huge quasi-public utility
servicing the population of Chicago. The Capone
outfit had really gone public; everyene had stock
in it. And the gangsters were the major contribu-
tors to charities, When Capone showed up at 2
Northwestern football game on Boy Scour Day,
three thousand Scouts got up and yelled, “Yea
AL” That's character building for you.

In the Capone gang I learned, among other
things, the terrific importance of personal rela-
tionships. Nitt once explained to me why from
time to time they were hiring out-of-rown killers.
It’s one thing, he said, to go up to a guy you don’t
know. You've been told hell be wearing a dark-
gray hat and coat, and so forth. You walk up ro
him in a erowd and put the gun up against his
belly and you let him have a couple and fade off.
That’s doing a job. Bur if the killer knows the
other guy, when he puts it up against his belly he
suddenly looks up and sees his face, he knows his
wife, he’s taken his kids to the ball game, he
knows that if he pulls that trigger there’s going
to be a widow, kids without a facher, there'll be
tears, there’ll be a funeral—then it becomes mur-

der. It isn’t 2 job anymore, and he’s going to hes- .

itate, and maybe not even do it. That was the
reason they used out-of-town killers,

This is what sociologists call a “primary rela-
tionship.” They spend lecture after lecrure and
all kinds of assigned reading explaining it. Pro-
fessor Nitri taught me the whole thing in five
minutes.
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At the end of my second year in graduate school
a job with the Srate Division of Criminology
suddenly opened up. I left the University and
took the position, figuring I'd come back and do
my doctor’s some other time. Well, that was the
end of that. I never went back, or even gave it
another thought. My new bosses wanted me to
continue with the Capone thing. But I felt I'd
had it. I'd learned about all I was going to learn
out of this situation. I was more interested in the
young kids, the “Forty-two” gang, which was
held responsible- at that time for 80 per cent of
the auto thefts in Chicago. These were mostly
Italian kids who were just moving into the rack-
ets. I wanted to study them, so the State Division
made this my first assignment. It was much
harder than gettng in with the Capone gang be-
cause these kids were very suspicious.

They did not have any fixes or deals with the
authorities and they were pretty quick on the
trigger. I hung around and after a while they got
used to it. Sometimes I would overhear things and
they knew I overheard it, and they watched and
waited to see if the cops were going to hear about
it and move in. I got pretty nervous too because
if by some fluke the cops had moved in on some-
thing like that, then I would have gotten the rap.
But I was lucky and we got to know each other
as people.

I've seen this kind of thing operate over and
over again. Take the well-known anti-Semitic
cliché, “Some of my best friends are Jews.” To
the guy who says this, the Jews he knows really
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are his good friends. His prejudices are over on
this stereotype that he has way out there.

Bur let me qualify this. P've also learned that
when it comes to conflict, 2 personal relationship
cannot substitute for a power relationship. I dis-
cussed this with George Romney when he was
president of American Motors just before he
went for the governorship of Michigan. I like
him. He has good instincts. He'd been giving me
a big deal about how he and Walter Reuther go
to Great Books things together, and have Aspen-
type, Santa Barbara-type discussions. Finally I
said, “Look, that’s all to the good, but when ne-
gotiations time comes, Reuther will wallt in and
you’ll be on a first-name basis. He’ll say, ‘Lock,
George, 1 hate to do this to you, but we've got
to have that raise. You're the last guy in the
world I'd want to shut down but my membership
insists on it and you're either gonna come across
or youre gonna get shut down’” Romney
smiled reminiscently and we never talked about
it again. . _

I learned more abour human relationships on
my next job, which was as a criminologist at the
state prison in Joliet. I worked there for three
years. When we had to electrocute an inmate
everybody would be half-tanked, including the
warden. It’s one thing for a judge and jury to sit
there for two weeks condemning 2 guy who
doesn’t even have 2 personality. He's just a de-
fendant. But after he’d been in prison eight
months or so—between stays and reprieves and
hearings—we got to know him. We got to know
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his kids. By the rime he went to the chair we
weren't executing a convicted felon. We were
murdering a human being.

A prison is a restricted society where every-
body’s motivations are plainly visible, even when
they try to use rather subtle tactics. I remember
one inmate—a lifer—saying to me that the in-
mates really ran the joint even though the au-
thorities thought they did. That was true.

The trouble with working in an institution is
that you get institutionalized—callous. You stop
thinking. I saw this was happening to me after 2
couple of years. I would be interviewing an in-
mate and I no longer had any real curiosity as to
why this particular guy did what he did. I knew
then that it was time for me to get out.

There were other reasons too. I've never en-
countered such a mass of morons as in the field
of criminology. Anyone who has a shadow of
intelligence becomes a national authority—which
I was by the time I was twency-four or twenty-
five. They never read anything outside of their
own field. I remember once quoting John Stra-
chey in a talk and afterward a couple of big offi-
cials asked me what prison Strachey was warden
of. '

I was doing a certain amount of lecturing at
sociological conferences and at colleges as well as
my prison job. I was more or less in the academic
world. Though I wasn’c satisfied with what T was
doing, my main reason for staying was that even
though my income was low I had my “integrity.”
You must remember that this was before the
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days when being on a faculty or the staff of an
institution gave you a sort of license to pracrice
as a consultant, coordinator, or government ad-
viser. We just had our modest pay checks—no
consulting fees, no fringe benefits—plus our
“integrity.” I figured if I went into business
I"d have to be buttering up my customers, agree-
ing with them politically, and so forth. ‘While
in the academic field you could be honest, and
the price you paid for this luxury was a low
salary.

Well, I found out I was Wmmg In criminology
or any academic field you're dependent on foun-
dation grants, on university trustees, on public
authorities. You're not SUPPOQF,C to get involved
il CONtroversy or pubhc issues or you will be-
come known 2s a “troublemaker” or as someone
who has “personality difficulties.”

In criminology, for instance, all the experts
agreed that the major causes of crime were poor
housing, discrimination, economic insecuriry, un-
employment, and disease. S50 what did we do? We
went in for supervised recreation, camping pro-
grams, something mysterious called “characrer
building.” We tackled everything but the actual
issues., Because the issaes were controversial,
Sometimes I'd say, “Come on, let’s stop this crap,
we linow what the causes of crime are.”” Then
they’d say, “Don’t be radical.”

After a while I saw that the only difference
berween being in a professional field and in busi-
ness was the difference between a ten-buck
whore and a hundred-dollar call girl.
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While T was going through this disillusionment,
all hell was breaking loose around the world.
Hider was taking over Europe; Japan was on the
march; Mussolini was moving into Ethiopia, and
when Lirvinov opened his mouth to protest about
it at the League of Nations, Halifax would
answer by politely belching in his face. Then the
Spanish Civil War broke loose and the Fascists
WETE using it to test out their newest weapons
and tactics. In this country the New Deal was
under way and the CIO was starting to roll.

With so much happening I found I couldn’
keep my mind on a kid sitting across the desk
from me who had stolen an automobile or bur-
glarized a store.

So I started doing my job as a sort of sinecure.
I quit right when quitting time came and [ got
involved in raising money for the International
Brigade, for the sharecroppers down South, help-
ing stop the evictions of city people who couldn’t
pay rent, fighting for public housing. Wherever
you turned you saw injustice. The issues stuck
out as clearly as they did in 2 prison. You knew
what was good and what was evil. Life was very
exciting. [ remember one stunc that went yery
well—I organized poleer parties to raise money
for the Newspaper Guild and the International
Brigade. I’d found out that you can only appeal
directly to people on issues once or twice. Bur if
they’re gambling, ic’s within their experience to
take a little ot of the por fora good cause. They
can fecl noble while they’re playing poker.
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I mert plenty of Communists in rhose days. Any-
one who was involved in the causes of the
‘thirties and says he didn’t know any Communists
is either a har or an idiot,

I was sympathetic to Russia at that time be-
cause it was the one country that seemed to be
taking a strong position against Hitler. T hated the
Nazis with a deep, deep passion. My one regrer
about the Bomb—1tc this day—is that it wasn’t

‘dropped on Berlin instead of Hiroshima and Na-

gasaki. If you were anti-fascist on the interna-
tional front in those days you had to stand with
the Communists. And in this country they were
all over the place fighung for the New Deal,
{for the CIO, and so forth.

Bue I never joined the Party. Matter of fact
T've never joined any organizaton—not c¢ven the
ones ['ve organized myself. So far as the Com-
munists went, there were several special things
that kept me out. Partly it was philosophic. One
of my arucles of faith is what Justice Learned
Hand called “that ever-gnawing inner doubt as
to whether you are right.” I've never been sure
P'm right but I'm alse sure nobody else has this
thing called truth. I hate dogma. People who be-
lieved they owned the truth have been responsible
for the most terrible things that have happened
in our world, whether they were Communist
purges or the Spanish Jnquisition or the Salem
witch hunts. The Communists 1 knew were doc-
trinaire and rigid. [ had learned that you had to
look at life in a flexible, fluid way. I also knew
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that 1n this kooked-up irrational world. you really
have to have a sense of hamor to survive. And
doctrinaire people have no humor.

I remember one big CIO protest meeting, after
the Little Steel massacre. The top oflicials of the
CIO were there including the director of the
Communist party of [llinois. He was giving 2
nonstop speech abour bloody-handed murderers

and capiralists and Little Steel and Tom Girdler,

I lefr and went across the streer to have a bire
to eat. As I was going out, he was saying, “And
in conclusion, Comrades, let me rell you . . .”
When I came back 