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Dee, it’s hard enough to be a Swede among Scowegians, like on this ship. But you're a damned

squarehead Portugoose, some kind of halfbreed wop—Ilike putting ice in dago red, like Africa

and Scandihoovia squeezed together on a map. You've got two ports of departure and at least

two possible destinations. How are you going to find your way home? You better read up good
on dead reckoning.

-Bob Nelson (Warren’s good friend and shipmate, a

young Swede from Minnesota), at sea, 1944

Positions by dead reckoning differ from those determined by bearings of terrestrial objects or by
observations of celestial bodies, in being less exact, as the correctness of dead reckoning depends
upon the accuracy of the estimate of the run, and this is always liable to be at fault to a greater
or less extent. The course made good by a ship may differ from that which is believed being
made good, by reason of imperfect steering, improper allowance for compass error, the leeway
(caused by the wind), and also the effects of unknown currents . ... Notwithstanding its
recognized defects as compared with the more exact methods, the dead reckoning is an invaluable
aid to the navigator . . . . Before losing sight of land, and preferably while objects remain in
good view, it is the duty of the navigator to take a departure; this consists of fixing the position
of the ship by the best means available, and using this position as the origin for dead reckoning.

-Nathaniel Bowditch, American Practical Navigator
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PREFACE

OUNDED IN 1964, the University of
Nevada Oral History Program
(UNOHP) records and collects

interviews that address significant topics in
Nevada’s remembered past. The program’s
chroniclers are primary sources: people who
participated in or directly witnessed the
events and phenomena that are the subjects
of the interviews. Following precedent
established by Allan Nevins at Columbia
University in 1948, and perpetuated since by
academic programs such as ours, these
recorded interviews and their transcripts are
called oral histories.

This research volume is crafted from the
verbatim transcript of interviews conducted
by Penny Rucks with Warren d’Azevedo. The
recording sessions took place in the
d’Azevedos’ Reno home between September
1997 and June 1998. Remaining faithful to
the transcript’s content, and adhering as
closely as possible to Warren d’Azevedo’s
spoken words, the manuscript was edited for
clarity. The editors also gave it chronological

and topical organization not always found in
the raw transcript. Dr. d’Azevedo reviewed
the work and affirms that it is an accurate
interpretation. Readers who desire access to
the unaltered oral history are invited to visit
the offices of the UNOHP, where the tapes
of the interviews may be heard by
appointment.

To add context to written represen-
tations of the spoken word, the UNOHP uses
certain editorial conventions. Laughter is
represented with [laughter] at the end of a
sentence in which it occurs; and ellipses are
used, not to indicate that material has been
deleted, but to indicate that a statement has
been interrupted or is incomplete . . . or there
is a pause for dramatic effect.

As with all of our oral histories, while we
can vouch for the authenticity of Warren
d’Azevedo: By Dead Reckoning, we advise the
reader to keep in mind that it is a personal
account of a remembered past, and we do not
claim that it is entirely free of error.
Intelligent readers will approach it with the
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same anticipation of discovery, tempered with
caution, that they would bring to government
reports, diaries, newspaper stories, and other
interpretations of historical information.

UNOHP
November 2005



INTRODUCTION

N THE OCCASION of the fiftieth

anniversary of the Great Basin

Anthropological Conference, in
Reno, and at the conclusion of a session titled,
“In Honor and Respect: Papers in Great Basin
Ethnology for Warren d’Azevedo,” Brian
Wallace, Chairman of the Washoe Tribe of
Nevada and California, read a large scroll
inscribed with a lengthy tribal resolution
proclaiming that day, October 15, 2005,
officially “Warren d’Azevedo Day.” This was
in recognition of Warren’s many
contributions to the tribe in its land struggles,
its attempts to protect sacred sites, its efforts
to document its history and culture, and, most
of all, in recognition of his steadfast and
compassionate commitment to the Washoe
people over some fifty years.

Chairman Wallace then wrapped Warren
in the Washoe Tribe’s flag, which he also
presented to him as a gift. The many people
in attendance rose in a standing ovation to
thank the honoree for his equally
compassionate and steadfast commitment to
his many friends, colleagues, and the

profession of anthropology, as practiced
locally as well as nationally.

Both tributes were thoroughly deserved,
as a reading of Warren’s d’Azevedo’s life
history—presented here through a series of
interviews by Penny Rucks, a friend and
former student—will well attest. The data
that make up his life story are extraordinarily
rich, full of his passion for living and for
involvement in his own life and those of
others, be they immediate family and other
relatives, longshoremen on the waterfront in
Oakland, fellow seamen onboard merchant
ships in the Atlantic and Pacific, fellow
students and mentors at the University of
California, Berkeley and Northwestern
University, members of the Black Students
Union and countless other students and
colleagues at the University of Nevada, Reno,
or the many Washoe and Gola people whom
he got to know over the course of many years.
Warren’s gift is to make all people
immediately feel the interest and respect
he has for them, from their first
acquaintance to renewed contacts many
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years later. He is, above all, a humanist in all of
its facets.

Warren once characterized the initial
process of becoming an anthropologist as one
of being “reforg[ed] . . . into a self-correcting
instrument of observation—a reflective
stranger”.! Through these interviews we get
a very real sense of this process in his life,
through the many experiences that taught
him to be more than an observer and a
recorder of human behavior, but rather an
active and caring participant in real peoples’
lives. He also remarked that doing
anthropology involved one in an almost
continual, and continuing, reciprocity,
wherein commitment and engagement with
one’s fellow human beings should be not only
the norm but a virtual requirement.? Without
engagement and a willingness to do more
than observe and record, there is no true
learning from and with others, and there is
no true benefit to the human situation. This
is the measure that moved Chairman
Wallace, as well as the others assembled that
day, to recognize Warren’s contributions and
to honor him in this way.

Those who have been privileged to know
this man in any of the capacities covered here
will instantly recognize his “voice” as they
read through this volume. It is a voice filled
with the wonder of learning and living and
being, loving and being loved, questioning
the world and getting answers, and then
asking yet more and deeper ones. It is a voice
of eloquence, a poet and a writer, a brilliant
lecturer and synthesizer, a prober of things
well beyond the obvious. His mind works like
no other that [ know, always following leads
and directions that others may not see.

As a student in his introductory
anthropology class in the 1960s at the
University of Utah, I found his lectures filled

with the passion and compassion of a person
deeply moved by his recent field experiences
in West Africa. In additional classes in other
years, | came to realize that his passion was
the measure of his involvement with all
people. And as a colleague of his at the
University of Nevada, Reno, in the
department he founded, I never stopped
being his student and learning from him what
was required to be an anthropologist and
what it meant to be fully engaged in the
enterprise. That association continues to the
present, with a feeling that both Don Fowler
and I have of the deepest respect and
admiration for a life that is both full and
rewarding and continues to inspire.

Warren’s life story would not be complete
without his wife Kathy and son Erik and
daughter Anya. Kathy is a participant in a
number of the interviews contained here (her
responses being designated by a “Kd:”), and,
as readers will see, she shares with Warren
the same passion and commitment to people.
Her willingness to share his life, including
his fieldwork in places often remote and more
than difficult when you are caring for small
children, is a measure of her character as well.
She was also a full participant in his
anthropology, a person with instant empathy
and understanding of others. With a
distinguished career in her own right, she has
been a major contributor to their joint
enterprise.

Penny Rucks and the University of
Nevada Oral History Program have produced
a document full of meaning for many, and
one that will serve the anthropological
community, the university, and Warren’s
many friends and colleagues well. In
characteristic fashion, Warren left his papers
on his Great Basin research to the Washoe
people and to the many students and
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colleagues with an interest in Washoe studies
to follow. The Warren d’Azevedo Washoe
Research Archives in the Special Collections
Department of the library of the University
of Nevada, Reno, holds many materials that
provide additional insight into his many
contributions to the field.

CATHERINE S. FOWLER
University of Nevada, Reno

Notes

1. Warren d’Azevedo, “Afterword,” in Others
Knowing Others: Perspectives on Ethnographic
Careers, eds. Don D Fowler and Donald L.
Hardesty (Washington, D.C.: Smithsonian
Institution Press, 1994), p. 223.

2. Thid., p. 224.
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ENNY RUCKS: The plan is to provide
P a rough chronology of your life so that
we can begin to identify some themes that
we can explore later. First I'd like to ask you

about your childhood, starting with when and
where you were born and your immediate family.

WARREN D’AZEVEDO: [ was born in
Oakland, California, on August 19, 1920. It’s
hard for me even to imagine that it’s been
that long ago, but it has. I was born in a hos-
pital near Lake Merritt in Oakland called the
Jackson Lake Hospital. It was run by a Dr.
Enos, a Portuguese doctor rather well known
at that point in local history. My parents both
had grown up in Oakland. My mother had
grown up on Seventh Street in something of
a working-class neighborhood near what’s
now the freeway. The house has been torn
down, but it was rather important to the fam-
ily for many years. My father grew up on
Eighth Street just a few blocks away in a
somewhat upper middle-class neighborhood.
His father was a physician and surgeon. In
fact, he was one of the first Portuguese doc-
tors in Oakland.

FamiLy HisTORY

[ have come to think of two mythic tra-
ditions as part of my identity. One is the
Swedish strain on my mother’s side, especially
my grandmother who was a peasant. And, as
[ once wrote, I would like to remember her
in a memoir to my children as my Swedish
peasant grandmother who spoke in tongues.
And the other tradition comes down through
Joaquim Leal d’Azevedo, my paternal great-
grandfather who was an Azorean farmer and
whaler from the island of Pico. He came to
the United States, to Boston, in the early
1850s and then went around the Horn and
jumped ship in San Francisco during the
California Gold Rush. He ended up mining
and farming in Sacramento and opening a
winery with his cousin.

The reason I think of these as mytholo-
gies is that one creates one’s own life in terms
of certain key figures that stand out as a kind
of family lore. Certainly my maternal grand-
mother, Hanna, was part of a lore, and my
paternal great-grandfather, Joaquim Leal, was
very much a part of the lore on that side of
the family. [ was four years old when he died,
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but he had already become a kind of mytho-
logical figure in that family.

[ remember my paternal grandmother
referring to him as a pirate. “He was just a
pirate,” she said, “until he came to
California.” He lived in Sacramento, where
a great many of the Portuguese extended fam-
ily lived. Hayward and Sacramento were the
two areas where they settled. His digs were
in Sacramento—he and his cousin, Mafiuel,
who had jumped ship with him. He even tried
gold digging and farming but ended up buy-
ing a site for a winery, the Eagle Winery in
Sacramento. So he was something of a con-
troversial figure in this large Catholic
extended family, and he was obviously a very
rough and tough kind of a guy.

[ have photographs of him and his beau-
tiful Azorean wife, Rosalia, when he went
back and brought her to California. And he
also brought some relatives who became the
extended family that began to grow. They said
he spoke a very crude and rough kind of Por-
tuguese lingo, and some people, like my
father’s mother, were a little askance. She
considered herself a fine lady, and he was,
from her point of view, just a pirate, but when
[ was a little kid, I remember his story stuck
with me.

He was a wonderful, heroic figure to me,
the guy who left the Azores during a period
of deep depression (I think there had been a
volcanic eruption as well) and went to sea
and whaled and finally came to this country
to seek his fortune. He developed a large ex-
tended family, and as far as I'm concerned,
there was an unforgettable aura of mystery
and adventure. I'm sure that in my own mind
I've elaborated that considerably, at least
when [ was young. [ saw him taking part in
all sorts of marvelous feats at sea, and my
grandmother fed this view. Yet none of this
exactly happened, I'm sure.

On my mother’s side, my maternal grand-
mother, whom we always called “Mama,” and
her husband, whom we used to call “Papa,”
because our parents called them that, and we
called our parents by their first names. On
the Portuguese side, just as on the Swedish
side, there was this great drive to become
American. All that early group spoke Portu-
guese, but my father’s generation, though they
spoke fluent Portuguese, did not do so to their
children. I've always resented and regretted
that. Many years later, when Melville ]J.
Herskovits brought me to Northwestern on
a fellowship, he was deeply disappointed. Be-
cause of my name he had planned to send
me to a Portuguese-speaking area.

On my mother’s side, the same sort of
thing took place. The size of the extended
family on my father’s side was such that Por-
tuguese continued to be a tradition among
them: because they were living in a large
Portuguese community, both in Hayward and
in Sacramento. My maternal grandparents,
however, came over as depressed immigrants.
In the early 1890s Simon Erik Isaackson
Finne came over, and then sent for his future
wife, Hanna, whom I called Mama, Hanna
Fogde. They married and were very poor
farmers when they first came over. Later, in
Oakland they lived in an immigrant neigh-
borhood with Chinese and Jews and Poles
and Irish. The Irish at that time were the low-
est rung of the ladder but had most of the
jobs. So my grandfather Simon changed his
name from Finne to Finley in order to get
jobs in the lumber camps. These are little sto-
ries that [ used to hear when I was young and
developed this part of the myth.

My grandmother was a kind of matriarch
in a strange way. She had six children in the
first eight years she was in this country, and
only one died. Her children all were able to
go to school. They found a way. My grand-
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“My grandmother was a kind of matriarch in a strange way.” The Finley family c. 1912. Left to right,
standing: Helen (Warren’s mother), Genevieve, Arthur, Edith, and Raymond. Left to right, seated: Simon
Erik Isaackson Finne Finley and Hanna Isaksdotter Fogde Finley (Warren’s grandparents).

father, somehow or other, with all his odd
jobs managed to send their children to school,
and keep them scrubbed. All these things
were family heroic stories about what they
were able to do despite how poor they were
and how uneducated she was. These are the
things that you are told when you’re very
young.

My grandmother was a very hard worker,
and obviously enormously determined to
bring up her children well and strong, but
she never learned to speak English properly.
She forgot Swedish, so by the time I got to
know her, she was speaking a kind of patois,
which the whole family used with her, but
no Swedes would understand. She could write
a little Swedish, and sometimes wrote to her
relatives. My grandfather, Simon, however,
had gone to school in Stockholm and was, 1

guess, fairly well educated for a young Swede
at that time.

Vassa was a Swedish colony in Finland
where my grandmother and her family also
lived. My grandfather’s people had a large
farm. They seemed to be well-to-do peasant
farmers. My grandfather had gone there as a
conscript in the Czar’s army when the
Russians controlled that area. He deeply re-
sented and hated it. (He was a fisherman for
a while when he was a little younger.) But in
that experience he met Hanna’s father and
saw her older sister and thought she was a
very fine looking woman: strong and able.
That was the one he wanted. Then he left
Finland and came to this country as an immi-
grant, came all the way out to California
across country. Had a little bit of money with
him—he was waiting for his inheritance,
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which he never got, but he had a little bit of
money—and he bought a piece of land in
Morgan Hill, California. Then, of course, he
had to make a living, so he changed his name
to Finley and went up to the lumber camps
among the Irish workers.

All the time, he was writing to the father
of my grandmother, saying that as soon as he
had a little money he was going to send for
this other daughter, who in the meantime had
gotten married. And so he wrote, “What
about your other daughter?”

And the father, whom he hardly knew,
answered, “Well, she’s available.” She was
only, I think, sixteen, seventeen. And this
poor young woman came. She had very little
education. In fact, some people thought she
was retarded. That was one of the stories in
the family when they got mad at her: Mama
was dumb. But she wasn’t dumb at all, she

must have had culture shock. She came to
this country through Ellis Island with her few
little trunks. She had left all of her belong-
ings at home, because my grandfather told
her people didn’t use that kind of thing in
this country—all of her carefully crocheted
dresses and table cloths. And she left all this,
her hope chest . . . she left all that in Finland
and just had her few belongings with her.
Came to Ellis Island. Didn’t know anybody,
anything. Some man helped her. Now, we
always joked about this man who helped her
find the train across country, her helper, with-
out whom she probably wouldn’t have gotten
all the way.

In those days, can you imagine? Eighteen
nineties. All the way across country on some
of the first railroads to Morgan Hill,
California. My grandfather didn’t meet her.
She didn’t know what to do. She was stand-
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ing by the train station. My grandfather, not
knowing what day she was coming, was still
working in a lumber camp up north. So some
neighbor came and said, “Are you Hanna?”

“Yes.”

Took her to the little farmhouse that my
grandfather had and set her up there. And in
a few days he returned. They married and
subsequently had six children. She ran the
farm. She did all of the slaughtering, the
butchering of the calf or two that they had
and the chickens, because my grandfather
would faint if he did it. He was a very sensi-
tive man. [laughter] She did all of the heavy
work and brought up the children.

These stories were to me among the
things I can recall of my childhood—this
family lore on both sides that I think meant
more to me than the people who told them
to me. We moved so much and had so little
continuous connection with neighborhoods
or people that [ wanted very much to pick
up the threads of who I was and where I came
from, and I would listen to these stories and
put them together in the most fantastic ways
in my own mind.

There’s one which my brother Don, who
is very much a positivist and a good one but
also very opinionated in his thinking [laugh-
ter], denies that he ever heard anything
about. Of course, he considers himself the guy
with the great memory, and if he doesn’t re-
member it, it didn’t happen. But I know that
[ heard this from the family: that somewhere
around the turn of the century, when my
grandparents, Mama and Papa . . . .

By the way, we called them Mama and
Papa because that generation, their six chil-
dren, were calling them Mama and Papa. So
we kids also called them Mama and Papa.
And because my parents were of the “mod-
ern age” in the 1920s (they thought they were
avant-garde in some ways and Americans),

they had us call them by their first names,
Helen and Joe. So they were Helen and Joe,
and my grandparents were Mama and Papa
all through our youth.)

So, Mama and Papa at the turn of the
century, the story goes . . . . (I think my Aunt
Edith told me this. Aunt Edith was the re-
markable, wonderful, really mad woman that
[ loved dearly who was almost a surrogate
mother to me.) So at the turn of the century,
somewhere in there, there was an evangelist
who came through Morgan Hill. (By the way,
Mama and Papa came over as Lutheran Pen-
tecost.) This evangelist just swept through
Morgan Hill, and hundreds of people were
swayed by his prophecy of the millennium at
a certain date: the world was coming to an
end, the second coming of Christ, that whole
thing, that whole schmo. Mama and Papa
gathered their children together and went to
the top of Morgan Hill, left all their furnish-
ings and their farm with neighbors and took
their children and a few possessions and stood
on the top of Morgan Hill with hundreds of
others waiting for the second coming. Aunt
Edith told me, “Well, we believed our par-
ents. We believed Mama and Papa.”

But it didn’t happen, and then the
preacher said he just got the date wrong. “It’s
going to come soon.” So they all traipsed back
to the farm and went about their business.

To me that’s a wonderful story, because it
sets the scene for my relationship with my
grandmother, Mama. [ really had a tremen-
dously warm, affectionate feeling toward her.
Though I couldn’t communicate very well
with her, there was something about her that
[ found extremely maternal. I knew her when
she was an older woman, really, when [ was a
little kid. I suppose she was in her forties or
fifties—a very large woman; very placid; very
responsive. She could giggle a lot, laughed a
lot if you made jokes. You had to make very
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strange and crude jokes for her to laugh. She
couldn’t understand English very well, and
she spoke in this kind of patois that we would
use to some extent. She would call me
“Poika” or “Varren,” and so would my grand-
father in this sort of mixed Swedish and
English. [ remember being extremely taken
with her. She was always around. As [ grew
up, five, six, seven years old, they left and
sold that house on Seventh Street in Oak-
land and began living with their children.
My grandfather went on doing day labor and
odd jobs, and my grandmother lived with the
family.

Their daughters gave them such an aw-
ful time, constantly criticizing Mama. She
didn’t speak properly; she didn’t dress prop-
erly. They’d sometimes dress her up until she
would look like some kind of decrepit Queen
of England and have her picture taken just
so they could show their friends this was their
mother. [ guess they were ashamed of her, and
yet they had a tremendous sense of loyalty
and devotion to her for all that she had been.
But they were trying to be upgrade Ameri-
cans.

All of them had gotten a little education,
and they all married in a way that they
thought was well. Two married Englishmen,
and that was considered great. Here are these
Swedes from Seventh Street, from peasant
stock, who had managed to marry into En-
glish families. You know, the whole idea of
the British upper classes . . . but these guys
weren’t. They were just ordinary guys, but
their parents were English and had English
china around. I mean, the saddest kind of
things. And being an American—being with
it, going to school—my mother going to
Oakland Technical High School, where she
met my father. And so they married “well,”
you see.

Would that include your father, too?

My father married “down.” That was a
very sticky wicket we'll get to. My own par-
ents had quite a different experience. But
nevertheless, the feeling was they were mov-
ing forward. And here they had these two
peasants who were . . . .

We had a house in Alameda while my
father was doing his internship in San Fran-
cisco, a very small house. We had my
grandparents there sometimes, and I used to
have to sleep with them. We had not enough
rooms or beds, so sometimes my brother and
[ would sleep with Grandmother and Grand-
father in the same bed when we were little
kids, and they’d get up in the middle of the
night to go into the closet and pray at the
top of their voice. They would pray, call upon
the Lord for forgiveness, and mainly this was
their way of communicating to their families
what was wrong with them: “Oh, Lord, please
keep Jenny safe. Don’t let her do this or that.”
And, “Oh, don’t let Helen (my mother) say
such mean things to us. They don’t respect
their parents.” On and on at the top of their
voices. Sometimes the neighbors would com-
plain, and of course this horrified their
children, who were trying to be nice neigh-
bors and good upstanding American people.

But I admired them enormously. I
thought there was something kind of won-
derful about my grandparents, mainly because
they were helping me to work out some sense
of a rebellion that [ had: “These people can
get away with it. They can annoy everybody!”
[laughter] And all under the guise of godli-
ness, you see. So, they were a wonderful pair.

My grandfather would get me up in the
morning and send me to school when they
were living there, and he’d put some kind of

horrible Swedish soured-milk clabber (which
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“I admired them enormously.” Warren’s maternal
grandparents, the Finleys.

[ didn’t like at all) on my cornflakes and tell
me to eat it, and then he’d spit on his hands
and push my hair back and get me looking
good for school and send me off. [ remember
that he prayed. He'd stand in the door and
in a loud voice call upon God to see me safely
to school.

My grandmother would have long ses-
sions where she’d cry and shout when she was
praying. She was always weeping when she
was praying; when she really prayed seriously,
she wept. [ remember when [ was about four
or five years old, she was lying on a couch
having a nap, and [ was sitting opposite her.
She woke up very quickly and said, “Oh,
Varren, [ have been with Jesus.” And she told
me how she’d been on the lap of Jesus, and
he’d taken her hand and put it inside of his

breast on his beating heart. And then she
took it out, and Jesus had let her feel his heart.

And I said “Mama, you were there on the
couch sleeping.”

She looked at me. She said, “Varren, the
devil make you say that.” [laughter]

[ never forgot that wonderful moment in
which [ was stating what I saw to be reality.
In fact, when I'm doing fieldwork, when
people are telling me what some might think
to be outrageous things, incredible things, I
will remember my grandmother. She was just
asleep; she was just having a dream, and yet
she got very incensed if I said that she was
sleeping. So I always remember: be polite. You
don’t tell somebody that they were sleeping.
You just say, “Oh, that’s very interesting.
What else did you see?” But | was determined
that she was going to face the fact that she’d
been sleeping. And so she eventually just said
that the devil was in me and telling me to do
that.

Those are the things that | remember as
powerful myths on both sides of my family.
These are things that had some kind of deep
significance to me that remind me of what
Simon Ottenberg said, that anthropologists
(and, I suppose, a lot of other people) are
what they are because they’re in search of or
yearning for a lost ethnicity. In a way those
two strands are to me my connection with
an identity. I suppose we could use the old
tired term “roots”—the search for “roots,”
who you are. My immediate family moved so
much from the time [ was a little kid that my
brother and I really didn’t have that sense of
connection with a place. We did with a
family.

My mother was the youngest daughter in
my maternal grandparents’ family. When she
was about seventeen or eighteen, she met my
father. She was a very successful, ravishingly
beautiful, young Swedish girl. Made her own
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Warren’s mother Helen. “She was a very success-
ful, ravishingly beautiful, young Swedish girl.”

clothes. Always went out looking very spiffy
and slick. She was a beauty queen for the high
school at one point. When the war started,
World War I, she was elected queen of the
war bond parades that took place in Oakland.
There were pictures of her in the newspa-
pers, and she was very proud of this. She
aspired to be a dancer or an actress. She
wanted to get away; her two sisters didn’t.
But she was the one who wanted to get out.
She wanted to go around the country. Some
woman she had met was a dancer and had a
troupe and was going to take her to New York,
but my grandmother wouldn’t allow it, said
she was too young. She always said how ter-
rible that was, because she wanted to do it.
My mother met my father while in high
school. He had been at St. Mary’s, an early
Catholic high school, and she went to pub-
lic school—the Oakland Technical High

School. It’s still there. It was a monumental

and fabulously modern building in those days.
They considered it a wonderful high school.

So, he came from this devout Catholic
family and had been to a Catholic seminary.
They met, and he obviously became very
smitten with her. She had many admirers, and
that bothered him because he was a very
serious and somber young man. Because of
what he went through as a kid, he couldn’t
stand the idea that he had competition. She
knew him, but she wasn’t really that inter-
ested in him, and he used to come to her. In
modern terms, he was almost, I would sup-
pose, a stalker. He’d come hang around her
house, wouldn’t leave her alone. [laughter]
She was always complaining, and her sisters
and brothers used to tell him to go home and
leave her alone, but she finally began to go
with him.

My father was a son of Jose d’Azevedo,
who was the son of Joaquim, who lived in
Sacramento. Jose was sent to Cooper Medi-
cal College in San Francisco, which was a
new minimal medical school in those days
[acquired by Stanford University in 1902].
He got his degree in 1901 and started a prac-
tice in Oakland, California. Was a very
successful doctor, mainly to a Portuguese cli-
entele. A great many Portuguese had moved
into the area, and he was one of the major
doctors. Also, he was very advanced in a way,
regardless of what his training may have been.
(My father always wondered whether or not
my grandfather had had any real training.)
The doctors in those days were strangely pre-
pared, but they knew what they were
supposed to do.

My grandfather had very nice offices, first
on Eighth Street in Oakland and then out
on Lake Merritt in a large white house I'll
always remember. It looked like kind of a
southern mansion. That’s now torn down, but
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it overlooked the lake. And upstairs, above
the family quarters, was this rather elaborate,
early twentieth-century doctor’s office. My
brother and I used to sneak up there and look
around. In those days they had these light
boxes with hundreds of light bulbs inside and
a rheostat that could turn up the heat, and
you'd sit in there and sweat with your head
sticking out. We always wondered whether
or not somebody would get stuck in there
sometime and get cooked beautifully, baked.
In my grandfather’s office there was also
the first roentgen X-ray tube in the Bay Area.
He always wanted to get the new thing. In
fact, he could have been a wonderful charla-
tan these days, because he always wanted the
latest electrical equipment. Of course, that
attracted a clientele. They didn’t know how
to use the X-ray. My father was the assistant
when he was just a kid, fifteen, sixteen years
old, operating the X-ray machine. They
didn’t have proper shields, and that may be
why he became totally bald and probably a
little bit out of his mind when he was in his
seventies. [laughter] He would run the ma-
chine and make X-ray plates of people
who . . . lord knows what happened to them!
All of them were zapped by this very strong
roentgen tube. Later, when [ was in my teens,
[ got it after it had been discarded. I put it on
a stand, and it was always on my desk when I
was a kid, a recollection of my grandfather’s
office. The physicians in the family, includ-
ing my father, never treated their own family.
[ almost died of appendicitis one time, and
he just told me to go to bed . . . gave me an
aspirin. [laughter| No, that wasn’t the way.
My great-grandfather had a winery. In
those days that probably made him a very
well-to-do man for a while. Later he lost the
winery, and things went bad. But neverthe-
less, while all that was going on, he had
accumulated some money, which in those

days might have been just a few thousand
dollars, but it was enough for him to send his
children to college. Later, my grandfather and
his brothers became physicians. They ended
up in Sacramento or in Hayward, and my
grandfather in Oakland. Then my father also
went to Stanford. When my father went,
Stanford Medical School was quite a differ-
ent place from what it had been when it was
Cooper’s College and my grandfather was
attending. Cooper’s College had hardly been
a real medical school, but they issued diplo-
mas, so people’d go out and practice. My
father always clucked-clucked about what his
father knew, but Grandfather was a nice old
man.

My father really became his father’s fa-
ther; he really ran the family, his two sisters
and two brothers. (My grandfather was sort
of an easygoing guy who didn’t really get
things done and later became a problem be-
cause he lost a lot of his money. His wife, my
grandmother Amalia, spent it like water be-
cause she was a grand lady.) During the period
when my father was in his teens, he was in
charge of the family. That was about the point
when he met my mother. He was eighteen or
nineteen. He hung around her house a lot.
He was smitten, and they joked about him as
the guy they couldn’t get rid of. He was al-
ways there, standing out on the street waiting
for my mother and all that sort of thing. She
finally began to go with him, and thereby lies
a tale:

My father apparently became very amo-
rous one night when they were together in
the house alone and seduced my mother in
some way or another. How true these things
are, one never knows, but this is a story which
came down. Then all hell broke loose be-
tween these two families. Here was this poor
Swedish family on the one hand—these two
old peasants with a daughter who was preg-
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nant—and on the other hand, there was this
well-to-do physician’s family. This was never
talked about within my family. I only learned
about it by little asides and things that were
said inadvertently. Of course, kids wonder
about these things; when they hear some-
thing, they wonder about it. Finally, when
my mother was dying, she thought she was
confessing to me. | was a grown person at that
time, and | remember saying to her, “Helen,
for gosh sakes. That’s a wonderful story. I
don’t mind at all. I always suspected some-
thing like this had happened, and it happens
all the time. So what? I feel fine, you know.”
But I'm sure that in her very religious life,
and the struggle that she had, she saw this as
a very sinful part of her life—that she had
allowed this to happen. And, in a way, she
resented my father for having helped create
it. There was this tension. They got along
fairly well, but there were times when
you. ...
When my mother told her mother that
she was pregnant, or it became obvious (she
was two or three months along, I suppose), it
created a furor. My grandmother suddenly
became a very forthright Swedish peasant
woman and Lutheran Pentecost. She went
to visit my father’s mother, Amalia, this fine
lady with her laces and fine house, and said,
“Look what your son has done to my daugh-
ter!” It was a real serious problem. Of course,
this fine Catholic family, though they were
horrified, thought they had to do something
about it. So they invited my mother to live
with them, partly (my grandmother on my
father’s side was great at this) to hide it, cover
it all up and make it nice with a proper mar-
riage.

My mother had a miserable year or two
with my father’s people, because his oldest
sister was very jealous of her and wouldn’t
let her forget this and looked down upon her.

My father had three sisters. Two of them were
practically my age. When [ was fourteen and
fifteen, my Aunt Marie and Aunt Alice were
sixteen and seventeen. Then there was Molly,
the oldest one, who my mother had to cope
with during that period. And there was this
unspoken, but constant, feeling of, “We're
doing something for you. We're trying to be
tolerant of you and help you,” and all that.

So [ was born under those conditions, and
my mother had a nervous breakdown. Oh,
all these wonderful, marvelous, terrible things
that happen in families! She never, ever for-
gave that family. I was born in that house.
Well, Dr. Enos’s around the corner, I think—
Dr. Enos’s hospital. They took care of her.
They did things for her, but she was abso-
lutely miserable because of the atmosphere
in that house.

Now one of the side issues is that almost
the same kind of thing had happened earlier.
Amalia, my father’s grand dame mother
(whom I liked very much, but I don’t think I
could have ever lived around her) made life
miserable for her children, particularly her
son. She was constantly complaining about
her health. She lived longer than any of the
others, but she was “just going to die any day.”
Her heart . . . . Her husband died before her.

When my father was trying to develop a
practice of his own in Modesto, she would
call every day and complain. But she was also
very, very status oriented. She was the woman
from Candeleria and Pico who had lived in a
fine house, and she knew Bishop Nunes. He
became known as archbishop of the Indies
in Macao, China, and in India. And she knew
all these grand people there. Pico’s an island
in the Azores. It’s one of the biggest islands
across from Orta, the city on Faial, which is
another island just a little across the bay.

So she came to this country with the idea
she was going to live well, and her husband
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Warren’s parents, Helen and Joe d’Azevedo (front row, center) with Joe’s parents Jose (back left) and
Amalia (second from right). They are surrounded by Joe’s siblings.

was a physician now. She used to have fam-
ily dinners with twenty-five, thirty people,
with three wine glasses and fine plates and
lace tablecloths. One thing that I remember
about her, she wore corsets like in the 1900s.
They were very tight corsets, and she had a
big bustle and a very large bosom. She would
walk through the room telling her servants
what to do. She had one or two servants and
a cook then; she ran a grand house.

A few years before my troubled birth,
Grandmother Amalia had dealt with the
scandal of her wery favorite brother,
Guilherme Silveira da Gloria, who was a poet
and a priest, well known in Portugal and in
the Bay Area. He had written a number of
books of poems and was highly admired.
Well, he was in the church, but he had a
mistress that he had lived with for years, and
the mistress finally became pregnant. When
her pregnancy became obvious, my grand-

mother went a bit mad. She loved this man;
she loved her brother Guilherme. She was
just beside herself, so she forced this woman
to come into their house, and she put her in
a room and locked the door and kept her
there . . . fed her and all that, but she couldn’t
leave until she had the baby. [laughter] By
that time, she was able to make explanations.
But, of course, he was defrocked.

That is one of the stories that [ keep hear-
ing from Portuguese colleagues that I run into
who know something about California: “Oh,
yes, I know. He was defrocked. He was a
defrocked priest, wasn’t he?” My grandmother
had locked up his mistress so that the neigh-
bors wouldn’t know, and she did the same to
my mother. It happened, I think, before my
parents were married. I'm not sure. I never
met Guilherme but I have pictures of him,
and I know something about him. It’s another
one of those stories that became part of the
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myth. I didn’t know this when [ was very
young, but it became later part of the
mythology.

My mother, in a sense, was treated in the
same way—that she was a fallen woman and
the family had to be protected from any sto-
ries about it. So they arranged a very elaborate
wedding for my parents. My mother was,
when they got married, about four or five
months pregnant, so I was born two or three
months too early, something like that. [ al-
ways knew this. Very early, my brother and I
puzzled over the fact that my birth date and
their marriage date didn’t jibe, you see. My
brother, who always wanted to fix up history
and make it right, said: “Well, they just made
a mistake some place. I mean, you know.
We'll have to check on that.” Well, when I
finally told him what I had learned to be the
facts, he was absolutely stunned, because that
doesn’t happen. It just wasn’t the way it
should be for parents in those days. So that
was a profoundly important juncture between
those two families, and my brother and I lived
with it most of our lives.

While my parents were living, this un-
dercurrent of tension between the two
families remained. And I, in order to get some
kind of resolution of the thing, saw the fami-
lies as two wonderful stories, two wonderful
traditions that I was a part of that came to-
gether with this marvelous moment of an
illicit love affair. [laughter] You know? That
[ was a love child. Later in my teens I began
to put this together in a way. I made up the
tale that turned out to be true.

But those kinds of stories, with all of those
elaborations, are part of personal myths.
When one asks what causes one to eventu-
ally take a certain direction in life, I think
these things affect what you decide to do. I
always had this image first of the hard-work-

ing peasants, deeply religious or at least deeply
feeling people, who sacrificed a lot to bring
their families up, on the one hand, and who
lived kind of fabulously eccentric lives from
our point of view. And on the other hand,
the family of the people with a degree of
wealth and a sense of themselves as having
importance in the world. Their importance
was that they were the cream of local Portu-
guese society; yet, I can remember as a kid
being called a dirty wop on the street or a
“blond Portugee,” a blond wop and things like
that in the neighborhoods that we were in,
and fighting. Though I didn’t look like a for-
eigner, | was treated as one because of my
name.

One of the statements that you made earlier about
your maternal grandparents was, I thought, a
pretty telling statement about religion as sort of
an outlet for emotion.

[ just meant that they were highly emo-
tive. They were highly emotive people, and
their religion was their expression of that.
They had visions. They had states of mind
and euphorias and waiting for God to come
at any moment, or they would see Jesus Christ
on the cross. They believed that at any mo-
ment they would be whisked off to heaven
to visit with the eternals. You know, there
was that emotive excitement in their lives. It
was partly shared by their children, but their
children were withdrawing from it. Their
children were really more secular—intensely
religious, but in the American, the pallid
Protestant way.

Were you raised as a Catholic or as a Lutheran?

[ was part of the warfare. | was a pawn.
The d’Azevedos wanted me to be baptized as
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a Catholic and to be brought up as a Catholic.
And my maternal grandparents were abso-
lutely, lividly anti-papist, anti-Catholic:
“Those dirty Catholics.” They would have
none of that. Finally, [ was christened both
in a Lutheran church and in the Catholic
church in Oakland. So I had two consecra-
tions. I had again figured in the family feud.
[ think neither side knew what the other did.
Nobody said anything about it. As long as I
got baptized Catholic, I was OK by the
d’Azevedos. As long as I was christened,
saved, in the Protestant church, I was OK by
the Finleys. So there again, the two tradi-
tions, you know.

You spoke about the dream that your grandmother
had.

[ remember being impressed by it, deeply
impressed. And there was a period in my early
adolescence in which I became very religious
in a mystical sort of way—not in either of
those traditions, but a series of mystical ex-
periences and things. Going back to that . . .
the speaking in tongues. My grandmother
and grandfather, when my parents didn’t
know it, would take me to their holy-roller,
charismatic church in Oakland. I couldn’t
have been more than four, five years old. I
remember clearly my grandmother rolling in
the aisle and talking in this marvelously flu-
ent gibberish. And later on [ would think,
“She was so fluent in that language; why
couldn’t she be in either English or Swedish?”
The people were terribly impressed by her.
And she had her moment in the sun, her
moment of fame in her church.

My grandfather had great respect for that.
He sang and had a great voice. He thought
of himself as somebody who could have been
a great singer, and he used to sing hymns in a
loud voice, not only in the church, but at

home in the closet. And wake up the neigh-
bors.

[saac Karnley was my interpreter and as-
sociate in Liberia. On our first field trip, he
was a member of a little Christian group in
the village, and he would sing the same songs
that my grandfather used to sing. It was déja
vu all over again—way back in the 1950s.
Those things have their continuities.

To me my grandparents had dramatic
lives. I guess they weren’t very dramatic from
the inside, from the point of view of their
sons and daughters, who looked upon them
as just creating horrible scenes for them, and
difficult. They were Americanizing fervidly.
But I always looked upon these two old
people as a source of great excitement and
feeling. They made things happen; things
happened around them.

Well, there were other parts of the lore.
When I was six or seven, my father was go-
ing to school in Palo Alto, and we were very
poor. It was during the Depression, of course,
and that affected people like his parents.
Certainly, we had very little. My father had
finally decided to go to medical school; it was
a late decision on his part. I was born before
he decided to go back to medical school, so
he was a late starter like myself. | always made
that connection. [ was ten years behind my
colleagues in age and ten ahead of them in
experience, and so was my father, who went
back as a married man with children. That
was very difficult. He got a little help from
his father, but mostly he worked in the labs
and cleaned up the monkey and rat cages and
paid part of his tuition that way. We wouldn’t
have enough money to stay in the places we
were in. He had to move to something else.
So there was a constant moving around.

My grandparents were with us, my
mother’s people, in this four-room house . . .
little shingled house in Palo Alto. There was
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“This four-room house . . .
early 1920s.

little shingled house in Palo Alto.” Warren in front of the family home in the

only one little potbellied stove that heated
the whole house. In the wintertime it got very
cold, and we’d all get up in the morning and
stand around the potbellied stove. Well, there
was one day when the stove smoked: it
wouldn’t work. My father couldn’t start it,
and it turned out that all the metal pipes were
clogged. So he had to pull it apart, and he
was cussing. He had to get over to the uni-
versity, and he was in a terrible sweat, and
we were all standing around shivering. The
soot was coming out of the pipe, and my
mother laid newspapers around, and the soot
was piling up. Then he was trying to put the
pipes back together. He couldn’t make them
fit, and my grandmother was standing there
saying, “Joe, you must pray. Pray to God. Pray
to God.”

He was furious, “Oh, shut up Mama!”

Everyone would say, “Be quiet, Mama.”

So she started praying in her loud voice,
“Oh, Lord, come and help this poor man, this

poor son.” And while she was praying, it fit.
[laughter]

My mother, of course, was always very
much impressed by these things, but she
didn’t say anything. My father was just deeply
furious—nullified, not mollified. That is how
my grandmother and grandfather pulled their
weight. They did their thing. I didn’t believe
she had caused it; on the other hand, I had a
great admiration and respect for that mo-
ment.

We used to tell that story at family gath-
erings. Sometimes in family get-togethers
people would start reminiscing and telling
stories about the family, but nobody was re-
ally interested in a sense of the history of the
family. I didn’t know of any of my close rela-
tives who would tell me much about family
genealogy other than little bits and snatches.
They never all got together. Not both sides
of the family. The Swedish side of the family
had its own set, and the Portuguese side had
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its own. Very seldom do I remember them ever
even partly getting together, and it was un-
comfortable when it happened.

[ got most of my information about the
Portuguese side through my grandmother
Amalia. During my first couple of years at
Cal, I had this great urge to visit her in
Oakland and talk to her about the past. Oh,
she was a grand lady! She would crank up
her old Victrola and her old vinyl records and
play operas for me. Sit there as the grand
dame. And when I’d ask her about the past,
she loved to expand on it. She wrote me some
letters about family history, was one of the
few who talked about it. My father, now and
then, in rare moments, would mention some-
thing about his family. But he didn’t like to

talk about them. He really felt estranged from
them.

My great-grandfather died when I was
about four. | may have met him. My brother,
who knows everything, [laughter] says that
we used to go to Sacramento and visit the
distant members of the family. He was too
young to remember, but he says he was sure
that we had done that. So at the age of four,
or maybe five, I might have done that. I
vaguely recall meeting some of those people.
Later on, I met the others. Whether I saw
Joaquim or not, I don’t know, but I have a
vivid recollection of what he looked like,
because I have this photograph which I al-
ways used to think I resembled. He was a
weird-looking character.
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ELL, ONE of the earliest things
that [ remember when I was very
young, maybe three, four years

old, is seeing my father now and then put on
his World War I army clothes, his breeches
and boots, and his hat, and take my brother
and me out to the shooting range. And he
would target shoot with his pistol. And, I
remember my brother and I being very bored
by this, because he was so ... what would
you call it? He was mesmerized by some vi-
sion of himself as a soldier with his gun and
shooting. And he would sit sort of looking
down at the ground with his gun, while the
two of us sat next to him. And then he would
get up and take a few shots. We never really
understood what he was doing; however, he
looked kind of grand in that outfit.

And then, through my mother and
others, we learned that he had been recruited
into the army and had been on the UC cam-
pus in the barracks they had there during the
war. He was all ready to go abroad, to go to
Europe. Then the war ended. It wasn’t a dis-
appointment, but it certainly interrupted a
period in his life in which he’d gotten away

EArLY CHILDHOOD

from his family, as happens to a lot of young
people. He’d become somebody on his own;
and somebody quite different than they had
expected. I gathered he rather liked that life,
even though it was very difficult for him. He
had been a big shot in his own family, and
here he was a little guy. I think that experi-
ence of being among a lot of other kinds of
Americans was very important to him. He
was the Portugee, you know, and they would
joke and kid around. [laughter] Yet he was
well educated and handled himself well.

So, he had some friends. And then of
course, the real problem with my mother and
her pregnancy and my birth and their mar-
riage came right after that. So, here was a
guy who had just begun as an adolescent to
get a view of himself—and she, too. And the
two of them found themselves in the clutches
of a particular time: they were suddenly a fam-
ily. Coming from the kind of backgrounds
they had, they took that seriously. My mother
had what was called a nervous breakdown
and slowly recovered from that.

I would hear about the war during my
youth really in terms of my father’s involve-
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Clockwise from top: Joe, Helen, Donald, and
Warren d’Azevedo, mid-1920s.

ment in the army and the very strong anti-
war feeling that was developing after World
War [—the League of Nations and the rising
conscientious objector movement. That had
a very powerful effect on me. I just took that
for granted. I took for granted that war was
bad, and that I would never be in one. That
was just a given. It would never happen again.
That was the last World War, and we’d
learned how terrible it was. It would never
happen again.

[ remember later when my father was
going to medical school, part of his training
at Stanford, was to go out to the hospital for
disabled veterans on the edge of Palo Alto.
Now and then I would go with him, and here
were all these guys with limbs gone. And
some of them, you know, pretty mixed up
mentally. Part of his job was to come out there
and administer to them as a medical assis-

tant. And I remember feeling very bad, but
also I remember he never talked about it. We
lived in a family where my mother was the
big talker; she talked all the time. Drove us
all mad at times. She had a lot of ideas, and
she was very powerful and intelligent, beau-
tiful woman, but she just talked incessantly
and had a lot to say. My father had almost
nothing to say. [laughter] Even when he got
mad.

So I watched and learned to learn. I saw
his concern and his care of these old men,
all of them. And I remember feeling how ter-
rible it was that that had happened to them,
and so glad my father had escaped it. How
wonderful it was that it didn’t happen to him.
But he never talked about that. I just knew. I
remember one time when I was driving with
him in our old Model T Ford from Palo Alto
to see his parents in Oakland, and there was
a guy walking along the road near Dumbarton
Bridge in the dark. The lights shone on him.
The man stopped and stared. An awful look-
ing person with a disfigured face. And my
father stopped and knew him by name and
asked, “Where are you going? Get in and we’ll
go back home.” And the guy got in, and we
turned around and drove back to the veter-
ans hospital; this guy had been an inmate and
had gotten loose. That impressed me deeply,
that my father talked to him like a real per-
son, you know, talked to him with respect,
and helped him. So, little things like that.

As for the war, that’s what [ knew and
thought about it. It wasn’t until I was in my
teens that [ made the connection between
the development of fascism in Germany and
the obvious imminent development of the
second World War. Then [ began to reflect
upon the first World War and how my mother
had sold war bonds and all that during the
war. There had been a lot of patriotic feel-
ing. Flags—everybody had flags—but that
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diminished over time. They were too busy
doing other things. Their lives were involved
with getting by, getting jobs, my father get-
ting through school. That was a hard time.
The Depression hit us, too. My grandparents
would have starved to death had it not been
for their children who took care of them and
kept them in the family, because my grand-
father had no work anymore. He was an older
man, and my grandmother had illnesses that
required operations and all that. And so, their
kids were taking care of them. They were
dependents, which was very hard on them
and hard on the rest of the family, because
there was a real gap, a cultural gap between
the two generations. That was a period in
which people had had great expectations.
There was this great sense that the United
States, America, was moving on and improv-
ing. I remember my Uncle Raymond, a young
guy that I liked very much, and an Uncle
Arthur. All were people who were sure that
next year was going to be better, and they
were going to improve themselves. Some-
thing you don’t see today really; a tremendous
sense of security about the future.

Weell, there must have been a lot of investment
in talk in the value of education.

Oh, yes. You had to go to school. You had
to get an education. Oh, absolutely essential.
And if you didn’t, you’d just go downhill. For
example, [ was supposed to go into medicine
like my father, but I had a rocky relationship
with him. Sometimes, deep antagonism. [ was
the oldest son, and I was expected to maybe
follow along. Later, my brother filled that
expectation, but he had a tough time of it. I
took a lot of pre-med work in high school
and junior college, and I was preparing for
that, but I slowly realized it wasn’t for me. I
didn’t want it. [ admired it and all that, and

in a way, I felt for a long time that I should
have. But I couldn’t. It wasn’t my world.

Well, I get the idea from your memories about
childhood that it was a very diverse environment.

Yes, it was a crucible of ethnic and reli-
gious diversity and personalities of vastly
different types. All impinging on one an-
other, even within each side of the family.
On the Swedish side, it was a wild and wooly
bunch with three very powerful daughters,
matriarchs really, always struggling to make
their mother into an American. [laughter]
Never, never, in a million years could they
have ever molded her into anything more
than what she was. And yet, they always
tried. And they themselves presenting them-
selves always as some upwardly mobile
people, and always bickering. Deep, family
struggles going on all the time, deep jealou-
sies, resentments about what was said. And,
when the telephone began to be a part of
their lives, the argument was going on day
and night between the daughters to and from
Oakland, Palo Alto, San Francisco, Alameda,
then later Modesto. Then on the other side,
there were problems [ would say were gothic.
[t was a highly charged, Portuguese, Catho-
lic extended family with all the melodrama
that can mean. They were each loud and
emotive in their own ways. There was a lot
of weeping and wailing and constant mourn-
ing, mourning over something.

My grandmother, Amalia, would weep
about music. She would sit and play these
records for me, as I remember, opera. Then
she would weep, and then she would tell me
the story of the opera. Then she would read
from her relative, Guilherme da Gloria’s,
poetry in Portuguese and then translate for
me and weep some more. But she wept with
great style. I mean, she always had a lace



22 WARREN D’AZEVEDO

handkerchief. [laughter] You know, to catch
the tears. And she would control herself, very
obviously controlling herself, because her
feelings were so great that she didn’t want
them to bother me. But she wanted to bother
me. And then she would weep when she was
talking about the family, about poor Alice,
poor this person, poor that person. And when
she would talk about my father, you know,
“Poor Jose, he works so hard.” And then she’d
weep some more. But, her weeping was grace-
ful and well planned. It was part of her
persona.

Were you a good student as a little guy?

Oh, off and on. When I was good, I was
very very good; and when I was bad, I was
very very bad. [laughter] Depending on what
school I was going to. In Palo Alto, when my
father was going to school, we started school
on the same day. We have a picture of my
father dressed with a coat and tie ready to go
to his first day in pre-med at Stanford, and I
was standing by him with clean shirt and
shorts. The title of the picture was First Day
of School.

And what about your brother?

My brother was too young. That was one
of his problems. Donald was always in the
background, but he was there watching. He
remembers more than I do, in great detail.
He had to remember. That was a life-saving
device on his part. But, I went off to school.
[ did all right, excepting that I was in trouble
all the time. I would get in fights.

Weell, is this where you got called the blond wop?

Let’s see.  was six years old I guess in Palo
Alto. But that’s when I was four or five. We

were living in Oakland, out in the Rock
Ridge area, when my father was working at a
bank, before he decided to go back to medi-
cal school. He put in a couple years at
banking. He didn’t want to go into medicine
at that point, and he got more and more up-
set with what he was doing. My mother
helped him decide to go back to medical
school. So, it was while we were living in a
rather nice neighborhood, as I remember,
with a yard and all that sort of thing. I think
[ know why I was called a dirty wop. Our
name, of course, but also because my Swedish
grandfather, Poppa, would send me out in the
street with a dust pan and a shovel to pick up
the horse manure, because in those days they
had horse-drawn carriages. You know, the
garbage men and others. And I had to pick
up the horse manure to bring back for his
vegetable garden.

And people would see that and make fun
of us. And I'd say: “Poppa, I don’t want to do
that.”

But he’d say: “Now, boy, you must do it.
We have to have this.” I'd get a lecture and
have to go do it. So, I was the dirty wop, or
whatever. That was only for a short time, but
[ remember it very clearly, though I didn’t
understand what was being said. I was just
thinking someone was making fun of me or
didn’t like me. I don’t remember that being
an issue later until I got to high school.

But now I'll get back to Palo Alto. I wasn’t
a good student there. As I remember I was
having fun and feeling rambunctious. I would
get into fights. I'm trying to think what I
fought about, and I'm not sure. There was
this teacher, I would be put under her desk a
lot. I was disrupting class for some reason. I
don’t know what I was doing. The teacher
would put kids who disrupted under her desk,
and you had to stay there. It was like being
in the corner, you know. And then I used to
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reach up in the back of her desk and steal
the things out of drawers that she had taken
away from kids, including some that she had
taken away from me. [ don’t know what they
were—marbles and things of that kind—and
[ would put them in my pocket, and I'd give
them back when I was out in the yard. I felt
like Robin Hood. [laughter]

And then I was in trouble, because on
the way home from school, I would go down
to the brook. There was a brook through the
area where my school was. It’s still there.
There’s a lot of housing on it now, but it was
a kind of wild area going through town—
maybe Palo Alto Creek or something—and
[ loved it. There were polliwogs and minnows,
and all kinds of strange people were camping
there. It was the beginning of the Depres-
sion. Later on in Modesto, the same thing
was going on in a place called Beard Brook. I
was fascinated. I would go and sit and watch
these people cooking with their families. I
wanted to get to know the kids that they had,
but [ was afraid because they were so shy. And
[ didn’t know them. But I would always go
down there on my way home from school. |
would wander down this creek in Palo Alto,
sometimes with my brother or with some
other kid from school. Each time they caught
me doing it, I'd get a whipping from my
father. Probably for a good reason, because
there were stories of trouble, you know, in
the area. These were called “tramps,” yet
some were whole families living there.

[ must have talked my brother into go-
ing, and we found some floating logs, and we
tied them together and made a raft. And we
floated down this stream. My brother, of
course, all during his early life, was a tattle
tale. He told my folks, and of course, I got
the whipping. I was the oldest one. I had
brought him down there. Why did I go? Well,

[ was fascinated by people who lived in strange

ways. | remember thinking about it all the
time. [ watched them. I was fascinated by the
fact that they were so different.

Were you old enough? I mean, was the Depres-
sion something that people talked about, or was
it just a fact of life?

Let’s see. | remember Herbert Hoover. We
used to laugh about a chicken in every pot
and a car in every garage. It was his slogan.
We had jokes about this sort of thing. There
were tramps coming to our house all the time,
looking for food, literally hungry. And I re-
member my mother always there, not only
in Palo Alto, but even when we had very
little she always gave something. Sometimes
she would complain when they left. But in
the tradition of her family, like her mother
and father, she never ever turned anybody
away from the door. And at their church, they
even brought indigent people home from the
church to live in their house and fed them.
So that tradition stuck with her. She always
had to give to them. It was only later in her
life that she became cynical about hand outs
and things of that kind.

But [ remember that very clearly. There
were lots, sometimes two or three a day, com-
ing to the door willing to work. “Is there
something we can do?” Do it for anything—
for a cup of coffee and a sandwich, anything,
anything. So, yes. There was a lot of talk
about the Depression. The folks didn’t fol-
low the news. We didn’t even have a radio as
[ remember, but the word was that everything
was very bad. And my father was desperately
off many times, paying the rent. They would
pay twenty-five dollars a month for this
house. Well, we didn’t have that half the
time. [ remember one thing that we wanted
more than anything—my brother and [—was
roast chicken from the roadhouse outside of
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Palo Alto. We had gone by there once and
had smelled and seen those roast chickens
on the spits. And one time, my father, when
he had passed an exam at school, felt very
good, and he went out with a buck and a half
or something and brought home one of those
chickens. To us, we were living in splendor.

When my grandfather was there, we ate
well. He’d go down to the railroad tracks. He
would scavenge with a sack and with my little
wagon, you know. I'd go down with him and
sometimes Donald. We’d go down to the
tracks, where the produce was being unloaded
or loaded, and stuff would fall on the ground.
He’d come back with fruit and vegetables. He
did the same thing when we were down in
the Bay Area. He’d go down to the docks and
get fish. He’d come home with sacks of her-
ring. | remember eating herring for days. So,
the Depression was survived. It was very com-
mon. We didn’t think of it as anything
strange, because so many people we knew
were doing the same thing. Everybody was
frugal and careful.

But the people along the brook were dif-
ferent in the sense that they were living there
in little lean-to’s, and they were living in a
much worse way than us. They were also from
elsewhere. A lot of them might have been
part of the early movement of people out of
the Midwest. These were migrant laborers.

KATHLEEN D’AZEVEDO [Kd]: They
were called Okies and Arkies.

Yes. It was in the 1930s. Later in Modesto
that’s where there were thousands of them
coming through. But [ never remember see-
ing a black person when I was a kid. I don’t
recall ever seeing a black person or even hav-
ing it talked about very much.

Kd: There weren’t any.

[ doubt that there were, and if there were,
people didn’t pay any attention to them.

Kd: There was one black family in
Alameda. That was all.

Yes, and there was one in my school in

Modesto.

So, when did you become a good student? When's
the first time?

Oh, not in that school in Palo Alto! I
had a heck of a time there. I was always car-
rying notes home to family. My mother had
to go up a couple of times to talk me out of
trouble. I broke some kid’s glasses, | remem-
ber, and she was terribly worried that we’d
have to pay for them, because we didn’t have
the money. | managed to claim that he had
started it. [laughter] I don’t know who started,
but I doubt I started it. I didn’t really pick
fights, but when things got to a point, I al-
ways fought. That was partly my folks doing,
because they used to tell us: “Don’t ever let
anybody put anything over on you.”

[ remember them watching me one time
when a neighborhood kid in Palo Alto had
tried to fight with me out in the lot next to
the house. [ sort of fended him off and came
back to the house. But they sent me back out
to fight. [ was ready to fight if I had to. So, |
got in a lot of trouble that way. I don’t re-
member what my grades were. They must
have been abysmal. I didn’t really have any
interests of any kind at that school. I just re-
member [ liked being able to give out the
stuff that I stole from the teacher back to the
kids, and being a big shot. I liked that.

And I liked that creek. [ loved that creek.
That was another world to me—polliwogs
and strange people and all that. But then we
went to Alameda. I guess that was after Joe,
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my father, got through school, and he was
helping his father for that couple of years
while we were in Alameda. I was about seven
or eight. And I went to Mastick school. Much
later I learned that Kathleen had been going
to a school nearby. Alameda was our con-
nection. [ liked that school. I liked the
teachers, and I became a star student. I put
on plays. [ made sets for little shows that we’d
have at the school. My grades were excel-
lent. I was looked upon as a genius, because |
had done well in some kind of IQ test. I was
somebody.

[ remember a teacher who used to give us
fire drills and make us hold hands. None of
us liked that. We had to hold hands with girls,
protect the girls. And, there was one girl there
who I wanted to hold hands with, but she
was always with somebody else. Everybody
felt that way. All the boys would complain.
They didn’t want to hold a girl’s hand. And
then the teacher made us dance. She was a
weird teacher. She had a little Scottish dance
that we had to do for exercise. And then we'd
climb up the fire escapes and go back to class.

There was another teacher who had the
art class. I loved it. She had a section of her
class where we drew. We had to bring things
to draw every day. Leaves. | was wonderful at
drawing leaves. I could draw the most mag-
nificent branch of leaves. [ would pick them
on the way to school. I loved that class. Oh,
and poetry, she had us write poetry. But, she
was the one that [ had a real fight with. She
accused me of plagiarism, that this poem
couldn’t be mine. I had a poem called
“Kiting” or something like that. [ had gotten
the idea of the thyme from that guy who used
to write popular poems. Oh, Eugene Fields, a
well-known name at the time. Doggerel stuff.
[ liked the rhyme, and I wrote my own poem
in the same style. I was very angry at her,

because I liked her. And I said, “You show

me where any poem like this has been writ-
ten before.”

She said: “Well, maybe you did do it.”
And after that, [ felt very proud of myself,
because I did do it.

And also, you stood up for yourself.

Well, I did in those days, but not always.
There were times when I got beaten up and
felt like a loser and all that. But, no, gener-
ally no.

Do you think the poetic style of this old relative,
Guilherme influenced you?

No, because I don’t think at that time I
knew much about him. [t was later that I
knew about him. But my mother and my
uncle Raymond, they admired that sort of
thing. And of course, Amalia, my father’s
mother, poetry was a part of her bloodstream.
Bad poetry as well as good poetry. Oh, and
Edith, my Aunt Edith. She used to write

songs.

Kd: I think that was a rather common
thing. There was much more home entertain-
ment. There was no television. There was not
even radio.

And Edith would write songs. She even
had one semi-published. She’d write love
songs, and she would sing them and just drive
everybody mad at family gatherings and play
the piano in her off-key way. So, there was a
place for it. But that teacher exposed us to
many things, and | remember liking that.

So, that was Alameda. That’s where [ met
the Mollers and Clyde, a friend of mine next
door. He and I and Donald used to do all
kinds of wild things together. His father was
an old seaman, a sea captain, and later I
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worked on his little yacht. They were Danish,
German and Danish. But I was still a wop, at
times.

The wops, I thought, were Italians.

Many people didn’t distinguish between
a Portuguese, an Italian, or a Spaniard. They
were all just wops. Later on there was more
vernacular distinction between them.
Portugee or Portugoose! I was even a Portugee
in Africa.

Well, let’s see, we're now in Alameda, and
there were the Mollers. That friendship went
on for a few years. We used to see Clyde. He
would come to visit us in Modesto, later.
Then when [ was going to Cal, the Mollers
had a little boat, a yacht, a small one—thirty
or forty footer. And they asked me to help
them, and I'd work on the yacht. We’d go to
the local regattas on San Francisco Bay and
sometimes out to the Farallons. It was great.
But Carl Moller was a very hard-bitten, Ger-
manic, authoritarian type. I was a little afraid
of him, because he was terribly severe. He
tried to whip me into shape on his ship. And
Ida Moller, she used to make wonderful
Danish or German sandwiches. I was always
hungry in those days. She used to make five
or six of them for me, and I just stuffed my-
self with those sandwiches. I enjoyed that,
and I learned something about sailing.

My father was helping my grandfather at
that point. My grandfather was failing, and
my father was trying to help him carry on his
practice. At the same time, he was continu-
ing his work as a student. Anyway, he had a
microscope. My brother and [ lived in a porch
at the end of this little tiny house, a very old
house. And there was a room on this side of
it, and my father had his study there. A small
little room with a table and his microscope.
When he was gone, my brother and I spent

hours upon hours there. We’d learned to
make slides. I was absolutely enthralled. I
could spend hours with that microscope. And
drops of water. [ used to categorize them, dif-
ferent kinds of water from different places,
and leaves and bugs and wings of insects and
on and on and on. I recall that being one of
my most pleasant times. And now and then,
my father would actually deign to tell us
something about it.

Don and [ would do that together pretty
much. We also stamp collected. We were
great stamp collectors, especially Don. We
scavenged stamps from various people and
places. My brother still has it. He gave it to
his daughter. We had a rather extensive stamp
collection.

You know, we really didn’t have many
friends. We were always in new neighbor-
hoods. Well, there was our friend Clyde
Moller in Alameda. He used to come in, and
we would show him the wonders of the mi-
croscope. We used to enjoy lording it over
him, saying, “Look what we have here. Now,
look into here Clyde, and you will see . . ..”
You know, that kind of stuff. [laughter]

And then he and [ and Donald had a
gang. We were fighting with a gang a block
or two away, and we used to lure them into
our yard while we were up into the large tree
with paper bags full of ashes from the fires in
the stove. We’d wait up in our roost in this
big tree in the backyard. We told these guys
to come over to make a treaty, and then we
dropped the bags on them. The whole neigh-
borhood would be full of ash dust.

And then there was a strange, crazy lady
who lived up at the corner, whose house was
a place of mystery. It was really a wonderfully
mysterious, gloomy, four-story old Alameda
Victorian. She lived all alone with a stuffed
monkey that had been her pet, and she used
to bring us in, and the monkey would be sit-
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ting in a chair, stuffed with a cap on its head
and pants and shirt. And she would talk to it
and tell us about it. It had a name and all
that. Of course, we were transfixed by her.

Then across the street there was a house
that had been abandoned. It had a lot of milk
bottles in the back. I remember we loaded
our carts with all these milk bottles and got
one cent a piece for them. We felt so guilty.
We had done something terribly bad. Here’s
part of that ethic, that Protestant ethic, what-
ever it was that we got. I couldn’t go to sleep
that night. We had gotten fifty cents for fifty
bottles. We’d stolen this. We shouldn’t have
done it and all that. It was one of the few
memories [ have of my father as a kindly man.
I called him in, and he comforted me and
told me it was all right, that he would take
care of it in the morning. Go to sleep, he
said. And [ had this wonderful sense of re-
lease from sin. Of course, he was a Catholic.
He didn’t know what sin was. Only my
Swedish grandparents knew what sin was.
[laughter] But I remember that great relief that
all was right.

And the next day, he just told me, “Well,
you take the money and go up and try to find
the people there. If there’s nobody there, then
it’s all right. They were going to get rid of it
anyway. But if they are there, you tell them
here’s the money you got. You do that for two
or three days. If they’re still not there, forget
it. [t’s all right.” Oh, what relief. | had a sense
that the world, the sky had lifted, you see.

But then we didn’t know what to do with
the money. We bought bubble gum, and then
we felt a little guilty about having so much
bubble gum. I must have had a bag full. We
buried it in the ground in a tin box. The idea
was that it was our treasure. You know, the
wonderful things kids do.

There were a lot of crazy people in the
neighborhood, mainly crazy old ladies. There

was one across the street who used to throw
things out of her window at us. She was the
rich lady. She was very rich, and she’d open
her window and scream and throw things at
us, and we loved her. Oh, and she had a bear
skin in her backyard, a big old moldy bear
skin. Obviously they must have had a very
fancy house with bear skins, stuffed bears, and
all. And we used to go out and sit on the
bear skin. Then she’d open the door. “Get
off my bear skin!” Then she’d throw out
bottles and all kinds of things at us and scream
and yell. She was a very old lady. We adored
her.

We had a landlady living next door. Ev-
eryone thought she was also crazy. She had
an electric car, and she’d get in her electric
car and go buzzing about with barking dogs
behind. Now and then, she’d have great fits,
particularly when we’d drop ashes from our
backyard tree and it would blow all over her
yard. And she’d come out and scream at us.
We loved people who screamed at us. They
were the best.

You said that you’d been christened or baptized
both Catholic and Lutheran, but were you going
to church at all?

My grandparents used to insist that we
go to church when they were around, and
we’d go to their church. But my parents were
uncomfortable about it because theirs was a
wild and wooly holy roller church, and I re-
member feeling kind of strange about it, too,
as | got older. My father had become quite
secularized and withdrawn partly from his
family, yet he still saw them. Although he
became a non-Catholic, he was somewhat
religious and sort of gravitated toward my
mother’s Protestantism, and my grand-
parents’. He had a lot of respect for my
mother’s parents. Now and then she could
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drag him to church on a Sunday, but usually
he was too busy, wanted to be too busy. She
would go, but mostly she’d send us alone to
Sunday school. So, we went to Sunday
school, which I used to hate but sometimes
enjoyed if there were interesting people and
if they were doing something interesting. Like
in Modesto, I led a Sunday school class. |
didn’t know what I was doing, but I led the
class. And we put on plays to dramatize sec-

tions of the Bible, and I was the director and
all that, so I had a role. And there were some
interesting kids there. Yes, Sunday school was
a kind of social thing. My mother seldom
went. Both of them were estranged from their
past and their families and yet were very reli-
gious in their own ways, their own mystical
ways. | can go into that later. It had an effect

on what I did.
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ALKING ABOUT estrangement

I within the family, part of which was

expressed in religious views. In a way,
that conflict, that intra-family conflict, was
something that had a deeper effect upon me
than [ would ordinarily realize. The problem,
actually, was that my father, because of the
trauma that he and my mother went through
with his family and her family over their
marriage and the conditions under which it
happened, withdrew from the orientation of
his family, particularly with regard to
Catholicism.

He developed into a kind of agnostic. Part
of that had to do with the fact that he was in
medical school and working very hard. I re-
member him studying all night with the light
on in the other room, while my brother and
[ slept in the porch next to him. And I re-
member him being gone most of the time to
school. I think the experience of medical
school was to him a secularizing experience,
but at the same time, he was surrounded by
my mother’s family. He had her parents liv-
ing with us, and they were of course
fundamentalists and prayed constantly and
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interpreted everything in highly charged re-
ligious terms. I think, he found a kind of
refuge in my mother’s family. It separated him
from his own, though he kept contact with
them, close contact.

And my mother having been the rebel-
lious young woman in her family, and having
been involved in the scandal of my birth, and
having what she considered to be the terrible,
humiliating experience with my father’s fam-
ily and her so-called nervous breakdown
when she withdrew for almost a year and lost
much weight . ... They thought she was
going to die. She was just miserable.

By the time [ was grown up slightly, and |
and my brother were five or six years old, she
had built some kind of personal boundary
between herself and that world. She was very
religious and respected the views of her
mother and father, but, at the same time, felt
she was an American in a fast developing
world. She felt restricted by her immigrant
family and yearned to move out into the
world and tackle new problems.

She read a great deal. I remember she had
a shelf of Harvard Classics, and she would
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read things that she didn’t understand, but
she felt she should. She wanted to know
about Aristotle and Horace and Plato, and
she would now and then talk about it with
us. She had this aura about her of somebody
who wanted to learn, who wanted to get out
in the world. But there was also a sense of
lost opportunity. She had wanted to be a
dancer; she had wanted to travel; she had
wanted to do a lot of things, but marriage
and children had tied her down. So, there
was always around her a shadow of disillu-
sion and resentment about her life.

Nevertheless, she was loyal to my father.
She encouraged him to go back to school.
She had encouraged him to do things that
were very difficult for them both, and I think
he looked to her for a kind of strength and
leadership which he may not have had him-
self. That was a very rough period. It was
during the 1920s, the beginning of the
Depression. They were extremely poor. His
parents no longer had the kind of funds that
they had once had, so that he got very little
help from them. And that’s when I remem-
ber him working all night in the labs taking
care of the monkey and the rat cages. And
sometimes I'd go along with him for part of
the night.

[ remember making friends with an old
rhesus monkey that would come to the side
of the cage, bang, shake the wire and scream
at me when I'd come in and then go off in
the corner and look at me. And little by little,
[ got so that I could go to the cage and talk
to him, and he would come up and sit by me.
One time I brought him a mirror, a little tiny
mirror. [t drove him absolutely wild. He’d run
all around the cage. Now and then he’d look
at himself and then turn somersaults and
come running around again and then throw
it out at me. Little by little, he and I devel-
oped a very strange relationship. I remember

this because it was like later relationships
with certain people. [laughter] It took a long
time, but I had this sense of success. I was
about seven, I guess. I had this feeling of great
success that I could go there, and we would
recognize each other, and there would be a
kind of communication between us.

I remember one time, I had the mirror
out, and he reached out for it. And he took
it, hid it under some straw at the other end
of the cage. He kept it, so I realized that I
had made a conquest, and he and I were
friends. My father cleaned cages, and some-
times it would take him all night. But I'd only
stay a couple of hours. We had to walk
through this eucalyptus grove, a sort of for-
est, that was around Stanford at that time, to
our little house across the railroad tracks.
Sometimes | would walk home alone, and |
remember this feeling of having done some-
thing important.

My father would try to make connections
with his kids. He had a hard time. He didn’t
know how. He really wasn’t very outgoing on
that level—in fact, on any level when I come
to think of it. He wasn’t outgoing with my
mother, and she was always trying to provoke
him into some kind of reaction to things. And
now and then, she would succeed, but it
would just make him uncomfortable. He was
very much an introvert on that level. He had
male colleagues at school and at work. He
had people that he knew, and now and then
they would drop over. He was much more
lively with them than he was with the fam-
ily. There was a kind of reticence when he
was within the family. So, there was this
aspect of him that I remember cleaning the
rat cages; I'd help him with that. There must
have been thousands of rats, white rats. We
even had some in our garage at home. And |
remember the horrible time when we came
back in our little Tin Lizzy and opened our
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garage door and the lights shone in. And this
female rat ate the heads off all of her babies,
because she was frightened. Here were all of
these baby rats, just born, with their heads
severed. And my father calmly just says,
“Well that’s what they do when they're
scared.”

And I thought, “Well, why do we have
them in the garage?” We had rabbits that also
came from the labs. We had a rabbit cage.
My brother and I took care of them. Those
things were very important to us.

[ remember one time my father, in his
strange way, thought that he was introduc-
ing me to the practice of medicine just as he
was beginning to become one of the main
students in the medical school. He took me
into the rooms where they had all of these
cadavers. | remember steeling myself and feel-
ing, “Why am I here? What is all of this?”
All of those bodies lying around partly carved
up. And then he went over to a ceramic tub,
took the lid off, reached in and pulled up a
head, a man’s head. The skull had been
carved like a basket. You could lift it up. And
here was this smashed face of a very ugly look-
ing human being. I just stood there, and |
tried to be calm, because I didn’t want him
to know I was afraid.

[ always wondered about that, what it
meant to him. I connected it in a way with
early medical school, the stories told some-
times when some of his friends were over.
They would talk about other colleagues and
students, medical students, and talk about the
way that they had hazed a couple of young
women medical students. Once they had
hazed one—it was a hilarious story to them—
by taking a hand off of one of the cadavers
and putting it in her bed. So when she went
to bed, she felt this thing up against her and
looked and became hysterical. Now as I heard
the story, I thought I would be hysterical. It

was a horrible thing to do to somebody. It
sounded so cruel, and I sympathized with
these women who were trying to become
medical people. And these men were trying
to scare them, haze them, with a lot of sexual
innuendo, too. You know, things that would
frighten or upset a woman or a kid. It is a
wonder that any woman got through
Stanford Medical School under those con-
ditions. It happened at other medical schools.

[ suppose my father thought he was arous-
ing in me an interest, an excitement about
medicine, but you know, I thought, “I don’t
want that. [ don’t want to be involved with
that kind of world.” Yet that was very early.
[t took me many years to really decide that
that was the case. But this was one aspect of
my father’s life. There was also the great per-
sonal struggle he had with regard to
philosophy and religion. He tolerated my
mother’s people and their religion as well as
my mother’s much more rarefied philosophi-
cal, spiritual view of the world. She wasn’t a
fundamentalist in the same way that her par-
ents were, but an extremely, | suppose,
spiritualized Christian, philosophical Chris-
tian. He had sort of gone along with that.
They used to read Harry Emerson Fosdick, a
popular Christian revisionist who wrote up-
lifting, mind-improving books from a
Christian point of view. They read those
things together. A few years later when I was
in my early teens, my answer to that was to
read Robert Ingersoll, who was this great
atheist who was looked upon as the devil by
many Christians. I found him in a library, and
[ read avidly his whole collected works. That
was my break with all that.

My mother, through all this, always had
a kind of sense of herself as an outlaw, as
somebody who believed she had been re-
jected by my father’s family though she wasn’t
really. And because she wasn’t able to get into
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it [the family], she used to say, “I'm not an
in-law, I’'m an outlaw.” Then in her own fam-
ily, because she had always been a kind of
adventuresome person, she had been called
a bad girl when she was younger. She was the
one who was going to get into trouble. And
she did, with my father. So, she felt herself as
somebody who had made deep mistakes, who
had been vilified by people around her, and
she tried to rise above that. She used to al-
ways make sure she dressed well. She made
her own clothes, and during the 1920s, I re-
member, she used to go out in a kind of flapper
garb, you know. She always looked well, and
people always complimented her. That was
important to her. She was quite beautiful
actually, and she was trying very hard to
achieve a kind of status on her own and to
be the kind of person my father needed for
his coming career. So, the conflict was often
expressed in terms of philosophy and religion,
though they didn’t argue about it at all. My
brother was a very perceptive, bright, young
kid even when he was five or six years old,
and we used to have long talks about the
family. And later on, this would happen a
lot. We would lie around in bed and talk for
hours about different people in the family,
and we would analyze them—what their
foibles were, and why they did this, and why
they did that. We were quite aware of this
problem between our parents that really re-
flected the two sides of the family in a way.
These two people were in the crucible of
that cognitive dissonance between these two
families and their divergent orientations to
the world. My father’s withdrawal from
Catholicism had made my mother more of
an anathema to his family, though they
treated her well. They didn’t treat her badly,
but she felt everything was a slight. She had
become paranoid about them. [ remember my
brother and I talking about how terrible it

was that all she could talk about was this ter-
rible humiliation that she had gone through.
She talked incessantly about it. It was a kind
of an idée fixe with her. The more I think
about it, the more real it becomes that there
was this early, very early discord in our lives.

My brother handled it differently than I
did; in fact, he accommodated it more. He
was younger, and he had a hard time when
he was very young, because he was always the
one who was crying, always the one in the
way. | was always the one that was out doing
things, and he was the one who tagged along.
Everybody was complaining about him, be-
cause he just didn’t do anything right. But as
he got older, he was able to cope with them
and deal with them more directly than [ was.
[ became more and more rebellious about my
family. He never rebelled. Later he did—
much later, in his late teens and in his
marriage—but that was much later. He had
a wonderful mind. Right now to this day, I
call him when I want to remember something
accurately that happened. He has a calendric
mind. I mean, he can remember dates, times
and names and places, things that just escape
me most of the time.

[ used to argue a lot with my family. I
didn’t argue much with my father because he
was non-responsive. He would just grunt.
Well, sometimes he would get angry. He
would argue a bit, but he was a Jesuitical ar-
guer. [ always felt totally at a loss when I had
even ordinary discussions with my dad, be-
cause he would go around and around in a
most convoluted way and end up, in his mind,
winning the argument, when really he had
said nothing. [laughter] And I used to be so
frustrated. Once you’d get him started, you'd
get this speech from him, a monologue.
When I look back, it was utter nonsense. It
sounded pontifical. [ was aware of that when
[ was young, when [ was ten or twelve, and
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in my teens, feeling it was hopeless to get into
discussions with him about religion, about
philosophy. He would always become very
pompous and sonorous. He would hold forth,
and when he was through, I still hadn’t the
slightest idea what he’d said. [laughter]

[ think a lot of people get impatient with
that. I think that’s part of the business of go-
ing on, is that you become impatient with
bullshit. But, his wasn’t merely bullshit. He
meant it. He didn’t know he was afraid of
committing himself to an idea, so he would
go around and around and around. If he felt
that you were wrong, and often he did and
he wanted to correct you, he didn’t know how
to do it directly. He had to do it in this most
indirect, convoluted sort of a way, where
you'd get lost. You didn’t know what he really
believed. So, I didn’t have much of a direct
connection with him. Yet when [ was twelve
or so I created a kind of idealized version of
him in my mind, particularly as a doctor, as a
man who helped people and who really did
commit his time and energy to his profession
in a way that few doctors do. He was a rural
physician and surgeon later on, and he spent
a tremendous amount of time with his pa-
tients. But he neglected that aspect of his life
with his family.

[t was always confusing and mysterious
to me, because | was never sure where I stood
with my father. I don’t think he was sure
where anybody stood with him. He had
trouble with his two brothers, because he was
the oldest and he had to deal with them al-
most as a father. He had to correct them and
admonish them, and I suppose he felt that
they were losers. They weren’t. Well, one of
them was, turned out to be a ne’er-do-well;
nice guy, though, Virgil. And then his other
brother, Alfred, whom my father, again,
looked down on like he would a younger
brother who was never doing things right.

Alfred, when I was very young, was a star
football player at the University of
California—Azevedo or “Aze” as he was
called, the famous Portuguese football player.
Later he became very important in the San
Francisco school system and in the Demo-
cratic Party, but my father never gave him
credit for that, always looked upon it some-
how or other as a fluke. He also had a program
on TV. My father couldn’t stand that. It just
made him furious to listen to Alfred hold
court. Yet my father, himself, whenever he
had a chance to speak, they’d give him fif-
teen minutes and he would be there two
hours. He loved expounding, but he couldn’t
stand his brother doing it, because his brother
could not possibly know anything.

[ think he felt that way about both of his
children too, that they were just not coming
along the way they should. He didn’t under-
stand anything about the development of
children. [laughter] And the way he handled
it was by just withdrawing, or now and then
having a kind of a rage. Seldom did he ever
spank us, and then only when my mother
insisted on it if we had done something
wrong. He just wanted to leave us alone. We
were to grow somehow like weeds in the field.
And yet, because children do, I remember
idealizing him, his work and his career and
his determination, his hard work. And as kids
do, if they've got a chance, they seek the
heroic in parents. My mother helped in this.
She helped create a myth about him. She
wanted us to admire him and to be loyal to
him, and she would sometimes try to explain
his behavior to us. But at the same time, in
the same breath, or at another time, she
would be in an absolute state of desperation.
She’d have tears and hysterical rages over the
fact that he was so difficult to get along with,
because he was so silent; and he was gone so
much, and he didn’t talk to her about any-
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thing. When he did, it would only upset him.
And she was a very voluble, talkative per-
son, very high strung, and very intelligent.
So we had this feeling that she was trapped,
that she had been trapped in a relationship.
That was one part of it. Another part of it
was, of course, that we idealized her as the
helping, loyal wife and all that, the mother.

But do you think that when you were growing
up you had this, these realizations? Or is this in
retrospect?

Well later on in our early teens, we could
articulate it to one another. We felt it. I re-
member talking about it with my brother. If
your mother has tantrums and depressions
and locks herself in her room, you know
something is going wrong. Now, I'm sure that
happens in many families, but it was a dis-
turbing thing during those years.

Did you have other relatives, aunts and uncles,
that would try to explain it to you?

Yes. That she was high strung, and that
she had always been a problem in the family.
And yet everybody admired her because she
worked hard, and she always dressed well, and
she’d made all of our clothes, her house was
neat, and she did all the right things. So,
there’s always this double entendre, you
know, about people. Also, about my father.
They thought he was wonderful, and they’d
always tell her, “Don’t complain about him,
he’s a fine man. Look what he’s doing, look
how hard he works.” These were my aunts,
the two aunts. They were always telling my
mother, “What are you making such a fuss
over?” and, “How lucky you are.” But she felt
that she was unlucky. On the other hand,
there were long periods of time where things

went very well, and we all had fun and did
things together.

Most of the time, my brother and myself
were left alone, left to just do our own thing.
In a way, I look back upon that with a cer-
tain amount of delight. We had a lot of time
to ourselves, a lot of space. We could do all
kinds of things. There were just a few things
that we got into trouble about, but if we fol-
lowed certain rules we were left alone to
think, to do what we wanted, to wander
about. And my rebellion was to run away.

Did they pack your bags for you? [laughter]

Well, not exactly. There was a point
when my father intervened. I must say that
he had some sense. Later in Oakland or in
Alameda, when I said I was going to go, they
said nothing. They just waited, and so I went.
And when I came back, the door was locked.
[t was late, oh nine o’clock at night. The door
was locked, and there was a pillow and a blan-
ket outside, which was really clever of them.
[laughter] That was to them a diagnostic fea-
ture of my personality. [ was a difficult person.
And, of course, there was the family legend
about me. | had been born under strange cir-
cumstances and from their point of view this
was always problematic in a person. Lord
knows what the Lord had in mind, you know.
The devil did do it. At the same time it cre-
ated sympathy for me. I think this is how my
Aunt Edith felt. Her child had died just be-
fore [ was born, and his name was Warren, so
[ got his name. I'm so glad, because my
mother was going to name me Horace. She
was reading the Harvard Classics at that time.
When I think of it, I shiver. [laughter] Any-
way, my Aunt Edith, really was very much a
second mother. When Helen was not well or
she and my father, Joe, would go away, Edith
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was always taking care of me. So, I got to feel
very close to her. And there was not only the
idea that I was replacing her own baby, but
at the same time, there was always a kind of
deep sympathy for me, because of how I'd
been born and my mother was considered
such a problematic person.

You know, you said you moved around a lot,
and this was characteristic of your youth, but it
seems like in a small enough universe that you
could maintain contact with this extended family.

For the first few years, it was all around
the Bay Area, and, yes, we would keep see-
ing the family, but our schools and our friends
were constantly changing. Our basic envi-
ronment was changed, but there was always
the family connection. That’s true. That
made some difference. And, my aunt, Edith,
was really a port in a storm to me. When |
was a little kid, two or three years old, and
we were living in Oakland, I would run away
and get lost. I would know that I was lost,
and I'd be worried and crying. Then I would
look over and see her house, and I'd go to it.
So, my folks always knew where to find me.
[laughter] I was over at Aunt Edith’s. So, that
business of running away, I don’t know why I
really did it. But it might have had to do with

the lack of attention and . .. I don’t know.
[t’s hard to put those things together, but one
can guess.

My brother, he didn’t do that. He was just
miserable. He was just a miserable kid. For
example, we'd go get ice cream cones. We’'d
drive out to Berkeley. There was a place out
in Berkeley where you got chocolate-covered
dip cones. I think it was a partly dirt road
going out to Berkeley in those days—all farms
and marshes. And we’d go out on Sundays to
get these cones. And almost every Sunday,
while the rest of us were eating our cones,

my brother would hold his until it started to
melt. It would be melting and dripping all
over him, and he’d scream and yell. He’d spoil
the day for us. I remember once my father
reached back and grabbed his cone and threw
it out the window of the car. And Don would
scream some more. He was an unhappy kid.
[ think he was pretty much set aside by the
family when he was very young. Later on this
changed. He worked very hard later on to
get the approval of the family, accommodated
much more than I was able to do.

[t was about that time that he and I be-
gan to communicate with each other. We
gave one another a lot of mutual support;
however, we also fought terrible battles.
People say we came close to killing each
other. One time, my brother threw a frog
spearing hook at me when [ was driving away
on his bicycle. He was furious with me. So
he threw this frog spear, and it stuck in my
back. Now, that was a serious thing, you
know, close to homicide. [laughter] So, he’d
have these furies, and we’d fight tooth and
nail—I mean batter each other, and people
would have to separate us. Sometimes we’d
go at it secretly in a room and quietly fight
one another, so we could fight without get-
ting into trouble. In fact, my Aunt Edith
remembers us in our teens at a time when we
had to live together and sleep together up-
stairs in this little, hot room of her house.
We’d get into arguments, and she and my
uncle said they’d hear us in the middle of the
night biff, biff, bock, bock [fighting sounds],
with no one saying anything. However, when
that wasn’t going on, he and I were able to
talk a lot about things, about the family.

He was very smart. He had a good mind
for things that I didn’t—mathematics, sta-
tistics, remembering details, methods. Take
our stamp collection, for example. He says
to this day that he wanted to organize the
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stamps according to country, and I wanted
to do it according to color. That’s his idea of
an insult—but he is wrong. I probably had
some idea that color was significant. [laugh-
ter] So, anyway, a lot of our early life was
overwhelmed in a sense by family conflict and
the personalities of my mother and father—
the drastically different personalities.

Was English spoken almost exclusively, or did
you hear other languages from the grandparents?

My Swedish grandmother had a hard
time with English, and we had a hard time
with her patois. Portuguese was spoken in my
father’s family, almost exclusively, but they
all spoke good English as well. My father, who
was a fluent Portuguese speaker, never spoke
it in the home, and that’s part of this second-
generation phenomenon.

Were you ever aware of your father dealing with
any prejudices or ideas about him as a Portu-
guese versus a WASP at Stanford?

He never talked about it, but others did.
There was a woman doctor in Modesto, Ruth
Schmidt, who, when he was sick and dying,
told us how he had gone to bat for her when
she started her practice. When the other doc-
tors were giving her a hard time as a woman,
he was supporting her and helped her to get
started. She just adored him, and she knew
he had similar problems when he started, as
the one non-Anglo doctor. Well, of course,
he had a Portuguese family, and some rural
and uneducated Portuguese relatives as well,
so he had that experience early in life.

[ don’t remember either of my parents
having any kind of prejudices against other
ethnic groups. They’d grown up in very mixed
neighborhoods in the Bay Area, among
immigrants of all kinds. But my Aunt Edith,

oh, the Chinese terrified her. She couldn’t
bear the Chinese. You don’t go to Chinatown,
because they've got trap doors in the street,
and women are taken down and sold into
white slavery. You don’t eat Chinese food,
because they have rats and bugs and, lord
knows, cats and things. She never got over
that. My Aunt Edith was a marvelously dotty
woman. | loved her dearly, but she was dotty.
She had a narrow, little life, but she was won-
derfully generous to us. You go by what people
are to you. But she had trouble about racial
minorities. My mother and father, as far as |
know, if they had them, they didn’t express
them to us.

So you don't feel like you grew up with any atti-
tudes yourself?

No. Just in the family, just in the rest of
the family. My Swedish grandparents and the
others were outspokenly critical of other mi-
norities. They had tags for all of them: Poles,
Chinks, Irish, and Catholics. Oh, those aw-
ful, dirty Catholics, and here my mother had
married one, you know. But they learned to
get along with him. They admired him, be-
cause he was a hard working successful man,
and he wasn’t a real practicing Catholic, you
know. Yes, there was a lot of that. Those were
the prejudices of that period, but my parents
seemed relatively free of them.

Kd: Didn’t your father threaten to send
you to military school?

Oh, that was in Palo Alto. Yes, because |
had been so bad. Well, my brother had been
bad, too, but it was always my fault, because
[ was the oldest. I always got blamed for what
he did, and he always told on me whatever |
did. But I got into some kind of trouble.
Maybe it was this business of constantly go-



FAMILY DYNAMICS 37

ing down to the creek, or I don’t know, dif-
ferent things.

But anyway, my father had a lot of trouble
with disciplining us. I don’t know how he
disciplined his brothers and sisters. It must
have been an ugly scene, because he prob-
ably just got glowering angry and glared at
them. Something like that. [ don’t think he
would ever physically hit. The few times |
was spanked was when my mother insisted
on it, and he would reluctantly take us into a
room and give us a few slaps and that was all.
Strange man. Later on, I had no trouble
spanking my kids. In fact, I regret it to this
day. I feel guilty about spanking them.

So one time, he says, “Get in the car.”
He and my mother seemed to have worked
this out, and he put both of us in the back
seat. They had little bags packed.

And my mother said, “We’re taking you
to the military school.”

There was a military school near town.
There were terrible stories about how hard it

was for these kids, and how sad they were to
be away from their families, and that they
were all kids who were put there because their
parents couldn’t do anything with them. So
here they were taking us to the military
school. I must have been about seven. I re-
member that my brother was crying, and we
were both scared. And I was thinking, “They
don’t mean, they can’t mean this. They don'’t,
they aren’t going to do this.” [ remember tell-
ing myself, “Don’t give in. I am not going to
be scared of it. I know that it is not going to
happen.”

And as they drove they kept talking about
how sorry they were they had to do it, but
they just had to. But I just was quiet and just
waited. And sure enough, just before we got
there, my father said, “Well, we’ve changed
our mind.” And I had a sense of tremendous
victory, an inner assurance that [ knew it was
not going to be that way. So, yes. Those are
the little things.
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after Alameda. Yes, because I was

I GUESS WE WENT to San Francisco
younger in Alameda. And in Alameda,

with the Mollers next door, my friend, Clyde,
and I began to be interested in space, in outer
space, of course. | ran away a number of times
in Alameda, and the idea of spaceships some-
how engrossed me. I don’t know what I was
reading or seeing. There were comic books
in those days about spaceships. Buck Rogers,
I guess. Or was that later? And also Flash
Gordon. I was into this business of spaceships,
going to the moon, to Mars or Venus. Oh,
Jules Verne, and Edgar Rice Burroughs,
maybe [ was reading those things at that time.
But somehow that was just the beginning of
it.

[t was in San Francisco, a little later, that
[ got very interested in space travel and
things. I had been reading Edgar Rice
Burroughs and H. G. Wells and Jules Verne.
We had the whole sets in our family, and I
had also started going to the libraries. This
kind of imaginative thing really attracted me,
because it really was getting away. This was
really running away. This was getting to the

MOoVING AROUND

other side of the world and outside into the
cosmos. | remember seeing a little ad in some
magazine about the American Rocket
Society and Robert Goddard, and I sent the
slip in with my name, and I think I became
the youngest member of the American
Rocket Society—one dollar a year. I wish I
had my membership card. And I would get
this little circular every now and then about
rockets and rocketships.

[, Donald, and our friend, Steven Mills,
who was an Hawaiian kid we liked very
much, would sit around making drawings of
rocketships. [ still have them. They were
wonderful. I was terribly absorbed and mys-
tified by the problem of how you could have
a propeller inside of a closed vehicle, and how
you could route the air so that you were
driven forward. Why won’t that work where
you have the stream of air from this big pro-
peller going through a series of tunnels and
then around the skin of the ship and to the
front and just circulating? Wouldn’t that press
you forward? It wasn’t until years later that
somebody who knew something about phys-
ics explained to me how it just won’t work.
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So, I drew a lot of ships that had big pro-
pellers inside, and a little place for people to
sit, and a very strong nose for landing. That
occupied a lot of my imagination at the time.
[ was determined to get off the planet. It
couldn’t be another town; I was going to get
off the planet. [laughter] That was a wonder-
ful period. It went on for a couple of years. |
guess | was about eight to eleven or so, when
we were in San Francisco and even in
Qakland, until I was about twelve. I'd ma-
tured a bit by that time. I'd decided balloons
were the way to go, because I couldn’t handle
rockets.

[ remember we tried to make a balloon
in my Aunt Jenny’s basement. We had old
sheets and canvas that we sewed together.
This was inside a basement, and we had a
very heavy gondola made out of old boards,
and we were going to blow up this balloon
with the gas jet. [laughter] This is what kids
do. We could have blown up the neighbor-
hood. The thing is, we could never get the
gas to stay inside. We didn’t know how to
make it air tight. But this was all a business
of getting us off the ground and off the planet.
[ found that terribly absorbing, and I think I
got my brother excited about it, too, al-
though, he was much more intelligent about
it. Nevertheless, he went along with these
things.

So, at that point, I think I was doing a
lot of reading. I was reading Dickens and
Joseph Conrad. These were around my par-
ents’ house. And, oh, James Oliver Curwood,
a wonderful series, and Jack London’s
Alaskan stories, about animals, from the
point of view of animals. That was in San
Francisco when my father was interning at
the S.P. Hospital—the Southern Pacific
Hospital, out near the panhandle. The pan-
handle of Golden Gate Park was our great
range. We’d spend a whole day going out

through Golden Gate Park, getting bamboo
spears and chasing the peacocks to pull their
feathers and doing all sorts of wonderful
things. Out at the Japanese Tea Garden we
found frog’s eggs and little tad poles, and we’d
bring home jars of them and watch the eggs
hatching. We’d play in the trees like Tarzan.
That was when the Tarzan series was in the
movies. Back in the late 1920s there was that
weird Tarzan who wore a bear skin. What was
his name? Lincoln or something. A terrible
version of Tarzan. Oh, we had read all of the
Tarzan books. But, anyway, we were Tarzans
and explorers out there in Golden Gate Park.

We were there one year, while my father
was interning at Southern Pacific Hospital.
He wasn’t sure what he was going to do. He
hadn’t quite finished, and we were at a kind
of impasse, so he decided to help his father,
and we went to Oakland and lived in a place
called Rockridge in a nice house there. He
helped his father keep his practice, because
my grandfather was failing.

My father carried his practice for a year
or so, but he was looking for a place where
he could open his own practice. Finally he
got his medical degree and passed his state
exams. Then, of course, the question was
where was he going to practice? This was in
1932 or 1933. The Depression was still go-
ing on. That’s why he was helping his father,
because his father had all the equipment. But
his practice was falling apart, and there was
no money. I don’t know whether he really
helped him get back on his feet or not. But
anyway, that’s where we were. Then he de-
cided that he better get into his own practice.

Finally, some of his relatives, said, “Why
don’t you go to Modesto in the valley? There
are a lot of Portuguese there, and you will be
the only Portuguese doctor.” My father didn’t
like this at all. He didn’t want to be the
Portuguese doctor somewhere, the token doc-



MOVING AROUND 41

tor. Yet he spoke fluent Portuguese and the
name of his family was known, so he finally
decided to try Modesto. He and my mother
left us with my Aunt Edith in Oakland and
went to Modesto to see what it was like. They
had a tiny apartment, a basement apartment
while he was searching around. He met a lot
of Portuguese families who not only wel-
comed him but begged him to come, so he
had this feeling that maybe that was the place
to go. He had no money, so he had to rent a
space next to a dentist who had a large office
and let him use part of it. My brother and [,
we were still going to Clairmont Junior High
School on College Avenue in Oakland. I
enjoyed that place and got along pretty well
there. | had some friends. They had a won-
derful library, the Clairmont Public Library,
and I spent hours in that library, because it
was boring at my aunt’s place. I would stay
after school and before school and on the
weekends. I think I read everything in the
damn library.

As for my teachers, I don’t recall them
well. In Palo Alto, when I was in early grade
school, I remember how they looked, but I
can’t remember their names. And [ don’t re-
call any particular relationship with them,
except the teacher who used to put me un-
der her desk all the time for being out of order.
Then there was the school I enjoyed in
Alameda. [ remember the looks of the teach-
ers, two or three of them, but not their names.
[ just enjoyed myself and did my work. At
Clairmont Junior High, I don’t remember any
teachers at all but I do remember the kids
that [ got to know. We used to tool up and
down College Avenue and get hamburgers.
And then [ spent a lot of time in the library.
As far as | recall, the school was all white. In
fact, all through my early schooling, I don’t
remember any minorities. There must have
been at least a few, but they didn’t register.

As for being a “Portugee,” that tag had dimin-
ished after I got to junior high school. Now
and then somebody would say something like,
“You're Portuguese, aren’t you?” but in a
friendly way. I don’t remember any hostile
ribbing, because I didn’t look Portuguese, 1
guess.

My parents voted for Roosevelt, and they
were excited about the New Deal. I would
say they were moderately liberal politically,
but I don’t recall any extensive discussions
about politics, except the war, the first World
War. You know, how the politicians have
gotten us into it and all that. I don’t recall it
being talked about very much.

The key thing that was on everybody’s
minds that we knew was that the war was
created by old politicians while young people
died. It was created not just by misunder-
standings, but by evil intent, people with evil
intent or people who didn’t care what hap-
pened to others. War could be avoided, but
it wasn’t. Every effort should be made to keep
there from being another war. Another war
would destroy the world, so people had to
resist war. Well, that made a lot of conscien-
tious objectors, and I was one. In fact, my
son was one later. I suppose I influenced him
in a way, but that was my feeling. It was like
many of my friends felt. It wasn’t politicized.
We didn’t talk about political movements or
anything like that. It was the general feel-
ing. We had strong feelings about ethical and
moral issues.

[ liked staying with my Aunt Edith and
my Uncle Armand. He had a lifetime job
with Pacific Gas & Electric. He was an ac-
countant and office worker who left at exactly
six in the morning to catch the bus to go
across the Bay on a ferry to San Francisco
and got home every night at six fifteen. And
my aunt would have breakfast on the table
in the morning, and she’d have dinner on



42 WARREN D’AZEVEDO

the table at a certain time every night. And
my brother and I tried to adjust to this amaz-
ing household.

We were a bit looser in our own house. |
mean, even when | was twelve or thirteen, |
thought, “This is an awful life.” Poor Aunt
Edith was a bird in a cage, you know, but she
liked it. She was very comfortable in her life.
She felt that she was doing the right thing.
And we ate well there. She fed us magnifi-
cently. She said she cooked for us, because
her husband was an Englishman. She always
put it that way, “You know, they eat very little,
and they’re very picky.” He wouldn’t eat very
much, and she loved to eat. She loved to go
to delicatessens and bring home different
things. So, when we were there, we were the
excuse, and we had this great food all the
time. I remember her partly for that and also
her many kindnesses. She was a very gener-
ous woman and loved kids. She was always a
lot of fun and took us places, places that the
rest of the family didn’t have time to go to or
didn’t want to do. She would take us to the
movies and shows that my grandparents
didn’t want us to go to. I saw Clara Bow when
[ was eight or nine years old. Dancing ladies
and all that kind of thing in those terribly
stuffy little movie houses where the film was
breaking every ten minutes, and black and
white film and no sound. She’d take me, be-
cause my brother was always whining. And
then we’d look around all the stores and do
all kinds of wonderful things and then come
home and not tell my Uncle Armand.

[ always wanted to go to sea, like my great
grandfather, being a whaler, an adventurer. |
was always wild about the idea of traveling
some place—out beyond the Golden Gate.
But here were my parents in Modesto. My
mother wrote very long letters about what it
was like, trying to prepare us for the place.
Really very nice, terribly hot and all that. She

liked the farms, like her parents had come
from. Nice letters. | wonder if I still have some
of those. So then the time came when we
went down to visit. We were shocked to see
my mother in this basement apartment. It was
down some steps, under a house. But she had
fixed it up neat and clean. She had a table
cloth, and flowers, but I felt very sad. I felt
she was doing this to cover up the fact that
they hadn’t made it yet, you see. Yet it was
very nice.

I remember she had fresh strawberries,
and she was very happy that here was a farm-
ing area. They had enormous, ripe strawberries
and fresh cream, and she was very proud of
herself about all these things. Fresh fruit,
which I remember Modesto for. We ate
oranges and peaches and plums and tanger-
ines and pomegranates, fresh vegetables. We
were surrounded by miles of orchards, farms,
and irrigation ditches.

There were a lot of Portuguese there.
Modesto was an old California community.
Modesto was a hundred years old when we
there. It started in the mid-eighteen hun-
dreds. There were thousands of Portuguese
on ranches and farms, the mines and work
gangs. Not just Modesto, but Manteca, Ceres
Turlock, and Knights Ferry and all those little
towns. Modesto was the central, rural town.
My father was still trying to get an office go-
ing and make connections. He had a positive
reaction from the Portuguese farmers and
ranchers, and he decided to stay. So, my
brother and I went down, and they got a little
house. They were paying something like
thirty dollars a month for it. That was sub-
stantial in those days. It was a little clapboard
house on Magnolia Avenue, | remember.

[ don’t know the exact date when we
went down. [ was fourteen years old, so it was
probably 1933, 1934. We went down in the

summer, and it was so hot. It was just like an
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oven, yet it was beautiful, all these orchards
everywhere and ranches. We had been very
urban, so this was really a culture shock. But
[ recall that we'd take cold baths. There were
no showers—I don’t think that people took
showers in those days. Showers were a fancy
thing that came later, or maybe at the school
gym or in the army. But we’d fill the tub with
cold water and lie in it just to cool off before
you went out. Of course, nobody knew any-
thing about deodorants and things like that.
You were always sweating, and you had to
change your clothes a lot. People took a bath
once a week in those days. | mean, when |
was a little kid, they’d make hot-water baths,
and my brother and I and my parents would
all take baths in the same water, you know.
[t took a lot of electricity to heat up water. |
remember the big pots poured in the tub to
warm the water. We didn’t have a hot-water
heater there.

But in Modesto, this little house was all
right, very small—something like the one in
Palo Alto—and near an irrigation ditch
which became really our major area of recre-
ation. We’'d swim in the irrigation ditch. It
was just half a block away. Beyond that was
all vineyards. Now it’s all built up, one large
town all the way up to the mountains, but in
those days that was all vineyards and orchards
and ranches beyond the ditch right where we
were. It was so hot in the summer that we
could hardly move, and it took us a while to
get acclimated.

But then my father had this little office
next to the dentist office, the dentist who
put in all my gold fillings by exchanging
medical care from my father for the fillings
in my teeth. He put gold in almost every-
thing, and my dentists today look at my teeth
and say that’s the finest job they ever saw.
They tell me to stay out of dark alleys. And
don’t smile. That was all done by barter.

Then my father needed somebody to be
in the office when he was on calls and to
answer the phone. So, for about two months
during the summer, [ was his secretary. I would
put on a clean shirt, wear white pants and
white shoes, which was the way you dressed
up in those days in that area. And I'd walk a
couple of miles down into town, to his office,
to this one room that he had. The phone
didn’t ring very much, but when it did I had
to answer and make record of it. I felt very
proud of myself. When he was there with
patients, all Portuguese, they adored him.
They treated him like God. You know, “Oh,
doctor, thank you, God bless you.”

Most of them were poor. We got very
little money. For that first year or two, I think
most of our income was in the form of food.
We got meat, which we had to keep in the
icebox. We had to get ice. My mother used
to complain about how much the ice cost,
but you had to have it. And we’d get meat,
vegetables, and boxes of fruit. I remember
eating twenty oranges a day. I loved them,
because they’re cool, and when they’re juicy,
fresh, wonderful. Grapes—we had so much
they would rot, and my mother would give
them away to tramps that would come to the
door. She would give away the food, because
we had very little money.

Sometimes she had to borrow from her
sisters. We couldn’t borrow from my father’s
people anymore, because they were really
broke. My grandmother had seen to that.
[laughter] In fact, a few years later, my father
had to support her. She lost her house and
all that. So, they were really in a crunch, and
this was mid Depression. It was the worst of
the Depression. But I remember getting a real
respect for what it meant to have done what
my father did to get himself through medical

school, and then go out to a place like this
where he had to establish himself, establish
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a practice with nothing. Just from scratch.
We were really living from hand to mouth,
but I don’t think we ever were hungry, but it
was all what people gave us at that point. |
think we always ate well. | remember want-
ing things we didn’t have, but there was
always food.

We didn’t see much of the extended fam-
ily, because that was a long distance in those
days. That was a two-hour drive in one of
those funny old cars to get out to Modesto in
the 1930s. A lot of it was dirt road. [ didn’t
drive at that point. We didn’t have another
car, and my father needed this one badly. He
wasn’t going to let one of his kids tool around
in it.

[ remember going out with him on house
calls during that period. It was probably the
closest to him that [ ever got, during that year
when [ was sort of helping him, and he was
very nice to me in his way. This was in the
summer and partly when I'd just started go-
ing to Modesto High School. After school
sometimes I'd go to his office and help, and
he would have house calls. We had a phone,
which again cost more money than we had,
but he had to have it, and he’d get calls all
night long. I remember him getting up at two,
three in the morning, sometimes four or five
times, and going out to all these distant farms.
Sometimes | went with him if it was earlier
in the evening. I'd go out with him, and I

had this wonderful sense of watching what I
thought was noble work—going out, deliv-
ering a child, the family crying and mourning
about the pain that the woman was going
through, the men outside trembling and they
couldn’t go in because the woman wouldn’t
let the men in the house.

[ had the feeling that I was seeing another
part of the world which I was terribly curious
about. It was also a period when [ was able to
idealize my father to some degree, even
though he was still the most taciturn, unre-
sponsive character that the world ever
produced. There was very little conversation
with him. I remember writing a story about
going out with him, and I read it to him. He
said something like, “That’s pretty good,” and
that’s all. That’s where it ended. I was very
proud of it. I think I still have it. It was well
written. [ was about fourteen, I guess. It was
the beginning of my interest in writing. So,
that part of the experience was pleasant. |
had a feeling of being involved, that we were
sort of doing something, all of us, together.
And my mother felt good during that period
like she was important. She was for the first
time out of the realm of the influence of her
family—away from both families, which was
probably very good for her. I don’t remember
us being visited much up there. That was a
hard trip for anybody to make.
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HEN I WAS in high school in
I Modesto. That was the beginning of
an awakening. I was there long
enough so that I could go through high
school, going to one school and having a lot
of friends, all the way through high school.
That was four years in which I developed an
environment for myself. I did a lot of read-
ing. The Modesto library was absolutely
marvelous. I spent hours and hours there.
One of my first readings was Havelock Ellis.
That’s how I learned about sex, because I
couldn’t talk about sex with my father, and
asking my mother would have been out of
the question in those days. And my brother
was more ignorant about such matters than
L.
My folks didn’t know how to talk to kids.
My mother would say some things indirectly
at times, but they seemed horrendous and
scary things. She should have had a daugh-
ter, you know. Two boys were just a little bit
beyond her ken, and my father didn’t know
what children were. | remember wanting to
talk to my father about nocturnal emissions.
[ was worried about it, and my friends were

HicH ScHooL

no help. They had gruesome stories about
how terrible it was, and how you were going
to die. Oh my god. [laughter] What an era!

[t was then I ran across Havelock Ellis in
the library, a wonderful, fortuitous thing. But
there in the most lugubrious and formal lan-
guage everything is explained, yet put into a
moral framework where you better watch out.
The devil will get you. Not that Ellis did this,
but his oblique exposition with mysterious
footnotes in Latin left much to the imagina-
tion. | forget the titles of the book or two
that I read, but that library was a mine. [ read
everything. | knew parts of the library that
nobody else in my generation knew. [laugh-
ter|

That’s when I was not only into Havelock
Ellis, but learned what little I knew about
sex, and a lot of it badly, because you don’t
learn that way. But at least it put me at ease.
[ knew that [ wasn’t going to die or go crazy—
that it was all right sometimes—that
masturbation was not something one should
do, but it happened and you don’t go crazy or
become a moron, as my family might have

told me. Or go blind, yes, like all the kids
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that have glasses on at school. [laughter] And
your friends telling you what their parents or
their buddies said—you know, your dick will
fall off and all that. But anyway I think that
[ got so that [ was able to tell others what the
facts were. But still, it was a terrible time for
that sort of thing, you know. You didn’t really
know. You had to go to a source like that to
be told that it was a natural thing. That was
arelief. At the same time, it was loaded with
moralism, even Havelock Ellis. I remember,
there was the admonition, “You must be very
careful, you know. You'll have to avoid
things,” and on and on.

So, anyway, that’s why the Modesto
library was a great source. Oh, that’s where |
got into mysticism. I ran across a book called
The History of Oriental Religion, by Will
Durant. I read through this big, thick vol-
ume about Buddhism and the various sects
of Buddhism, Hinduism, Islam, et cetera. I
was fascinated by all this. It gave me a per-
spective on Christianity. About that same
time I began to read Robert Ingersoll, the
great atheist. My parents were reading Harry
Emerson Fosdick and all those help-yourself,
spiritual-uplift books, and I was reading
Rabindranath Tagore, the Indian poet. I
thought he was wonderful, and Donald was
also reading him after I found his work in
the library.

[ was also very much involved with
Richard Halliburton’s book, Royal Road to Ro-
mance, traveling and doing all these
adventuresome things. Then there was Sven
Hedin, the explorer in Tibet. I devoured it. I
was going to go to Tibet, to Lhasa, if it killed
me. [ was going to get there. Oh, the Rubaiyat,
Fitzgerald’s translation of Omar Khayam, and
then a lot of crazy things like Don Blanding.
His poetry from Hawaii got me all involved
in Polynesian fantasies. Also James Norman

Hall and Charles Nordhoff’s South Seas

Adventures. And, of course, Roy Chapman
Andrews across the Gobi Desert! Oh, and
the theosophist, Madame Blavatsky. I got
very much involved in that. It really fasci-
nated me, because it was so mysterious and
wonderful, another language.

So I began to think of myself as some-
thing of a mystic, that I might become a
Buddhist, or follow a guru and do the early
Swami days thing. And there was a couple,
the Ballards—their first names I don’t re-
member—who led the [ Am Society, and the
Rosicrucians were very active at that point.
A friend of mine, Pierce Young, and I went
down once. We were very interested in the
Rosicrucians. They did such marvelous
things. We’d see these ads in the paper about
how you could influence the world around
you. I must have been about sixteen or sev-
enteen at the time. We drove down to San
Jose. That’s where their temple was. We went
into this building where they were having a
convention in a great big amphitheater.
Everyone was sitting around trying to put a
candle out down in the arena. They were all
concentrating on that candle. And we sat
there respectfully intent, but we always man-
aged to get each other giggling, and somehow
or other, after about fifteen minutes of look-
ing at the candle, we looked at each other
and we started giggling. We couldn’t control
it. You know what you’re like at that age. |
mean it was absolutely irrepressible. Both of
us were rolling on the floor. We were led out,
and we got out on the lawn and rolled around
for fifteen minutes or so. I remember, you
know, this double sense one has. The one that
you want to believe because it’s so marvelous
and it fits in with other things you've been
reading and thinking, but also you’re very
aware of reality. That damn candle is not
going to go out that way, you know? I always
remember that as being a moment of truth,
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like telling my grandmother, “Mama, you
were sleeping.” It just ain’t so. On the other
hand, it was a beautiful experience seeing
people trying to blow out a candle. There’s
something kind of holy about watching
people who believe it can happen.

When I was at Berkeley I got to know
Swami Ashokananda. I am not sure of the
name, but there was a Vedanta center in
Berkeley at the time, and | remember going
there quite a bit. Yes, that stayed with me for
a while. This part of my interest was mysti-
cal. It was a way of handling the religious
millennialism of my grandparents. The I Am
people possibly were millennialists in the
sense they thought there was a colony of
Lemurians living in Mt. Shasta who had
space ships and all that. At some point, they
were going to emerge again and cleanse the
world. Aside from fundamentalists like my
grandparents, these were the only
millennialists [ remember. I don’t recall if any
of the other mystical groups that I was inter-
ested in thought in millennial terms, but they
may have.

Nevertheless there was this struggling
with religion through mystical alternatives
and finding a new level for myself. | remem-
ber arguing with my mother about it, and
sometimes my father whenever I could get
him involved. But all I'd get from him would
be these long, lugubrious philosophical ser-
mons that I couldn’t understand, and it ended
up where in some way he was always right
about something that I had questioned. He
loved to converse as long as he could work
out this weird, Jesuitical type of solution that
he always had. I don’t really understand him,
so I really shouldn’t talk too much about it,
except that it didn’t register on me. And my
mother would argue a lot about these things,
you know, how it wasn’t really Christian.

There were these very excited discussions
with my mother, and often my brother would
be in on it. He was sort of on the side lines
being a referee. I think she was glad that I
was interested in anything that was spiritual,
but she wanted it to be more Christian. She
felt that [ was moving away, and [ was. I was
moving into the stratosphere, into the cos-
mos, where [ wanted to be rather than down
in those little houses and Sunday schools. She
was very bright but very conservative in a
way, religiously. At the same time, she un-
derstood that there were many ways of
looking at things, and she’d done a lot of read-
ing in philosophy, so she liked the
philosophical search aspect of it. But she al-
ways wanted to bring it back to the
fundamental Christian thing. Like her fam-
ily said, “You've got to be saved.” You have to
believe in Jesus Christ, you have to believe
in the scripture and all that, even though you
might have doubts, and even though you
might have other ideas, fine, but you have to
come back to that. Well, I didn’t want to
come back to that. I thought I was leaving
that.

So I would argue a lot, and I was quite
rebellious on that level. I was determined to
make my points now and then with my fa-
ther, but he would just sort of mumble. He
didn’t have much to say. He had too many
problems about that himself, his whole prob-
lem with Catholicism. His problem was
trying to absorb the orientation of my
mother’s people, and he liked that, and he
got along with them, and they respected him.
But he wasn’t comfortable with any ideol-
ogy. He had an awful time with any kind of
religious ideology. He would try to talk to me
about such things, but I could just tell it was
like pulling teeth. And as I say, he would
babble on in this pontifical way of his that I
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always thought was nonsense. It really wasn’t,
but it sounded to me like he didn’t want to
face facts, didn’t want to face realities. So
anyway, there was a lot of that. I got very
much involved in that.

In high school in Modesto I have some
recollections of people. One clear recollec-
tion is an old professor, Willie Brown, who
was the physics professor, a great hulk of a
man, a big shambling kind of a guy. He had
the lab and a classroom. His classroom was
full of marvelous things—skeletons and
stuffed animals—and the lab was full of test
tubes and Bunsen burners. [t was a fabulous
place to be in. At that point I still had some
notion that maybe I was going to go on into
medicine, so [ had to take physics and chem-
istry. He taught chemistry and physics, and |
really responded to him. He was a very gruff
guy. “Azevedo!” he would say.... I was
Azevedo in those days, because there were
too many Portuguese around who had
dropped the “d”, and my father dropped his.
“Azevedo, what about this, and what about
that?” and he’d ball me out for things that
I’d do in the lab, but he was always watching
because he liked me. He thought I had prom-
ise. I found the specific gravity of something,
some metal ball that he dropped in water. |
don’t even know what it is today, but I worked
out the specific gravity to his satisfaction.
And when we got around to physiology—he
also taught that—I remember [ was the one
who went out to the slaughterhouse and got
a cow’s eye, a great big cow’s eye, and started
reading about lenses and the structure of the
eye. And [ dissected the cow’s eye before the
class. He was very impressed, but he was too
gruff to say so. “Now that’s a pretty good dem-
onstration as far as it goes.” I really liked him.
He never gave a real compliment. It was al-
ways off hand.

[ learned one thing from him that I've
never forgotten. He used to put things on the
board that we were supposed to copy into our
notebooks. The whole class would be there
copying. And I would copy, and I'd look up,
and I'd copy and look up. Then he’d say,
“Azevedo, I've got to tell you and the class
one thing. You look at that board, and you
get a whole sentence in your head before you
put your eyes down on the paper. Otherwise,
you are going to break your neck!” He was so
right. I learned from that time on even when
I'm typing to look and get at least six words
or seven words, and not to look up every time.
Otherwise, you'll break your neck! He was a
wonderful character.

When my grandfather’s medical office
was being dismantled, they were taking things
out of it and selling them, and one of the
items was an old roentgen X-ray tube. |
begged for it. A beautiful thing, you know. A
big bulb, two terminals on each end. It was
still working, and I loved the thing. I made a
fine wooden platform for it, and I had it as a
kind of a display in my little room at home. I
was very proud of it. Anyway, I took it to old
Willie Brown, and he said, “Oh, let’s see what
we can do with that.” And he rigged it up,
and he made a fluoroscope. It worked. The
whole class was showing the bones in their
hands. There must now be a number of
people with cancer, you know. [laughter]

My father lost his hair by playing with
the same tube when he was a young guy help-
ing his father with the first X-ray machine in
the East Bay. So, here we were all looking at
our hands, walking in front of it, seeing our
skeletons. My brother claims that it couldn’t
be, that didn’t happen, but I remember this
clearly. Yes, Donald says, “Oh, it couldn’t
have happened. He couldn’t even have got-
ten it going.”
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[ says, “Willie Brown got it going. I was
there!”

“How did he get an image?” I said he
made some kind of a sheet or a florescent
screen. “Well, I never heard or saw such a
thing,” says Don. [laughter] But it happened.
[t actually happened, and for two or three
days there were these demonstrations going
on in that classroom with students coming
in. How times change. So I remember Willie
Brown very clearly. I liked him a lot, and |
learned from him not to look up at every
word, not to break my neck.

Then there was Miss Johnson. See, I can
remember the teachers there. She was the
drama coach, and she was an interesting large
woman. These are all “Miss.” All the women
teachers at that time were Miss. | remember
one married one, Mrs. Hardy, who was the
music coach. She was a Mrs., but all the rest
were Miss, Miss. So, Miss Johnson, a sort of a
large, heavy-set woman with a kind of a
pretty, big, round face, and she taught drama
and put the plays on.

[ was reading Don Blanding, this maud-
lin poet, a sentimental, romantic character.
But it was about the islands, and I was all hip
on going to Hawaii or to the South Seas. And
she let me and my girlfriend, Bobbie Jean,
put up a bunch of palm fronds in her class-
room. We made a hut, and I got a Victrola,
and I played some hula music, and I would
read Don Blanding. Miss Johnson would
bring in class after class. She got me out of
my other classes to give readings to all of her
classes. I felt wonderful, and I was reading
about the islands, you know, and hulas, and
moonlight and sea. Oh! Bobbie Jean danced.
[laughter]

Bobbie Jean Miller. Bobbie Jean Miller,
who became a friend of both Kathy and me
at one time, was an energetic woman and very
bright. Her parents had open house where

all the kids could go and do absolutely wild
things, where you could get away with mur-
der. I learned to drive in her family’s car, that
old Ford. You could do anything in her house.
[t was a southern family. They were kind of
rural, Midwestern types, and very nice and
all that, but they’re a little different from the
other people around.

Bobbie Jean was a very bright, energetic
young woman, and she had lots of friends.
That’s where I met Kathy for the first time,
through Bobbie Jean. Kathy was staying at
her house. [ don’t know if she remembers me
then, but I do remember her. A dancer, she
was really a gorgeous creature. But it was a
little early for me even to be interested in
gorgeous creatures. And she would have
danced there at Miss Johnson’s class if she’d
been in my high school. But Betty May
Anderson danced there, and Bobbie Jean.

“A dancer, she was really a gorgeous creature.”
Kathy d’Azevedo.
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They danced with skirts that they had made
from palm fronds, and they did hulas, while I
read Don Blanding. Miss Johnson loved it.
She thought it was so marvelous and talented
of us to have done this. [laughter] So, I en-
joyed her class, and [ was in a number of plays
in school, probably because of her.

Oh, and another thing about Miss
Johnson is that she took one summer to go
to Tahiti. So, this young maid school teacher
went to Tahiti, and when she came back we
asked her how it was, and she would look
mysterious. We all guessed that she must have
had some kind of thing going on, or she
wanted us to think so. Miss Johnson made
her mark on my mind. And a number of
others. Miss Peron, I will never forget her.
She was our French teacher, and she was won-
derful. I wish I had spent another year with
her. I might be able to actually read and speak
French with some fluency. Now I merely
stumble through it. She was marvelous. A
little skinny woman. She looked like a reed,
and she had a little tiny mouth, you know,
intoning “pum, pume, puce.” And she’d tell
us stories about Paris. She would go every
summer to Paris and come back with these
fabulous stories of food and la Tour Eiffel, and
the Musée, the Louvre, and all that. We all
thought she was kind of funny, but she taught,
and I remember her. Her teaching method
was excellent. She knew how to teach a lan-
guage. | took German with someone else. |
never learned any German, and yet I passed
the German exam for my degree. Well, I
know how I did it, but we’ll get to that some
other time.

There was Miss Painter, who was in
charge of the school newspaper and the year-
book. I became the editor of the school
newspaper. | wrote editorials, which she
would edit and change. I fought with her all

the time, because they weren’t mine; they
were hers. She would change them. She’d say,
“Well, your grammar is terrible, and you can’t
say those kinds of things,” when I would talk
about the problems in the school and all that.
So when I'd look at them, they just didn’t
sound like me at all. So, anyway, | was the
editor of the school paper.

The one minority I remember is Tsugimi
Akaki, a Japanese girl. Very smart, very
hardworking, and she really did most of the
work. She was good. I would help lay out the
paper, but she actually would lay it out. Half
the time [ didn’t know what [ was doing. But
we had a very good paper, mainly because of
her and Miss Painter, who was a “Queen
Victoria” about the whole thing.

And there was one African-American.
Her name was Samantha Henderson. She
was a light-skinned mulatto African-Ameri-
can, who was a brilliant, top student. She got
A’s in everything and was very reserved. No-
body really got to know her. I tried to know
her, because she was very interesting, and |
don’t know, [ just had some feeling I wanted
to know her. She was very aloof and cool.
When she’d leave school, we didn’t know
where she lived. Samantha Henderson.
Funny how you remember certain people.
She reminds me of the story by Gertrude
Stein called Melanotha about a black woman.
Somehow or other, I related that to
Samantha later, when I read Stein.

There were some Portuguese and Italians
at the school. There was Joe Gallo, of the
Gallo Winery. I knew Joe off and on. He was
[talian, and I was Portugee. Now and then
we’d go out to the vineyards, and he would
snitch a jug of dago red from the winery.
Redlly, in those days, dago red! The Gallos
were still doing jug wine. And we’d go out
and lie in the grape vineyards and drink. He
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would get drunk, and [ would just sort of drink
what [ could of the stuff. But we’d talk a lot
about life and things. [laughter]

Joe Gallo was the disgruntled younger
son. That was where my friend, Pierce Young,
was going, too. And the now lawyer, Nick
Stephans, the Greek kid, and another whose
name | can’t remember. Nevertheless, there
were four or five guys. We had a little group
which we called the Minks. That was really
racy, because we were saying, you know, we
were all so sexy. We were the Minks. So we
would fool around town in a car, cruise up
and down the main street. Nothing would
happen, but we were always talking about
women and sex. | don’t think any of us, well
maybe at that point Nick did, but none of
those guys had a real girlfriend or knew any
woman they could get real close to. But how
we could talk! Could they talk a big line, and
you'd think that every one of us was what we
called launce-men. Nevertheless, that was
good experience.

[ liked that bunch. We had a good time.
We went to somebody’s house every week
where our mothers would make dinner for
us. My mother made a wonderful dinner, and
we sat around being big shots and even had a
little wine. And we’d go out to the roadhouse
dances together. We'd go to meet girls and
dance, because you'd find all these farm girls
at the dances. At that time the pop music
was crooners, big bands and crooners. If 1
heard the music, I'd know that that was the
period. But it was pre-country music. It wasn’t
country music. Oh! We didn’t listen to that!
[ didn’t get a taste for that till Kathy and I
used to go across country to Evanston in the
’50s and we'd listen to all this marvelous
Midwestern and southern music and got to
love it. But nobody I knew listened to coun-
try music or even the blues. It was just Okie
music. Or, music by blacks. It had to be fil-

tered through, you know, like the Presley
thing later. White—black, white men with
black hearts sort of a thing.

So with this group I really began to get
around a little bit, and I had a couple of girl-
friends, but I didn’t smoke until I was
nineteen or twenty. No, I didn’t smoke at all.
Didn’t care to.

Then I was in plays. I was in operettas at
the high school, and I was in sports. That
dropped completely when I went to the uni-
versity, but I was a track man. [ was pretty
damn good! I ran the mile in something or
other rather good. And I played basketball
and golf. George Porter, a doctor’s son, and I,
we used to go out and play golf two or three
times a week. I got fairly good at that, what-
ever “good” meant, but I could go around the
course. But, the track thing, I was pretty good.
[ was a good runner, and the coach was go-
ing to send me to a track meet. Then I got
sick and I couldn’t go, so I ended my track
career. But anyway, those things were going
on in high school.

Now, any other teachers? Oh, Mr.
Mancini [pronounced Manchini]. People say
“Mancini” today, but Mr. Mancini, who may
be a relative of the popular screen composer
today, was the director of the band, and the
band would play for the operettas. Mrs. Hardy
was the music teacher and director, and Miss
Johnson was the organizer, and I was in two
or three plays and things of that kind. So I
felt that I was really moving someplace when
[ was in high school. All kinds of things were
happening. And Willie Brown was shaping
me up on not breaking my neck. It was quite
a high school for a rural area.

And this is about the time that [ was ex-
ploring the Rosicrucians. That was just
beginning. It was something I didn’t discuss
much with the other guys in the Minks group,
except with my friend, Pierce. Yes, with the
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Minks we could mention it, but they weren’t
interested. They had other things on their
mind. But Pierce was somewhat philosophi-
cal, and he was a musician. He played the
piano and was pretty good, and he thought
he was a composer. But really, to a composer,
he wasn’t a composer. [laughter] As they say
among sea captains.

Anyway, it was a time of political and
social problems. In 1936 was the big
longshoremen’s strike, the development of
the CIO longshore union—the ILWU And
the farm workers were really living in a dis-
mal condition, the so-called Okie period.
Hundreds and hundreds of Midwesterners
were moving in and camping around the
farms and along the rivers. That’s when I used
to go up to Beard Brook in Modesto. I used
to wander out there on weekends. There were
hundreds of camps. Okies, migrants living
there, and I got to know some of them.

There was a county hospital along the
brook, where I met an old Negro man who
had two withered legs. He would go out and
sit by the brook and watch the people wash-
ing clothes or swimming down below from a
little cliff. And I got so I'd go out there every
week and have a long talk with him. He had
no teeth, and we would sit and talk. He was
a wonderful old guy, and he would make inter-
esting comments about the people he would
see and what they were doing. He would tell
me what was happening down there and who
these people were, and what that family had
done yesterday, and what this person had said
to that one. There was a swimming hole, and
I used to go swimming there with some of
these kids. So it was Beard Brook, another
one of those escape places where I went out
to see different people. And here was this old
man. | used to know his name. I'd talk to
him for hours, and for many weeks I remem-
ber going out there.

But in 1936 the longshoremen were go-
ing on strike, and the CIO was organizing in
the Bay Area. They were also sending out
contingents to organize the workers in the
fields. Well, I can remember one day, when
the Modesto editorials and headlines were
full of the communist revolutionaries com-
ing up the road to turn the workers against
the growers in the canneries and the fields.
would say two or three hundred farmers went
out with pitchforks and scythes and put their
cars across the road to stop the longshore-
men. Well, the longshoremen never marched
that way. They just filtered up, you know.
[laughter]| But, here was this local mob wait-
ing to stop an army of longshoremen that
never came.

Actually, they did do some successful or-
ganizing later, but it was very hard. These
people were so poor, they didn’t want to take
a chance on anything. There were some sum-
mers that [ worked the orchards. Donald later
did it really very thoroughly. He did a lot of
cannery work and picking work. But I did it
sometimes for a few weeks at a time during
the summer just to earn a little by going out
to the apricot-drying sheds.

You carry these great big trays of apricots
that the women had cut in half to lay out in
the sun. I remember one time I dropped a
tray. I was the one non-Okie among them,
and | remember them all stopping and look-
ing at me like, “What are you doing here?”’ |
had dropped the whole tray. I felt awful, but
[ went on working.

[ felt I should just leave, but I remember
one older woman came up to me, and she
says, “It’s all right. We have all done it at least
once.” I'll never forget that. She was being
very kind to me.

The others were, obviously, thinking,
“Why doesn’t this nincompoop get out of
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here? We don’t need him.” So, I worked there
occasionally.

Was that kind of like pick-up work?

Yes. Just go and ask or stand in line to
the foreman. I was getting a couple of dollars
a day, or something like that. It was just ter-
rible wages these people were getting and the
way they were living.

Then I worked sometimes for farmers.
One farmer I'll never forget. I went out to
take the job that was in the paper. He needed
somebody to clear a ditch, and I went out on
my bicycle, way out on some farm. There was
this irrigation ditch, which was dry, but it was
full of tules about ten feet high for at least a
mile. He gave me a cutlass, a scythe, and a
hoe and said, “Go to work.” [laughter] I lasted
about a morning. It was hopeless. Maybe he
got somebody to do it, but I remember cut-
ting about fifteen feet of these big things like
little trees falling on either side, and [ was
exhausted after a few hours. They were so
hard to cut. It was like trying to cut through
tough rubber. I remember just taking the tools
up to him and saying, “I'm sorry.” He was giv-
ing 25 cents an hour. He gave me 75 cents,
and [ went off. | remember that as one of my
failures. I was strong enough, but I just didn’t
have the knack or the technique. He could
get one of these people from the Midwest and
they would find a way. They would probably
know how to do, you know, thirty-five feet a
day or something like that. I couldn’t get
three yards done. It was swampy with frogs
and snakes and scorpions in it.

Anyway, | remember when the long-
shoremen came. I thought, “How wonderful.”
And I was thinking how stupid these guys
were that were trying to stop the organizers
from coming up. Of course, later on [ was

connected with those unions and remem-
bered that. There was a kind of a small local
panic. | can remember my family being a little
concerned about it. My parents made com-
ments, but they never seemed terribly
concerned about events like that taking place
around them. But I remember people talking
about it, and the papers were full of it. How
terrible it was that these people can’t mind
their own business. They come up and try to
cause trouble, you know. Why don’t they stay
where they are and cause trouble down there?
But leave us alone, and that sort of thing.

And of course, the communists were in-
filtrating everywhere, you know. So, maybe
that gave me an inkling about one way to
rebel, you know. [laughter] That was about
the time I felt like I had to get out of town.
This was about 1938. I guess I had graduated
from high school and was just ready to go
into Modesto Junior College, and I figured |
wanted to do something different. I wanted
to get out, travel. My parents were very busy,
and my father had a growing practice. He was
doing very well. They were beginning to
settle, to have furniture and be able to pay
for it and rent a better house and all that sort
of thing. We still had an icebox, but one of
my great moments was at the little movie
house that my brother and [ would go to every
Saturday and pay ten cents to see the mati-
nee. At a drawing, [ won a refrigerator. The
first refrigerator my family ever had. The only
thing | ever won. So we had a refrigerator. So
when we were in Modesto, we started out
with nothing, but we could have a refrigera-
tor and all that. Yes, things were improving.
And when [ was going to Modesto Junior
College, we had moved and were living right
near the college, so that was the beginning
of the new era. But | always wanted to do
something else.
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EFORE WE mowe on, let us pick up some
of the threads on your ideas and develop-
ing feelings and opinions about religion.

All of this had to do with trying to find
my way out of the box of family orientation
and to find an identity of my own. And so
travel was one thing, getting away, going
somewhere else in the world, much as I’d
earlier been involved in space travel. The
idea of getting off the planet was a terribly
compelling thing to me. Finding strange

worlds. Oh! And Churchward. Charles
Churchward, The Lost Continent of Mu about
the continent of Lemuria in the Pacific. He
had this marvelously elaborate theory that
the pyramids could be explained by Atlantis
in the Atlantic and Lemuria in the Pacific,
and these great ancient civilizations had left
legacies throughout the world. This ac-
counted for similarities in writing systems,
hieroglyphics, and in sculpture and architec-
ture. [t was very compelling to somebody who
didn’t know anything like myself. [laughter]
[ thought it made very good sense. And it
wasn’t until years later when I was going to
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the university and studying anthropology,
that I began to see how ridiculous the whole
thing was.

All of that had been tied in with the
Ballards and the I Am Society. The Ballards
wrote numbers of tracts on the lost continent
of Lemuria and how at Mt. Shasta the rem-
nants of the Lemurian society still existed in
the bowels of the mountain. And that if you
visited there, you could feel the presence of
the ascended masters of these great civiliza-
tions. If you were very fortunate and there at
the right moment, you could see great ships
rising from the tip of Mt. Shasta, hovering
above the mountain, and taking off toward
the Pacific. These were, of course, Lemurians
of this advanced society.

That was about the same period as the
Rosicrucian experience. Yet | took this all
with a grain of salt. My friend—who had gone
with me to the Rosicrucian meeting—and I
went and we camped at the foot of Mt.
Shasta. We spent two nights, I think, and
two days looking and waiting for some kind
of apparition above Mt. Shasta. Although,
it was a very beautiful and wonderful experi-
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ence, we had no indications that anything
untoward was taking place. [laughter]

[ did go to some lecture that the Ballards
gave, | believe in Stockton, and I was very
unimpressed by them. They were two dowdy,
ordinary people, and I thought they sounded
rather ignorant. I'm not very clear on that
memory. But, [ was at that stage, and so was
my friend, just checking things out. We
wanted to know. We had inquiring minds, as
the sly phrase goes today.

My father had very little to say about such
things, as I've already indicated, and my
mother looked upon it as, at the best, just a
phase one of her sons was going through. On
the other hand, she was a little attracted by
the mysticism of it. She tried to lead me into
seeing it as related to Christianity in some
way, but that was a very hard sell. [laughter]
But the real thing was that I was associating
with the wrong kind of people. These were
people who would mislead one, because they
were loaded with strange ideas, and they were
making money from their ideas. This wasn’t
quite true of the Ballards, I don’t think. I
imagine they made a living off of it, but I
don’t think they made any fortunes. These
were the true believers of the movement, and
they went on for many years. They did well.
There were enough people in the United
States I suppose, who were swept up by these
kinds of beliefs. Today, of course, it’s rampant.
These were the early manifestations of that,
and [ feel kind of proud of myself in a way
that [ was in at the very beginning. [laugh-
ter] I didn’t know anybody else who really
saw this as interesting or important.

My friend, Pierce Young, was very inter-
ested, too. We both wanted to believe
something. That was the thing. We both
wanted to have some kind of, not religious,
but some kind of spiritual experience that
would give us extraordinary insight about the

meaning of existence. For a while my read-
ing was all in that area. I remember having
this awful feeling of boredom and contempt
for those mind-improving and life-remodel-
ing people like Fosdick and others. My
parents were reading a kind of a watered-
down Christianity, full of the Protestant
ethic, which of course, it would be, and I just
felt that it wasn’t enough. So, [ was doing all
this intellectual exploring while I was going
to school.

By the way, before that, another aspect
of my relationship with my mother’s family
and my grandparents occurred when I was
about eleven or twelve and they were living
with us in Oakland. I remember my grandfa-
ther having visions. He referred to them as
his Visions of heaven and hell, when he and
my grandmother would pray and speak in
tongues. This very wonderful old man . ..
not a Swedish peasant, because he had had
some schooling, but he was relatively unedu-
cated and deeply involved in the evangelistic
movements of the time. And he would talk
to me at length, because he couldn’t talk to
my parents. They would tell him to be quiet.
So he would tell me about these visions. He
wrote some of them up in his very scratchy
handwriting and very poor English. And he
asked me if [ would help him make them fine,
fix them up. I was about eleven or twelve, |
guess.

[ remember sitting for hours with him. I
was fascinated by these visions. I don’t re-
member having any sense of belief in them
at all, but a sense of wonder that a person
could have such magnificent dreams. His
were so intact, so complete, so loaded with
detail. He would come to tears while he was
telling me about them, and this affected me,
because it meant so much to him. So, I would
sit with him and try to write out these narra-
tives. | remember there were two. One was
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the vision of heaven, and the other was the
visions of hell and things to come. And so |
wrote them out in standard English for him.
[ think I have copies somewhere. They're less
inspired than his rendition. If | had only had
a tape recording of the old man, they were
terribly moving. But when I got through with
them, cleaning them up at the age of twelve,
they were pretty dull fare.

He was very proud of them though, and
took them to a printer, and with what little
money he had, he had them printed. He had
a great stack of them, and he wanted me to
help him pass them out. And I said I didn’t
want to do that. [laughter] This was the same
man who had sent me out in the streets of
Oakland at the age of four or five to pick up
the horse manure on the streets to fertilize
his vegetables in the backyard, telling me that
we must waste nothing. Everything must be
used. [laughter] And now this old man was
telling me to pass out tracts when [ was twelve
years old. But I really wanted to help him,
and I felt [ had helped him. And so he would
take these tracts downtown to the streets in
Oakland, and we would pass out his tracts
and preach. While he was preaching, he
would feel very, very good. He’d come home
feeling like he had accomplished something.
We didn’t tell my folks. My grandmother had
great admiration for his scholarship—that
he’d put these tracts together. But I remem-
ber that with affection, because it was, again,
my feeling of identification with certain
aspects of my parents’ families.

With my mother’s family, I really had a
greater identity with my grandparents, who
were very strange and different from others
in the family but whose lives had been so
wonderfully courageous. They had done such
marvelous things. They had come from the
old country and come here, were dirt poor,
had many children and brought them up, and

were able to send them to school. In the fam-
ily, there was this kind of romantic myth
about them and how wonderful they had
been. At the same time, the family looked at
them askance, because they never really be-
came “American”. They retained these
strange, peculiar ways, like making hop beer
and blowing up the basement. And my grand-
father with the clabber that he would
make—the odor could be smelled through-
out the neighborhood. My mother and her
sisters were always upset by the image that
they would make for our houses in any neigh-
borhood: they were such peasant-like people.
My identity was with them, however, because
they were from another time, another society.

On my father’s side, it was with my great-
grandfather, Joaquim, the seaman, the man
who had run a winery in early California. The
adventurer again. The one who had left
home. The one that had gone out into the
world. So, my identities were with the grand-
parents and great-grandparents, rather than
that second generation which was denying
its past.

My father never spoke Portuguese in the
home. My mother, although she was always
very respectful of her parents, was always
making fun of them because she was embar-
rassed by them. When we’d have company, |
remember she would spend hours fixing my
grandmother up, fixing her hair, putting on
a new dress. My grandmother was always
frumpy. I mean she was a hard-working peas-
ant woman, and she didn’t care about her
personal appearance. My mother and her sis-
ters were always fussing over her to make her
look better. They even took her to a beauti-
cian once, and she came out looking so
horrid. [laughter] She was another person
that had nothing to do with the grandmother
that [ knew. So there was this kind of ten-
sion always, admiration and yet distance,
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maintaining distance, and treating them as
children. You know, they just had to be
watched all the time and kept from doing silly
things. [ always felt on their side.

See, it’s a terrible contradiction. Here was
my very religious mother and her two reli-
gious sisters. Her brothers who weren’t so
religious. They were kind of wild characters.
Though they were less respectful of all that,
they sometimes were dragged to church and
the like. But my mother and her sisters were
pious ladies, and my mother also was an intel-
lectual. She read current affairs, she read the
classics, and she had read Plato and Aristotle.
Not that she understood it, but she felt con-
nected with some line of intellectual
development in western society. And, she
questioned religion. She wasn’t just a true
believer. But she was deeply religious, and
therefore, she had this respect for her par-
ents’ beliefs that had helped them survive in
their earlier life. All her siblings respected
their parents. They couldn’t bear them.
[laughter] They were always sent from one
to the other. They were always doing these
outlandish things, and were always embar-
rassing their children in front of their friends
and neighbors.

So, my grandmother, who would be
gussied up for photographs or for company,
she would get back to her old ways as soon as
they were gone. I enjoyed this. I loved her in
that mode. And my grandfather was a
hardworking laborer who always had rheu-
matism, and my grandmother rubbed him
every night with these evil-smelling lotions.
What were some of them at that time? Vick’s
Vapor Rub, Sloan’s Liniment, Kerosene poul-
tices. Well, anyway, | can’t remember, but
there were these awful lotions that stank up
the house, and he would rub them all over
himself at night under his winter underwear.
Sometimes I'd have to sleep with him. If we

had company, I had to sleep with my grand-
parents. | remember this heavy smell of strong
lotions for rheumatism that my grandfather
had.

My grandmother had other kinds of lo-
tions. She would rub herself with flax seed
and drink flax seed, and she forced me to
drink flax seed, which was the most terrible
thing in this world. Then I'd have to sleep
with them, sometimes between them. And |
remember waking up, feeling that I was suf-
focating in a cave. These two large people,
one on each side breathing heavily—and this
aroma. My brother probably sometimes slept
with them. He was younger, so he had a bed
of his own. But my bed would sometimes be
given over to company. Maybe this happened
to him, too, but I don’t remember. I do re-
member those long nights. They were very
strange and quite memorable. So that was
part of the identity I had with these two nur-
turing, hardworking people of another
culture.

On the other side, was this professional,
richly ornate, emotive, Portuguese extended
family living in a large house with grand ways
and wonderful objects around like Chinese
furniture. My father’s mother and father had
gotten wedding presents from Archbishop
Nunes, who was Archbishop of the Far East
or something of that kind at Macao. And he
had sent them these marvelous, carved,
Chinese benches and tables. I would walk
into their house and feel I was in another
world. The ambiance that I felt in my
Portuguese grandparents’ house was really
one of grandeur. Perhaps it wasn’t that grand,
but to me it was, compared to the life that
we lived in my mother and father’s house.
We were in the deep Depression. My father
was a struggling student, and we had scarcely
any money. But on the Portuguese side of the
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family, there was this sense of grandeur and
drama.

[ later realized that they really did not
have close relationships. My father loved his
father. Yet the old man was considered by the
family to be kind of weak, that he didn’t really
push hard enough. His practice was declin-
ing. My grandmother, was the real power. She
ruled the roost with an iron hand. She was a
grand lady.

But when [ was very young, that was the
grand house. That was the place of fascina-
tion, where they only spoke Portuguese. They
would speak English to me or to others who
were there who didn’t speak Portuguese, but
among themselves they spoke Portuguese.
There were tumultuous gatherings with great
long tables for all of the family who at-
tended—the Portuguese families from
Hayward, from Sacramento and San Leandro.
They would all come down. Most were pro-
fessional people of one kind of another. All
were devout Catholics.

But still, the person who stuck out in my
mind was Joaquim, my great-grandfather,
whom [ had not known but heard about.
They talked about him with some reserve.
He became an icon to me—the man who
started it all. The man who had come over
and done such marvelous things and sailed
on whaling ships and became a gold rush
miner and farmer.

So here were the two sides of the family.
My empathy was linked to the ethnicity, I
suppose. No, that would be too fancy of a
word for it. It was with the foreign adven-
turesomeness of the certain persons on each
side, those who had struggled to come
through a great deal of difficulty and who
were looked down on by the new generation
because they had not become full Americans.
[ felt the ones who hadn’t become full
Americans were the ones that I liked the most

and were most interesting. | saw the genera-
tion of my parents as kind of pallid, as people
who were trying so hard to make it in the
American society that the connection with
their roots had gotten very attenuated.

[t was also the exoticism. When you
think of the kind of mystical stuff that I was
reading at the time, it was exotic. There was
Sven Hedin and the expeditions to Tibet.
Oh, yes! Tibet! Tibet was very much in my
mind. The descriptions of Lhasa blew me
away. The film Lost Horizon came later, but |
was prepared for Lost Horizon, because Lhasa
was a place I yearned to see. The valley and
the society of Lost Horizon was right up my
alley. So there was all this business of exoti-
cism, I suppose. Wanting to get out of the
world I was in to that world of adventure and
wonders.

When I was in high school, Richard
Halliburton came through Modesto and gave
a lecture at a local theater. I had read the
Royal Road to Romance but he somewhat dis-
appointed me. He was a scrawny little guy
[laughter]. I looked at him and thought, “Is
this the man that [ have been reading about?”
Nevertheless, he gave a whale of a lecture
loaded with adventure. The right thing for
high school kids. But I was swept away and
went up afterwards and talked to him and
said I wanted to go on the junk he was tak-
ing from Hong Kong to Treasure Island,
where the San Francisco’s World Fair was
planned. He had talked about this, the
Butterfly Boat voyage across the Pacific! I re-
member him saying, “Well, you know we
have a crew, and we’re all set. But drop me a
line.” So immediately I dropped him a line.
Then a few weeks later, as | was waiting im-
patiently, he wrote this very nice letter saying
the crew was complete, and that [ was a little
young and inexperienced, and he wasn’t sure
that I should go on this thing. Well, the up-
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shot is that the boat sank in the Pacific on
the way over. It never got to Treasure Island,
so I was spared. But that was a great disap-
pointment, and I dreamed of it. Halliburton
and the boat disappeared at sea, and nobody
knows what happened to it. There were some
radio messages of a storm or a typhoon. I'm
not sure what year. I think 1938 or 1939. I
just felt crushed that I didn’t go. Then later
on, I was glad I didn’t.

So, there was this tremendous desire and
need to differentiate myself from my imme-
diate family, even though I had a lot of respect
for them. I felt very protective of my mother,
who was sometimes very sickly. She was an
unhappy woman in many ways, and loaded
with a sense of obligation and guilt about her
life and lost opportunities. And my father,
who was burdened by coming rather late to
his career. In medical school he was at least
ten years older than most of his confederates
and so involved in himself and his work that
he was a very remote person to his family.
Nevertheless, I admired him. I admired the
struggle that he was going through. And my
mother would insist that we admire that,
even though she saw him and his family as
having victimized her early in life. Yet de-
spite this ambivalence, I feel they loved and
respected one another deeply and through-
out life.

Accepting this role of my mother as the
misused woman, [ think affected both my
brother and myself. Also, her constant ob-
sessive recollection of the betrayal by my
father’s family was with her all her life, and
probably was connected with her stress and
her frequent illness. Yet at the same time, she
was a woman of tremendous resolve. She read
a lot. She did a lot of thinking, analytical
thinking, and she’d talk to us about books
and about ideas and encouraged us in that

way. So, | have a mixed recollection of her
on that level.

My father, as I said, was a more remote
person. Also, I suppose, I identified with my
mother’s sense of lost opportunity, that she
had not gotten away from her family. She had
not gone off when she was seventeen. She
had met a woman who had a dance troupe
and wanted to take her with them to New
York, but her mother wouldn’t let her go.
Then, of course, she had this affair with my
father, became pregnant, and was thrust into
this very strained atmosphere of my father’s
family. Then there was her own parents’ re-
action to her “infidelity”—her premature
pregnancy. However, to my grandparents that
was not a terrible thing in itself. It was that
they had not gotten married right away. If you
do that, it’s all right. But to the Portuguese
side of the family, there was something deeply
sinful or shameful about having had sexual
experience and pregnancy prior to marriage.

Well, added to that, you had pointed out, too,
that from your Portuguese side that it was not
necessarily a good match, but from the Swedish
side, it was a good match, it’s just, the timing
was . . ..

Well, a good match, excepting they were
very upset about the fact that my father had
been so impetuous and had taken advantage
of their daughter. So, my Swedish grand-
mother—as I think I told you—went over to
the Portuguese grandmother and said, “Look
here, we have to do something about this.”
And something was done. They were very
quickly given a marriage—a rather elaborate
marriage by the Portuguese family—and my
mother was put into a kind of seclusion, I
suppose, a hush up, until I was born two or
three months early. What a pathetic business!
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But in those days, to that sort of a family, it
was very important, but not to my Swedish
grandparents. It had to do with obligation.
My father and his family had an obligation to
their daughter.

Now, did your Swedish grandparents come to
stay with you? The part I got a little confused on
was if they stayed with you once you moved to

Modesto.

Oh, they stayed with us frequently, be-
cause they were, in a sense, farmed out to
various sectors of the family who would take
them in turn. But my parents got them most
of the time.

Weell, it sounds like Modesto also provided an
opportunity for your mother more to forge her
own identity.

In a way. She had more friends, but at
the same time, she was a relatively isolated
person. And although she did have one or
two friends at times, she was an unhappy
woman. Always a sense of never having
achieved what she wanted and of having
been ill used, I think. She was always talking
about what she might have done, what she
should have done, and how people had to do
what they felt. So, that was a contradiction
when later I was doing what I wanted to do,
and she found it very difficult to chastise me
about those things. She would do it on a re-
ligious basis. As long as one was living a moral
life, one could do these things. And I was
sometimes living an “immoral” life.

At this time, my grandparents were still
involved with the evangelist Amy Semple
McPherson. I forget what year it was that
Amy Semple McPherson had become a cele-
brity, got national notoriety for having been
supposedly kidnapped. There was a wild story
about her being abducted and taken to some
desert place, and then later found in disarray
rambling on the beach in southern
California. It was a strange and yet wonder-
ful story. Everybody we knew was reading the
story about Amy Semple McPherson. The
cynical speculation was (not on the part of
my family) that she had just gone off on a
toot with somebody and had an affair some-
where, and the cover was that she had been
kidnapped. The other story my grandparents
had was that some bad people had kidnapped
her in order to get a ransom. There was a
ransom note and all that. I don’t remember
the details.

But she was a religious figure at this time?

She was one of the great evangelical
preachers of the time, and she had a tremen-
dous following. I recall my grandparents
talking about her and wanting me to go with
them into Oakland to see her when she came
there. I didn’t go. I saw her much later under
conditions that I'll talk about. But actually
seeing the people who were doing these
things always was a disappointment to me.
They were not what [ expected.






{

OW IS THIS the time period where
you said you were going as frequently

as you could to the estuary in

Alameda?

No, that’s much earlier. That’s when we
were living in Alameda. | was seven or eight
years old. I spent hours and hours of many
days wandering. There must have been ten
or twelve big Alaska Packer ships tied up
there, no longer in service. | was absolutely
enthralled by them. I can even remember the
passageways and the fo’'c’s’'les [from “fore-
castle”, the crew’s quarters on a ship]. When
[ finally went to sea later myself, I still re-
membered the Alaska Packer ships and the
fo’c’s’les and the brass fixtures and the wheel
house.

So did you get on board when you were a little
boy?

Oh, we climbed up the side. My brother
was with me sometimes, or sometimes I just
went alone or with a couple of other friends.
We just would climb on, and sometimes we

EARLY EXPLORATIONS

were driven off by watchmen. But most of
the time, nobody saw us and we spent hours.
[ remember, sitting in the wheel house with
my hands on the wheel thinking that I was
steering this great ship. So that was an im-
print of some significance to me, because I
was away, | was on my way to Alaska when |
was standing at that wheel.

And was this the same time period that you could
walk home from school along the brook with the

hobos?

That was in Palo Alto. That was even
earlier. That was Palo Alto Creek. Yes. That
was earlier. And then later in Modesto, there
was Beard Brook—the period that we are
talking about now. Beard Brook was another
larger stream—I think it emptied into the
Stanislaus. It ran through the edges of what
was then Modesto, which was a very small
town. | spent all my spare time wandering
along Beard Brook.

That was the period, too, in Modesto,
when I got some odd jobs now and then. I
had the job with the apricot drying shed, then
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[ mentioned working for that farmer, trying
to clear his irrigation ditches, which was one
of the worst jobs I've ever had in my life. That
didn’t last very long.

Were you in junior college at this time?

No, I was in high school. When I got into
junior college, I upgraded. I finally got a job
as an usher in the local theater, the Princess

Theater.

Now, when was this when you had the radio pro-
gram?

Well, yes, that’s about the time. Yes, this
friend of mine, Bobbie Jean Miller, when I
mentioned before had a number of people
around her, and her house was open house.
Anyway, Bobbie Jean knew people at the ra-
dio station. I believe it was KTRB, but I may
be very wrong. She had a chance to get a
fifteen-minute program, and so she linked me
up with her. We developed a kind of a per-
sona—a Bobbie Jean and Warren kind of
thing. She sang songs. I remember most of it
was Jeannette McDonald drivel. She wasn’t
a very good singer, but she could get away
with it. [ sometimes sang, because | had sung
in school operettas and things, and [ have a
terrible voice. [ also wrote scripts. I even have
one left, handwritten, an anti-war script. |
was very much involved with the thoughts
of the coming war, because, I think, my par-
ents were very anti-war and pacifists—as most
people were in the 1920s and 1930s. In the
mid to late 1930s, as things began to heat up
in Europe, and although it seemed very dis-
tant, [ remember being very concerned about
the possibility of there being a world war. So,
[ was writing these scripts, usually conversa-
tions between people about being drafted, or
what would happen if they went to war, what

was war like? Recounting the things that |
had heard about World War [ and all that.
wish I had more of them. They must have
been quite a thing on the radio in Modesto

in 1936.

Well, how do you think they were received?

[ haven't the slightest idea. All I remem-
ber is we'd go there and do our programs and
felt very good about it. Had a lot of fun, and
maybe some of our friends listened. | remem-
ber my parents heard one, and they were kind
of quiet about it. [laughter] So, there was that.

Was this about the time that the German couple
visited?

Yes. I guess it was about 1938. My father
had some patients who were from
Germany—a young German couple. They
liked him very much, and he got to know
them. He invited them over to our house for
a visit, and I remember very clearly sitting
with them as they were telling us about
Germany—what a wonderful place it was,
how all the lies told about Hitler in this coun-
try weren’t true, and that Hitler was really a
very kind and warm and wonderful man who
had helped remake Germany. And they
thought we should go and see it. | remember
being fascinated by the strong feeling of loy-
alty these people had to their country and
their urgent proselytizing. They were obvi-
ously trying to convince us of how the new
Nazi Germany was the best thing that had
happened to Europe. And they, both of them,
were very convincing people.

[ remember my mother and father and
my brother talking about it afterwards. My
brother has a different recollection of this.
He says he wrote a paper for school about
the wonderful new system in Germany based
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on what he had heard. But I remember feel-
ing very doubtful, because there was the
Spanish Civil War going on, and although I
had no connection with it, I had been read-
ing about it and how volunteers were going
over there. Again, because | wanted to get
away, | was thinking I should, but I was too
young. It just wouldn’t have been possible for
me. But [ remember thinking that I ought to
be doing something like that. I ought to be
taking part with the Loyalists. I didn’t under-
stand the political significance very much. I
just knew that it was a war against fascism,
against Franco.

So that was in my mind as [ was listening
to these people. I had this great sense of
doubt. They were saying that Hitler wasn’t
against the Jews, though it was the Jews who’d
caused the trouble. And everybody was try-
ing to get along with them, but it was
impossible. They were people you could not
get along with. Their whole tradition, their
whole life and culture had been so different
that they were unable to assimilate in
Germany.

[ remember later, my mother saying she
was very concerned about their view about
the Jews, but then she talked about Joe Gray.
This was back in her youth when her mother
and father were going to these evangelical
missions in Oakland, where all sorts of dere-
licts and other people from the mission were
brought to their house to stay and to be fed.
Among them was a man who was impover-
ished but very well educated, named Joe Gray,
and he was a Jew. Her mother and father had
befriended him and fed him when he was on
the streets. He later got a very good job as a
butler for a wealthy family, and he was al-
ways meticulously dressed. He spoke very well
and was a handsome middle-aged man. He
would visit the various members of my
mother’s family, once or twice a year for many

years, with a big box of fine chocolates. They
all spoke of Joe Gray, what a wonderful man
he was, and he was always thankful to my
grandparents. That was something I remem-
ber about my grandparents how grateful he
was to them, what respect he had for them.

So my mother mentioned this. She says,
“You know, we knew lots of Jews.” They had
lived in this sort of semi-ghetto in Oakland.
It was a working-class neighborhood in
Oakland, and they lived with all sorts of
people—Armenians and Jews and Italians,
but no African Americans. I don’t believe
anybody had much contact with African
Americans in those days. But it was a very
mixed immigrant society. The Jews were
taken as just another group of immigrants,
and Joe Gray was an exemplary figure, be-
cause he was educated, and because he got a
good job, and because he came and paid his
respects once or twice a year. As she said, “Joe
Gray is a wonderful man.” I remember her
talking about that in relation to what this
German couple had been talking about.

Oh, the only bias I remember in my
mother’s family, was about the Chinese and
the Catholics, as I mentioned earlier. [laugh-
ter] My Aunt Edith used to say, “Oh, you have
to watch out for the Chinese, and you don’t
eat in Chinese restaurants.”

She used to warn me, because I was al-
ways eating in Chinese restaurants. Nobody
else I knew did, but I was going to Chinese
restaurants all the time when I stayed with
her. I'd go over to San Francisco. The Yee-
Jun was one of the great restaurants. It was
down in a basement, a very dark and grubby
little place, but it had absolutely marvelous
food. I loved it, and it was cheap. I could eat
for twenty-five cents, fifty cents, I could eat
all I wanted. And then I would go to the the-
ater, the Chinese theater in San Francisco.
I'd sit there for hours. I was the only non-
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Chinese in this large, old, ornate Chinese
theater on Grant Avenue, and I'd sit there
listening to these very elaborate Chinese
operas. | didn’t understand a word, but you
know, I got the idea watching it. [laughter]
The audience was all eating and talking, and
it was like a Shakespearean theater. I loved
it. Every time I'd go to San Francisco alone |
would go there. My aunt would constantly
warn me, “Be careful. It’s terribly dangerous,
and don’t eat that food.” And [ would tell
her how I was eating the food all the time,
and the people were wonderful, and I liked
1t.

There was also the Oakland Chinatown.
Later when I was going to Cal, I would go
down to the Oakland Chinatown and spend
a lot of time at, I think it was called, the
Imperial Palace—an old, very exquisite
Chinese architectured two-story building. I
think it’s still there, but it’s now a run down
hotel. They had modern Chinese floor shows.
I'd go there with twenty-five or thirty-five
cents and have enough rice and vegetables
to fill me up. But all of this was taking place
while the Spanish Civil War was on. I felt
very remote from that, but it was there.

Was there discussion of it in your family?

My family didn’t talk much politics. I
think most [conversations about] politics
were around the early 1930s when Roosevelt
was elected and the New Deal and when Pro-
hibition was lifted. I look back with surprise
that my parents thought it was great when
they repealed Prohibition. And we all drank
beer. I was sent out for beer. Roosevelt and
the New Deal was a positive thing to them,
because Hoover had been, to them, a terrible
president. He had caused the Depression, and
everybody would speak cynically about his
slogan—a chicken in every pot and a car in

every garage kind of thing. That’s the only
politics that I remember. It was an apolitical
family really. The Spanish Civil War was a
very remote thing, but it would trickle
through to me, and I was aware of that. Also
it was a way to get away. I wanted to go and
do something important.

Weell, is this about the time that you tried to go to
sea!

Yes. I had gone to visit my wonderful
Aunt Edith and Uncle Armand. When I'd
go down to the Bay Area from Modesto, I'd
sometimes go down and stay a few days with
them. And while I was there, I'd spend all of
my time in San Francisco, Chinatown mostly.
And one time, | was determined I was going
to go to sea. So I went over and I got my
passport, and I still have that, my first pass-
port. That must have been 1936 or 1937. 1
couldn’t have been more than sixteen or sev-
enteen, and [ got the passport, and I went
around to the union halls just desperate to try
to get on a ship. I was scared to death, but I
went to the Sailor’s Union of the Pacific. |
think [ maybe went to the NMU, but I don’t
know if they had a hall then.

What'’s the NMU?

The National Maritime Union. It was
just beginning actually and had been formed
after the 1937 maritime strike. I even went
around to some of the shipyards to see if |
could just get on. I didn’t care if it was union
or non-union, I just wanted to get to sea. But
it was a very tight period. There were guys
lined up—I felt terrible—a block long to get
jobs.

Because you were competing for jobs right?
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Yes. I tried for two or three days, I remem-
ber, and I just felt like a beat dog. I was stuck.
[ couldn’t get out. And if I had gotten a job,
[ think I would have just gone. My family
would have been very upset, but I was deter-
mined | was going to do it if I got the job. I

was still in high school. Yes, 1936, 1937. And
then junior college in 1937.

Well, would they have been upset if you hadn’t
even finished high school?

Well, yes. I didn’t care.

It sounds, actually, like all your elders had to do
was to tell you that something was not a good
idea, and you knew the next thing you were go-
ing to do. [laughter]

Well, I don’t think I reacted that way. I
don’t think I reacted against them so much
as it was a matter of my own inner drive to,
to do my own thing.

Well, you were in such a wonderful setting to
explore the exotic and be curious about other
people. I mean the time and the place that you
were.

[ don’t know about that. I think some-
times one discovers the exotic where one is.
[t’s all around everywhere. These things were
available to anybody. It’s just that they suited
my disposition at the time and what [ wanted
to experience. It was experiential, the search
for experience—the search to prove oneself.
[ don’t remember it being against my parents
or anything, it was just the idea that I was
doing it apart from them.

Also, it sounds like with the two major influ-
ences you had there, that you may have felt free
to kind of create your own identity.

Well, that is something that interests me
too. And maybe I have mentioned this be-
fore, but my brother and I were left pretty
much alone. We had a lot of space. If we got
out of line, we got into real trouble and there
would be long, long lectures and harangues
by my mother, and occasionally a spanking
from my father, but mostly just disapproval.
The look of disapproval was enough. But
most of the time we were pretty free to wan-
der about and do our own thing.

We had a lot of free time as | remember,
which I think was a very good thing. I re-
member being oppressed by my family only in
terms of their attitudes and the crowdedness
of my mother’s family. You were just sur-
rounded by extended family and you were in
that world continually, and I had this feeling
of being trapped and wanting to get out of it,
wanting to be out of that world. I didn’t hate
it. I just felt smothered. I wanted to do other
things. So, it wasn’t against my family . . . .

[ had more freedom to wander about and
time to myself than I think most kids have
today. Both my folks were busy, busy. My
mother was busy with her own thoughts and
her own life and doing a lot of sewing for the
family. She sewed everything for the family.
She made our pants or altered clothes passed
down to us from her family throughout our
childhood and also made her own clothes.
She hated housework, but she did it. She felt
she had to, because the place had to look nice
if people came in. She was very attuned to
having a nice-looking house. She also spent
a lot of time by herself, reading, and since
my father was away all the time, my brother
and [ were pretty much on our own.

When I look back, it was probably very
good. I did a lot of reading. I was able to wan-
der around the landscape. I remember doing
a lot of hiking when we were living with my
aunt or when we were living near her in
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Oakland later on, in Rockridge. We would
hike up into the hills, really wild in those days,
all built up today. There were forests, there
were woods and streams and lots of animals.

[ remember we’d hike up to Joaquin
Miller Park, named for Joaquin Miller, the
California poet. His daughter was there; I
think her name was Juanita Miller. She had
his books of poetry, and she would sit there
talking to visitors, and I remember talking to
her for hours. She gave me copies of his poems
and she would read them to me. She was a
strange lady. [laughter] But again, it was a
wonderful thing to be able to do and wander
through those eucalyptus groves. And there
were streams up there. There were no houses.
Today, it’s all houses out in that direction.

Being gone all day, sometimes for two or
three days in a row, was just sort of taken for
granted. That was a good thing as | remem-
ber. I did a lot of personal thinking, and my
brother and [, as I've mentioned, did a lot of
talking about the family. And even though
we fought a lot, and we were quite different,
we had a mutual interest in the kind of fam-
ily we had. We were always sort of analytical
about our family: what they had done at the
last get-together; why this argument had gone
on; and what was wrong with this person or
that person. We did a great deal of thinking
about the family.

There was no mass media, although later
when we were in Alameda, we had a radio
and we used to sit together as a family, which
was nice, and listen to something called the
Cockeyed Parrot. | remember, it was a serial,
a marvelous mystery, horror story. [laughter]
And we would sit there getting very fright-
ened and horrified at night. This little tiny
radio was where we also heard Roosevelt’s
speeches and things of that sort. But aside
from that, there was no impact from the mass

media of ideas, news, advertising, or faddish
stuff.

We chose our sources of information. I
spent a lot of time in libraries. And we had a
fairly interesting library at home that my fa-
ther had brought from his parents’ home. So,
there was a lot of reading and then a lot of
space just to wander around.

But we also had to do a lot of housework.
We'd always do the dishes. My brother and 1
fought about that for years. My brother al-
ways saved his money, and I would borrow
money from him. The way I would pay him
back was I’d do his turn at the dishes, and he
was meticulous about it. He knew every
penny that I'd owe him. [laughter]

We had to do the wash once a week on
this old ringer washing machine. We did the
family wash and hung it up and sometimes
scrubbed floors and things of that sort or
worked in our little gardens. So we were ex-
pected to do housework, but most of the time,
if we were gone, nobody asked about it. I re-
member we’d wander. We'd do a lot of
wandering.

Now, as far as the media is concerned,
even when we had our first little radios—
which were very bad—there was nothing on
them except dance music at night from some
hotel in San Francisco or sometimes little
news broadcasts and sometimes plays. Oh,
before that, I got a crystal set. I don’t know if
you've ever seen one. It’s a little crystal set in
a box, and it had a little handle or gadget
where you’d move a kind of a wire, a feeler
over the crystal. You had earphones, and
you’d keep messing around with the crystal
until you’d get a station. To me, it was a mar-
velous thing.

You didn’t know what you were going to
get. [laughter] I got Mexico a number of times
from Modesto. Certain nights at a certain
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time I'd get this faint sound of Mexican mu-
sic and blues coming from Tijuana. My
brother tells me now it couldn’t have hap-
pened. [laughter] “It’s impossible.”

And people’d say, “Oh you couldn’t . . . .”
But I got Mexico, and I had this wonderful,
thrilling feeling that I was really reaching out
into the world.

[ remember blues programs. Nobody we
knew listened to country music or blues or
African-American blues at that time. I mean,
you just didn’t do it. I didn’t get to like coun-
try music until years later when [ was driving
across country and used to go through the
Midwest and hear these great country sing-
ers. And jazz and blues were something that
came later in my life as an appreciation. But
then, I remember hearing this weird, won-
derful blues music coming from Tijuana.

I can remember one of the songs that I
much later saw on a disc that some friends of
mine had. It was somebody like Sophie
Tucker singing “Hot Nuts.” [laughter] It was
also very scatological, and I wanted one. I
had this feeling that I was really out in that
wonderful world out there.

That crystal set is also connected with
another aspect of my youth—the mystical
and the spiritual readings that I had done. I
had the feeling that maybe I would pick up
something from outer space. I was probably
one of the first scanners of outer space for
messages. [laughter]

[ was thinking that maybe there was
somebody sending messages from a spaceship
or something like that, and maybe I'd pick it
up. Or maybe they were picking up my fool-

ing around on the crystal, you see, and I would
move the crystal to make strange little noises
and things.

How wonderful you could just pick up things.
That, too, was kind of an exploration.

Yes. Because it was always accidental,
unless you really knew your crystal. [laugh-
ter] Sometimes if you hit the same spot, you'd
get a similar station. It didn’t have much
range, but on certain days, if the meteoro-
logical conditions were right you could get
San Francisco or, now and then, Mexico. So
that was to me truly exotic. And, of course,
I'd report things that nobody would believe.

About 1938 is when, on our little radio,
we heard the War of the Worlds with Orson
Welles. I was the only one I knew who had
heard any part of it. Later when there was
this big flap in the newspapers and on the air
about people running into the streets and
getting in their cars and getting out of town,
[ remember while [ was listening to it,  knew
it was a drama, because I had read H. G.
Wells. I thought it was kind of marvelous,
and I just heard the tail end of it, I think.
Then all of this happened, and I remember
feeling very superior. I knew. [ knew all the
time. What'’s wrong with these people, you
know? They’re just ready to believe anything.
Of course, [ had to tell myself over time later
that it’s very easy to believe anything if you're
not careful and if you don’t develop a rea-
soning mind, an informed skepticism. So, yes,
about 1938 I guess it was.
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HEN I LOOK BACK, | have a
very nostalgic, romantic feeling
about that whole area in San
Joaquin Valley and the town of Modesto at
that time. It was a very bucolic experience,
living in this rural environment when I'd
been growing up—up to that time—in highly
urbanized environments. And there was
something about the space, something about
the great expanses of farmland, ranchland,
the long, very, very hot summers one felt
would never end. And the sun was scorch-
ing, and you felt terribly hot. But I can
remember going into these irrigation ditches
to swim, and the contrast between the air and
the heat and these cool irrigation ditches.
And the fact that so much produce was
available. I remember we used to eat tons of
peaches and oranges fresh off the trees, and
grapes all summer long, and plums, and pome-
granates that [ had never dreamed grew on
little bushes, and here they were almost wild.
You could pick off ripe pomegranates. I've
never been able to eat pomegranates since,
because the ones that you buy are wrong.
They’re just not ripe. They just taste bitter
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and green. They can’t ripen off the tree or
off the bush. But here there were these
cracked, splitting, ripe pomegranates every-
where.

And long hikes that I would make into
the ranchlands and up to the creeks. The
Tuolumne and the Stanislaus River banks,
and all those little towns—Knights Ferry,
Ceres, Turlock, all of those rural villages at
that time—a feeling of really having lived in
a bountiful area. In fact, across the train tracks
and the main highway, through Modesto,
there is an arch, something like the Reno
arch “Biggest Little City in the World.” 1
think it’s still there which reads “Water,
Wealth, Contentment, and Health.” We used
to joke cynically about that. It was one of
the ironies of our young lives. We felt that
was so very funny—water, wealth, content-
ment and health. How hokey could one get?
And yet, it was that. There was this wonder-
fully verdant, productive area, and it was slow
and calm and hot.

And also, I remember Modesto was the
first time [ had run into such a variety of
people, or had the opportunity to. I men-
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tioned the so-called Okies, the people from
the Midwest that were driven out by the great
droughts and the dust bowl experience and
came west, and how they flocked into this
area, into the orchards as workers, into the
canneries. A stranger group, different than
people that I had known. And I had this de-
sire always to know them and to get to talk
to them and be among them, which I did
occasionally, but I was very shy and I wasn’t
very outgoing. I was really afraid to intrude.
Nevertheless, I tried.

Also the Mexicans. There were not a
great number. They also fascinated me, and
after my later trip to Mexico, they became a
very important ethnic object for me. I was
fascinated by their little camps in the or-
chards and near the canneries, their foods and
their appearance, the way they dressed, and
the expressiveness of their speech and ges-
tures.

And the hobos. We had hobos coming
through town. This was in the midst of the
Depression when we first went there, but it
continued through the 1930s, streams of ho-
bos off the freight trains. One of the major
train links came through Modesto, north-
south, and every time the freight would stop,
all the hobos would come piling off and
others would go piling on. I used to go down
and watch them coming and going, and I'd
go out and hang around their campsite. |
never had the courage to go into the camps
and meet the people, but I remember stand-
ing off and watching these camps, as the
people were cooking and washing their
clothes, trying to hear what they were say-
ing. But I never had the courage to actually
confront them.

In that period, just as earlier in Oakland
when we were living there and Palo Alto,
the tramps as they were called—these were
legitimate hobos, people without jobs, job-

less men with some women and kids—would
come around to the back doors of our house
and other people’s houses asking for food or
work. One thing I remember about my
mother, she never turned them away. She
always had something for them to eat, or she
had a little job, because she didn’t like to just
give things out. She’d have a little job like
clearing the yard or carrying something out
back or something of that sort. She would
say, “Please do that.” And they would work
for fifteen or twenty minutes, and then she
would fix a plate of food for them. If there
were two or three, she’d always do it, have
something, a sandwich or something. I always
admired that. That came of course from her,
from my grandparents, her mother and fa-
ther, and their experience in the mission
where they took care of dozens and dozens of
derelict people. Their house was open to
people to stay and to sleep and to eat, and
she felt that very strongly. I never remember
her turning anybody down. She would some-
times complain that some of them looked like
lazy people who wouldn’t do anything or were
just looking for a handout, but she’d always
give; she’d always give out.

Did you ever want to jump a freight. I mean,
was that a part of the wanderlust?

Oh, yes, of course. [laughter] One of the
fascinations of watching people jump off and
get on freights was [ wanted to do it. I never
had quite the courage to do it. I thought about
it many times. Just to make a little pack and
meet one of these people and go on the
freight with them, wherever that freight was
going. That was a kind of day dream. Oh,
yes, that’s true. That was one of the fanta-
sies.

Like trying to get on a ship in San
Francisco, or getting on a freight and going
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someplace, or stow away—fantasies of stow-
ing away, and stow away on airplanes. There
weren’t many in those days, just little prop
planes. But oh, yes, | wanted to go up in a
plane. Go somewhere, just to go somewhere.

So, part of the fascination of these hobos even
though they were out of work and . . .

They were itinerants. They were adven-
turers. They had been places and were going
places, and they seemed so self-sufficient.
They seemed to be able to live on so little.
They were able to get along.

Is your impression, when you're talking about
these hobos, are they mainly on the freight trains?
Is that how they moved in and out of Modesto?

Yes, there was hardly any other kind of
transportation, you know, unless somebody
had a car or a bus. No, that was the best trans-
portation there in those days. And, a few
years later, towards the end of my time in the
San Joaquin Valley, Steinbeck’s book came
out—I think 1939—The Grapes of Wrath. 1
read that just before I left. I was deeply, pro-
foundly struck by what I had missed, because
here were the people I had been seeing and
working with occasionally, and seeing around
town, the edges of town, along the river. And
here was the in-depth study.

So, his book really resonated with you?

Oh, yes, Steinbeck’s Grapes of Wrath and
later the film. That had a tremendous im-
pact on me. Yes, really. And the idea of people
starting with nothing and working and strug-
gling to maintain themselves and to survive
under enormous obstacles, that resonated
with my view of my grandparents on my
mother’s side, that they had done that. I felt

that they were in a sense, as immigrants, very
much like the so-called Okies coming in, that
they had been like that. So, that had a pow-
erful effect on me. But when I read it, I felt,
“These are things that I missed,” the things
that Steinbeck had shown in great detail
about the thinking and the lives of these
people. the heroism of some of them, the
strength, the great power that they had as
people.

You once asked me about any contact |
had with Indians. Well that’s interesting,
because | had read some about Indians, the
usual things in school—Longfellow’s
Hiawatha, and all the usual, the Last of the
Mohicans, of course. So I had a romantic and
mythological notion of Indians. I remember
at one point in my life in Modesto—it was
around 1935, 1936—I began to wonder,
“Where are the Indians?” I never saw any
there. Also I was wondering where were the
African Americans in Modesto? That one
wonderful young woman, Samantha
Henderson, who was at high school—an “A”
student, top of the class and terribly with-
drawn. She would not talk to anybody, and I
always wanted to have more to do with her. I
don’t remember there being any others in
that whole area. And the same thing with
Indians, if there were Indians around, I was
not able to distinguish them.

Did you ever find any arrowheads or anything
when you were wandering around?

No. Never thought to look. First place, I
don’t think I would have recognized them. I
don’t think I had that much savvy at that
point. I mean, [ was interested in people. Who
were they? What were they?

[ now know that there were Indians liv-
ing around that area—a few, scattered
Tuolumne Indians, living out in the various
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ranchlands. There were little camps, indis-
tinguishable from that of the Okies and
others, but they were there. I didn’t know
how to identify them. However, I ran across
a book in the Modesto library. By the way,
talk about strange and marvelous
synchronicities, I also ran across the book here
in the university library just a couple of
months ago, the same book. I would never
have been able to find, because I couldn’t
remember the author or the name of it. [ was
going through one shelf, looking for a cer-
tain kind of material, and there was a book
on Stanislaus County in California. I just
picked it up, and there was a whole chapter
on the Indians of Stanislaus County.

That’s the one I had seen in Modesto
when [ was a kid. [ have it here, Stories of
Stanislaus by Saul P. Elias. There is a chapter
on the Tuolumne Indians who were con-
tacted in 1848 by miners. And they were
attacked, rounded up, and put to work. One
of the groups was called The Jose, the Jesus
Jose Mission Indians living out by Knights
Ferry where [ used to go all the time to swim
and to fish near Modesto. There was in the
1840s a large camp of these Jesus Jose Indians
who were among the first to be disrupted by
miners. Some of them worked for the min-
ers, panning for gold, and others just
disappeared into the foothills to the east. By
the 1860s, they were practically extermi-
nated. There were hardly any of them left.
Heizer had written about the destruction of
the California Indians. Well, they were part
of it. By the turn of the century, this writer
Saul Elias says there were hardly any of the
old Indian groups. He has names for the vari-
ous tribelets that existed in that area, whole
lists of them, strange names. I don’t think
anybody today has ever heard of them. And
[ looked through the Handbook of North

American Indians for California, and I found

a few names that might be like the ones that
Saul P. Elias mentioned. He had long lists,
from treaties that were made in the 1850s
with the Indians.

The treaties meant nothing, because
twenty years later when the so called “rabbit
hunts” were in vogue, the Indians were scat-
tered and killed or died from disease. But I
remember reading Elias when I was in
Modesto. Much of it didn’t register on me,
but I was thinking, “Oh, there were Indians
here. Why can’t I find any?” I didn’t know
anybody who knew anything about Indians.
Oh, some said, “There are no Indians around
here anymore. You have to go to Sioux
Country and the Plains.”

Texas!

There might be a few in other parts of
California. Also the “Semetes”—which was
what Elias called them—the Yosemite
Indians that had been driven by a Colonel
Johnson in the 1850s back to Yosemite.
That’s how Yosemite was discovered. And
there was a man named Savage, of all things,
a rancher who had a camp just east of
Modesto. He hired hundreds of Indians, and
then when he was through with them, he
would send them off with nothing. Most just
died. Horrible stories. Later he was the first
to raid Yosemite Valley.

So, I remember having this feeling of,
“My god, all this had happened long before I
was here in this country.” When I would go
out hiking along the rivers, I was thinking,
“This was their river; this was their place; this
is where they’d been.” When I'd go to Knights
Ferry, I would look to see if there were any
around, and of course there weren’t. [t didn’t
occur to me to look for evidence of their exis-
tence, which any of us would do now. We’d
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walk around seeing if there’s any indication
of habitation sites or whatever or ask locals.

[ wasn’t an anthropologist, whatever that
might mean. So, anyway, that was in my mind
at the time.
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HEN I WAS a little kid, we used

to take trips up to Yosemite. I'd

usually go with my Aunt Edith
and my Uncle Armand.

Now, would they drive, or?

Oh, they drove in these horrible flivvers.
That’s what they used to call them, flivvers.
These were little Ford flivvers. But my uncle
had a Chevrolet, and it was a great open car
with a vinyl top and side panels and plastic
flaps that you could see through. You could
take off these panels, and you’d have an open
touring car. They would just rattle and
squeak, and you had to start them with a hand
crank. As [ remember the tires were very
small. The tread was small, and they were
always going flat. You had to get out and
pump them up. You always carried extra tubes
and patching. It was a job to go any place.

[ remember going to Yosemite. It was hair
raising, because you'd go along these narrow
little roads, dirt roads. I remember looking
out the side of the car and looking straight
down into great gorges, and seeing the tires
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of the car kicking up the dust on the edge of
the road, and saying, “We’re too close,
Armand,” to my uncle. “We're too close.” He
was too busy keeping us on the road. And so
we’d go to Yosemite and camp. There was
also a place called Big Basin, and that had
been a large Indian encampment in previous
times. I didn’t know this. To me, though, the
mythological presence of Indians was every-
where whenever [ was out in the mountains.
Somehow or other, their spirits were there,
and you know, you could see feathers stick-
ing up out of headdresses everywhere you
look. It was wonderful fantasy.

But | remember when I was about ten or
eleven going to Yosemite and wandering
around the valley and coming upon this little
Indian camp. That was the camp of Chief
Lemhi, who was a Mono or Miwok Indian
married to a Yosemite woman. They had a
family of about seven or eight people, living
in what he called a wigwam, but it was a little
bark shelter the Washoe would call a gdlis
ddngal, a little lean-to. There were two or
three of these little lean-tos. They had some
flat rocks that they would build fires under,



78 WARREN D’AZEVEDO

and they would take acorn flour and make
little cakes. They’d sell them to the tourists.
And little trinkets, they had little things
made out of white deerskin and turquoise—
watch fobs and things of that sort.

And I sat around. These people fascinated
me. [ couldn’t leave them. I'd spend all day
there. If anybody wanted to find me from
where we were camped a mile away or so,
they knew where to go. They would send my
brother to find me, and there I'd be sitting,
getting to know Chief Lemhi and his wife
and his two daughters, two lovely young
Indian women. This was to me the epitome.
[ had found Indians. I helped them over a
period of about a week when I'd come up. I
began helping them sell their watch fobs and
their acorn cakes, which I loved. I don’t know
if they were any good, but I decided I loved
them. [ would take them and hand them out
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“These people fascinated me. I couldn’t leave them.
I'd spend all day there.” Left to right: Donald
d’Azevedo, Chief Lemhi, and Warren I’ Azevedo.

to the tourists, and say, “Would you like one?”
or something. I forget what they cost. And
then I'd take the money back to Chief Lemhi,
who was always dressed in a very fancy, em-
broidered vest with some kind of silver
amulets all over it. He’d wear a feathered
headdress with feathers sticking straight up,
proper style for that area. I don’t know what
kind of feathers they were. He wore a black
shirt and a kind of leather apron and mocca-
sins. He was dressing up for the tourists. Now
and then they would dance. They would do
this kind of shuffle, pounding, stamping
dance, like a circle dance, just the four or
five of them. The sad little group dancing
around the fire, and then I would go around
with a basket and pick up the collection.
[laughter]

[ was so proud of myself. I felt so wonder-
ful being part of that group. So, I saw them
maybe two or three times later before that
family disappeared. We'd go up every now
and then. They were still there. He’d always
remember me and have a gift for me, old
Chief Lemhi. I gathered, later, that he came
from Mono. He was one of the western
Monos perhaps. I'm not sure. But very
untalkative about where he came from.
“Yosemite, I'm from Yosemite.” You know, he
was being a Yosemite Indian, and maybe he
was if any of them still existed.

So, that was one thing. And the other
thing was Lake Tahoe. We’d go up, occasion-
ally, to Lake Tahoe, two or three times in my
life. And in those days going up to Tahoe over
what is now Highway 80—which was then
40, I believe—most of it was dirt road when
you got up there. Then there was that wind-
ing section now that’s closed off when you
come down from Donner Summit. Have you
ever been on that snaky road? That was a
dirt road. And really, for those old cars! It’s
absolutely amazing that they were able to do
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the things that they did, to either go up or
down the grades with the kind of brakes they
had. It was frightening. I think of my uncle,
who was a very nervous man. He was a very
strange and agitated man who liked things
quiet and peaceful, but here he was driving
the car crowded with people. And my aunt,
being a great front-seat driver, telling him
what to do every minute, and him telling her
to be quiet. [laughter] We’d finally get up and
stay at South Lake Tahoe, I think near what’s
now Camp Richardson, in that area.

Did you camp?

We camped. Oh, yes. We couldn’t
afford . . . .

With tents?

Oh, yes. We'd put up tents, drive stakes,
and have a camp fire and cook. People just
did that in those days. There was a lot of that
sort of camping, and hardly any tourists.
There were other people around, but you
didn’t have the feeling of being crowded by
tourists—a lot of space. I recall wondering
where the Indians were. They were there, but
[ didn’t know how to recognize them. And if
I had, I wouldn’t have known what to do
about it. But that’s the period when people I
now know of were there, the basketmakers,
and, my gosh, Captain Pete and Ben James
and Maggie James.

Well, wouldn’t that have been when Siskin was
doing some of his research?

Nineteen thirty-six. Siskin, Heizer, Lowie
had been up there, and earlier Kroeber and

Barrett. But [ didn’t know about these people.

No, but it’s just interesting to think that . . . .

Oh, yes. Siskin and Stewart were down
in the valley. They were with the new
Peyotists. In 1934 to 1938, I think, they did
their first fieldwork. Yes. Well, that was a little
later than when I was first up to Tahoe.

Oh, right, as a child.

Yes.  was there probably when [ was eight
or nine years old the first time. That would
have been in the 1920s, late 1920s. And it
was so absolutely beautiful up there that
people would be in a state of awe. | remem-
ber people were silent there. It was so
beautiful. You go up now, and your heart
breaks looking at what'’s happened there.

The water was really what they said it was,
crystal clear straight down a hundred feet. You
could see things on the bottom, enormous
fish swimming around. Even by that time the
fish were pretty well fished out of Tahoe, but
nevertheless you could see them. And you
had all these wonderful myths that the wa-
ters of the lake were so light that you sank.
You'd never come up again. You would sink
to the bottom if you drowned. Also, that
you'd get pulled down by currents.

All of this, I now know, had to do a lot
with Indian mythology, Washoe mythology,
about the lake, about the dangers of the lake;
because they didn’t go out in the middle of
the lake. They didn’t like to swim in the lake.
They stayed around the shores. They had
these stories about the bottomless lake and
being pulled down by water babies in the lake.
Well, a lot of this was picked up by whites
who adopted the idea of the bottomless lake,
et cetera, and later the tale about a hole at
the bottom of the lake. All these were part
of Washoe legend. But I didn’t know. I don’t
think I even knew that the people up there
were Washoe. And yet, there were dozens of
Washoe people working around there. Right
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where we were camping was the father of my
wonderful friend, Roy James. Ben James was
leading pack trains up behind Tallac, but I
wouldn’t have recognized him as Indian.

Were you aware of them selling baskets?

They did, but I don’t remember. And it
would have been to me just a quaint thing. |
wouldn’t have thought of it as... I don’t
know. I would have seen it just as tourist stuff.

Like the Yosemites?

Yes. But if [ hadn’t gotten to know Lemhi
and felt so proud of being in his family, I
would have just seen them as a tourist attrac-
tion. It didn’t register on me. When I thought
of Indians, I was thinking of my idea of
Indians, not these poor bedraggled Washoe,
living or working around the lake. So, [ may
not have seen any. It’s possible I didn’t see
any.

When [ was about sixteen, just finishing
high school, I had a chance to get a job at
Lake Tahoe. Although I had been there oc-
casionally with the family, it had been at
South Tahoe. But there was this camp in
north Tahoe, a camp with girls, young, from
very rich families in the Bay Area—I don’t
know, fifty, seventy young girls, quite nubile,
quite wonderful creatures. And there was a
woman named Birch, a very severe, tall, hard-
nosed lady who ran the camp. She was
looking for two guys to go up and act as fac-
totum, [ suppose. A young fellow named Red
who I knew at school was going to be the
swimming and sports instructor, and I was
going to be a sort of general handyman.

So we went up there to north Tahoe,
somewhere in back of what is now King’s
Beach, probably just west of King’s Beach,
back against the mountains. It was all for-

ested at that time, hardly any houses. And
there was this large area that was Camp
Tallawanda which Birch had named. It had
something to do with Indian mythology. She
was loaded with Indian myth. She used to
recite Hiawatha ad nauseam.

She brought us up to this camp which
was a lot of little cabins—screened cabins
where the girls stayed. I was set to work emp-
tying the trash every morning and burying
it, cleaning up the camp and, in general, be-
ing a handyman—fixing things which I
didn’t know how to fix, but I fixed them one
way or another.

The whole camp was based upon some
notion of how Indians were supposed to live,
according to this woman Birch. The girls had
to get up early in the morning and bathe in a
stream or at the pump. They had to stand in
a circle and hold hands and say things like,
“Oooga, 0ooga, oooga.” [laughter] And Birch
would sing the Indian Love Call that she
thought was the greatest song ever known. It
had been in the film, Rose Marie, with
Jeanette McDonald. That was about the same
time that Nelson Eddie and Jeanette
McDonald were down around Meeks Bay, |
think, or Camp Richardson, filming Rose
Marie.

So, Birch would sing the Indian Love Call
atrociously. [laughter] It was one of the worst
experiences that one could think of early in
the morning to hear this woman bellowing
the Indian Love Call, and the girls all stand-
ing in somber attention. The whole day was
sort of that way. They would come to eat and
there was always something Indian, you
know, like corn or I don’t know what else.
She assigned me one time—and [ was quite
willing, because I believed that I could do
anything—to have an Indian feast for the
girls outside the camp, up in the woods some-
where. | found a place, made a nice circle,
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and we built a fire in the center, and I went
around trying to find Indian things that I
could serve. I found manzanita berries, for |
had read that the Indians ate manzanita ber-
ries. Oh, yes! Chief Lemhi’s family had had
manzanita berry cakes. And I thought, “Gee,
[ can do that. [ can make acorn cakes.” But |
couldn’t get the acorns, so I'd used oatmeal.
[ had a whole menu planned of wild things.
had no idea what I was doing, but I was go-
ing to make an Indian feast. Well, we had
the feast, and we had a dance where every-
body held hands and jumped around in a
circle and did the Love Call while [ drummed.
[laughter]

That night and the next day, and for two
days following, the whole camp was at a stand
still. Everybody had diarrhea. [laughter] Ber-
ries that aren’t totally ripe and haven’t been
leached and pounded dry are very potent
laxatives. So everybody was sick and mad at
me, and Birch was berating me. But I had
given a feast, and they were eating oatmeal
cakes baked on rock. I felt very proud of my-
self. And I didn’t have trouble. [laughter]
Maybe I didn’t eat any of it. However, the
upshot was [ was told to take them on a hike,
a long excursion up into the mountains
nearby. I was supposed to be the expert, be-
cause I had spent two nights on top of a
nearby mountain by myself, very Indian, and
built a fire up as a signal to the camp down
below.

Oh, that you'd got there.

That I was up there. And I slept on this
barren rock. I remember how beautiful it was,
the sky and the moon. And I had felt very
adventuresome up there sleeping all alone,
with all the wild animals around and all that.
And building a fire and knowing that they
knew [ was there. Boy, I was a hero for that.

So then I was told to take them on a long
hike. Well, we went on a long hike to a place
that we named Bare Lake. It was a beautiful
little bowl-like lake way up in the mountains,
and it took us about two or three hours hik-
ing to get there. Then here was this long line
of young women, young girls—I guess they
were all twelve to fifteen, sixteen—and very
mischievous.

For example, there were times at camp
when they would very purposefully leave their
used menstrual pads in the waste baskets that
I'd have to pick up in the morning, and they
would be watching from their windows and
giggling. You know, young women can be
ruthless, and they were. But I got along pretty
well. So did Red. We were sort of their mas-
cot pets.

But anyway, we hiked up to this place we
called Bare Lake, because they didn’t have
any swim trunks, and they told me I had to
hide behind some trees. Then they all
stripped. I peeked, of course. What a beauti-
ful sight, seeing, you know, twenty or thirty
lovely young girls cavorting about in this
mountain lake. It was absolutely beautiful. I
had the feeling that I was really living a very
wild and wonderful life. I peeked for an hour
or so. It was quite wonderful. I was a true
Peeping Tom. Then they all dressed, and I
started to take them back. But of course, |
got them lost. [laughter]

We wandered around all afternoon. [ kept
thinking, well, I just need to go down. I know
[ should go down. I couldn’t see the lake or
anything. It was a very thick forested area in
those days. And we just wandered, though I
could find no paths. I had to act as though I
knew where I was going, but they began to
suspect that something was very wrong. And
they were getting hungry and tired. Some of
them were crying. It was a terribly anxiety
ridden afternoon. I'll never forget, and I
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thought, that’s what I get for acting as though
[ can do something I can’t do. Eventually,
however, we found a little cabin. It belonged
to some summer people. Here was, at last,
civilization, and they told me how to get
down to the road. I went to see them alone
and didn’t tell the girls. And the people told
me how to get down to the highway, the old
dirt highway, and then from there [ would be
able to find my way to Tallawanda. Well, I
did that, and I told the girls, “Well, I know
exactly where I'm going.” [laughter]

We got to camp three hours late, and
Birch was absolutely furious. “What have you
done? They were suppose to be back at three
o’clock or four o’clock, and it is now past
dinner. These girls are hungry and tired.
What have you done to them?”

But most of the girls were very happy with
it, and they were defending me, saying, “We
had a wonderful day. We went to Bare Lake.”

“Where’s Bare Lake” says Birch. [laugh-
ter] “Where was Warren? What was he
doing?”

Oh, she was Queen Victoria! She was not
amused by anything.

So anyway, | remember wondering where
the real Indians were. Of course, this was
north Tahoe, where there would have been
very few Washoe. But again, Captain Pete
and one of his wives at least, were making
baskets, and he was doing something for tour-
ists in that period. But, you know, three or
four Washoe Indians at most, and how would
[ have known of them?

There was the old Cal Neva Lodge. At

that time, it was just a small place sitting right

on the border between California and
Nevada. We used to go down there and illic-
itly drink beer, myself and Red and maybe
two or three of the older girls. We would
sneak down there. So, it wasn’t far from King’s
Beach. It was one big room with a line in the
middle, which was the California-Nevada
border. We used to drink on the Nevada side.
And there was a slot machine, one slot
machine.

But you couldn’t drink on the other side.
And that lasted all summer. It was to me quite
an experience. But, again, my experience
about Indians was all through this mishmash
mythology of Birch, our leader, who had
developed a ritual all of her own.

Yet they were in the area, but nobody
thought to go out and find a real one. [laugh-
ter] I mean, that would have spoiled
everything if they’d ever met old Captain
Pete, because later [ knew his son, Hank Pete.
Old Captain Pete was a rugged old guy and
didn’t look like what an Indian was supposed
to look like, and they would have been very
upset. So that’s Tahoe.

Did you ever at this early time get into Carson
Valley, Nevada? Did you have any notion about
Nevada?

Yes, just once or twice. Once | went to
Reno with my parents when I was a young
kid, but it was Tahoe mostly. All that was
part of the Modesto and pre-Modesto expe-
rience.
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IN AN IDEAL WORLD . . ..

T WAS IN MODESTO around 1936 or
I 1937 that I realized I was not going to go

into medicine. [ made this sort of crucial
life decision that I was not going to do it and
let my parents know.

“Well, what are you going to do, Warren?”
[ hadn’t the slightest idea in this world except
[ wanted to get out in the world and have
adventure and maybe be a writer. And I was
writing. [ was writing masses of poetry. [laugh-
ter] Very bad poetry.

So when you were keeping jowrnals you did have
some notion of being a writer?

Yes, in a way. To me, it was important to
write. It was important to keep a record of
what [ was doing and put down my impres-
sions and my thoughts. I did that at home.
There was one journal I kept for years. It was
a ledger—a great, old bank ledger, very thick
old thing, with the marbleized sides. Gosh,
it was about eighteen by twelve inches, big
old ledger. I kept record of the new society |
was eventually going to build. I had a notion
[ was eventually going to find an island some-

where in the South Seas, because I thought
that was the ideal place in the world. I was
going to find this small island and start this
new society. | had it all organized. I wish I
had that thing now. I had every detail, the
whole structure of a totally unworkable soci-
ety. [laughter] But it was delightful. It was
wonderful. There was free love, nobody
married.

Is this while you were also reading the Ballards?

All these things went on in phases. No,
this was when I was reading the South Sea
materials ['ve already mentioned—Herman
Melville and James Norman Hall, all those
South Sea tales. I was even reading Peter
Buck—Te Rangi Hiroa. How I ran across
him, I don’t know, because later, when I was
at the University of California and in anthro-
pology, I rediscovered him. But early on I had
run across some of his work on Hawaiian
culture and Polynesian culture, and the fact
that he was a Polynesian was enough for me.
Later I met him when I was going to sea, and
this stuff all came together.
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So to me, that was the place that if I had
my druthers I wanted to be. I dreamed of be-
coming the grandmaster of a new society, the
wise director of the new way of life. And it
was going to begin with some Polynesians,
but anybody else could come if they could
qualify. [ had a whole list of qualifications. I
was very concerned about not only order
within the group, but also with reproduc-
tion—you know, how the next generation
would be born and taught and raised prop-
erly. I don’t think marriage was involved. A
certain kind of ritual commitment had to be
made between people. I thought of every-
thing. Not only food and agriculture—which
[ didn’t know anything about, but I had ideas
about it. [laughter] And fishing—oh, a lot of
fishing, because I liked fishing. We were go-
ing to do a lot of fishing. We were going to
have certain ceremonies and rituals, but they
were going to be spiritual rather than reli-
gious. And that was one of the . . . .

At that point how were you distinguishing be-
tween spiritual and religious?

Well, mystical. By spiritual I mean philo-
sophical and metaphysical rather than any
kind of religious system or order.

So, when you say religion, you're really talking
about the established . . . ?

Organized. Christianity. [laughter] But I
think a little Buddhism was all right, a little
Vedanta and Hindu culture was allowed.

When that old question, “What are you
going to do with your life?” would come up,
it would be extremely disturbing to me, be-
cause, | didn’t have the slightest idea. I just
knew that I had these great, powerful urges
to do something important and different and
get away—actually to get away. Freight train,

ship, spaceship, anything—off the planet,
into a new, another world.

Which reminds me—the ideal society
that I planned in this ledger had incorporated
all the things that I thought would be the
way human beings ought to live, and that
somewhere in the world there must be people
like that. Of course, there aren’t. There could
never be people like the ones that you con-
struct under these conditions.

[ also wanted to be a writer and a trav-
eler. That was Halliburton syndrome. That
was one possibility. I thought of some other
things. I'd go to the South Seas and live there
for the rest of my life like Paul Gauguin. And
Stevenson—Robert Louis Stevenson—was
another one of my heroic figures.

Then there was the idea of becoming a
monk. I suppose this is where kids pick up
their parents’ lost chances or lost desires. My
father would say how, when he was in his
early teens, because he was Catholic, he ad-
mired a certain priest named Brother Leo at
the Catholic school he had gone to. He
thought how wonderful it would be, to be
like that, or even to go into a Trappist mon-
astery to contemplate and do good the rest
of your life. So [ was thinking, gee, I could be
a monk. Also, it would fit in with my idea of
philosophical development and spiritual ex-
cellence and all that. It wasn’t a serious thing,
but it was there. In fact later, when I got to
Cal, I did explore the Pacific School of
Religion as a possibility. Also Swami
Ashokananda’s Vedanta church, right near
the university. I think it’s another kind of
church now. But that sprung out of explora-
tion into these possibilities.

Anyway, all those things had come to my
mind in my early teens. I remember, I was
writing poetry and keeping journals. I must
have written more poetry at that time than |
wrote since, though I wrote much better
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since. [chuckle] But I wrote a lot—all those
episodic, sporadic journals, my experiences
and thoughts at that time. So, | had the feel-
ing that [ wanted to do some kind of writing
and new thinking, being an original person.
[ even thought I wanted to go into the the-
ater, to be an actor. | even had a very short,
fortunately, brief episode of deciding I was
going to enter the ballet school in San
Francisco. I was very interested in dance but
soon discovered my limits. I hadn’t met Kathy
yet, but when I met Kathy, my interest in
dance increased quite a bit, as a non-per-
former, as an art form. All those things were
going on, a sort of a stew at that time.

[ remember we went down to the 1938
San Francisco World’s Fair where | had once
thought I would sail in with Halliburton on
the junk. I was very depressed by the fact that
[ would not be coming that way, but I would
be going with my family on Treasure Island.
Treasure Island became a naval base two or
three years later during the war, and I was
stationed there as a cadet in the Naval
Reserve. But anyway, we went to the World’s
Fair. My memory of it is very dim, except that
it was kind of glitzy and impressive. My
brother and I sneaked in to see Sally Rand,
because we had some time to ourselves, and
here she was with her great feather fan. She
was a celebrity in that period, and here she
was one of the attractions at the World’s Fair!

Was she an exotic dancer?

She was called a fan-dancer, a bad exotic
dancer. She had this enormous ostrich fan
which opened up six feet, I'm sure. She was a
little lady, a little blond, rather cute and not
a great body. She was mostly naked. She prob-
ably had on a body suit, but it was considered
very daring. She would come on, and every-
body would scream with excitement, because

here was the famous Sally Rand. She would
play with her fans and hide behind them and
do all these . . .. It was really, when I come
to think of it, a terribly, terribly stupid show.
But, we had seen her, and that was impor-
tant.

And I remember the folks asking, “Well,
what was it like?”

“Oh, gee, it was great,” you know. But it
was actually pretty boring, because she really
didn’t do much. And you didn’t see much,
because her fans were in the way. But we had
seen the famous Sally Rand.

Now what was the other thing we saw
that [ remember that was impressive? Oh, yes,
Martha Graham was there. Martha Graham
had a little show that was put on in a little
theater, and I talked my brother into going. I
wanted to see Martha Graham. I was inter-
ested somehow in modern dance, and I had
heard of her. Maybe I had met Kathy by this
time in Modesto when she went through with
her troupe at Bobbie Jean’s house. It is pos-
sible I had met her by then, and maybe that
sparked my interest in it. But, I must have
had other . ... Well, of course, I had gone
with Betty Anderson, this tap dancer in high
school, but she wouldn’t have known about
or cared about Martha Graham. Whatever. I
wanted to see her. So we went into this tiny
theater, and we were among about four people
in the audience. Well, you had Sally Rand
down the street, why would you go to see

Martha Graham?
This is a World’s Fair?

At the San Francisco World’s Fair, in-
deed! But my brother and I still remember it.
Don has a magnificent memory. He remem-
bers things in tremendous detail. He puts
everybody to shame. He remembers every-
thing that happened there. All I remember
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was she did that wonderful dance enveloped
in this drapery. She danced all in place. It
was extremely intricate. [ can’t remember the
music, or maybe there wasn’t any. Then my
brother says that she did a snake dance, or
they did a snake dance. Everybody was snak-
ing around the stage, and it was remarkably
fascinating how they moved. We weren’t
familiar with modern dance, and here was
an early modern dancer.

That was before modern dance was really
known. I remember thinking how wonder-
ful it was. Oh, we knew about Isadora
Duncan. She had been well known. My
mother was fascinated by Isadora Duncan.
We never saw her but heard everything about
her. It was like Amy Semple McPherson,
[sadora Duncan’s life.

So when I saw Martha Graham adver-
tised at the fair, I remember thinking that
this is what Isadora Duncan had introduced
into dance, this kind of free flowing expres-
sion, modernism in dance. So I was already
thinking about those things. And then the
other thing we saw . .. it’s the only other
thing I remember. I really don’t recall much
of that fair at all.

Would you stay with your aunt?

Yes, we'd stay with them. We drove down
from Modesto. So, the other thing was an
evangelist who had crowds coming to his
show. He had a remarkable show, an electri-
cal demonstration. He had all kinds of
equipment that made long sparks between
poles, and flashes of light. It was a light show
with dazzling electrical phenomena. And as
he went on, he would preach about the won-
ders of God, what God could do. This was
proof of the Bible. This was proof of the va-
lidity of religion. He was one of those weird

guys who was trying to use science to con-
firm religious views.

[ don’t know how Don felt, but I remem-
ber feeling, “This is just a lot of bullshit.”
[laughter] It was fascinating how he was us-
ing all this equipment, but I was thinking,
“Hell, I've used an x-ray in my physics class.”
Old Willie Brown, my physics instructor in
high school, had demonstrated these kinds
of phenomena, and there’s nothing mysteri-
ous about them. And here was this guy using
this quackery and giving this table-thump-
ing sermon. So | remember coming out of
there feeling vindicated. Here is what these
crap artists do. This is what some people
believe.

Did you ever get into, or was your family ever
into, that side of the occult? I mean, the table
tappers and the spiritualists?

No. The closest I got to it was trying to
help put out a candle in San Jose.

The Rosicrucians.

The idea of spiritualism, perhaps. I was
intrigued by the occult. I can’t remember
them, but I read extensively in occult litera-
ture. I'd go to bookstores in San Francisco.
There were occult book stores, and I would
wander through them. Now and then I would
buy one. All sorts from strange little cults in
England and Europe and the United States,
and [ would glance through them. I was in-
terested in it, but it always seemed to me to
be contrived and somehow elite. [t was elit-
ist, in that the people who were doing it
seemed upper-class dilettantes. I was begin-
ning to question, “Where did they make their
living?” Or, “Where do they get the time to
do this sort of thing?”
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You know the I Am Society always smacked of
that to me, because I thought it was no coinci-
dence that all the Beings were golden haired and
blue eyed.

Oh, yes. It was not only elitist, it was
subtly racist. The Caucasians were top of the
heap.

Supreme.

There was really no room for anyone else.
[laughter] I mean, that was it. Whatever
society they envisioned was sterile. Those
Lemurians had to be all blue-eyed, fair-
skinned, blond-haired Caucasians. That
occurred to me. | mean, I was aware there
was something very isolated and constrictive
about their view. A constricted world view.

Because, even then, that’s definitely what you
were fighting against all the time?

Yes. It was too small, and I began to get
the feeling that all these people that wrote

these books and pamphlets—including
Madame Blavatsky—were all from well-to-
do, upper-class, wealthy circles. It was a kind
of hobby for wealthy, bored people. This be-
gan to occur to me later. And all this was
really before the great fad of Eastern mysti-
cism and all that has since hit the fan. It was
just beginning, the early seeds of it.

So anyway, | remember this electrical
evangelist at the fair, because I had a very
strong feeling that one has to watch out for
this crap, you know.

Did you have the sense then that most of the
audience he was drawing was interested in the
phenomena, the electrical phenomena?

[ don’t know what all of them felt, but
there were a lot of people shouting and say-
ing, “Amen,” and, “Hallelujah,” and, “How
wonderful,” and, “Praise the Lord!” But there
must have been others like me there, too.
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FTER 1 FINISHED high school, I

went to Modesto Junior College,

and when I graduated from junior
college, I refused to go to the graduation cere-
monies. And this probably was, to me, at that
time, an overt message to my family that |
was not going to do the things that they did.
[ know my mother was crushed. I don’t think
my father cared much; if he did, he didn’t
say. But my mother wanted to have pictures
of me at graduation. She wanted to show her
friends, because it was so remarkable, I sup-
pose she felt, that I graduated at all! But I
was adamant. | was not going to go to gradu-
ation. I felt that it was hokey, that there was
something . . . .

That, as I look back, was a moment of
clear adolescent rebellion. I felt very badly
that my mother was so upset about it. At the
same time, I just felt I could not do it; and
that’s something that stuck with me the rest
of my life. I always avoided ceremonial situ-
ations when I could. Somehow or other it
seemed to me always to be . . . .
idea why I felt that way about it. It just seemed
wrong; | didn’t want to wear a gown and a

[ have no

JUNIOR COLLEGE

cap, and parade and receive a diploma. In
fact, I went and got it at the office of the
college instead of receiving it in line. Even
when [ was teaching in universities, I didn’t
like to go to graduation ceremonies, mainly
because I didn’t want to wear a cap and gown.
[ always felt they were so silly. [laughter]
There was something so silly about a cap and
gown. And, of course, that’s a very nutty way
to look at things, because also . . . there’s
something wonderful about people gathering
together and wearing the emblems of their
trade and of their status. In a way that’s kind
of nice, and a couple of times I have been
able to enjoy it that way, particularly if I had
students who were graduating. Then I’d feel
obliged to go, and then I could find myself
enjoying the situation. But mostly I avoided
such things. I didn’t like it; [ didn’t want to.

But, anyway, my mother was so unhappy
about it, I remember that one day I said, “All
right. Let’s go take a picture.” And I put on
my cap and gown and walked over (we were
only a couple of blocks from the college) with
my brother, and we went over there. And |
sat on the steps . . . I have the picture. |
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looked very dolorous, my head hanging down,
looking very resistant, and my picture was
taken. | gave that to my mother, who was
not satisfied at all, as well she should not be.
But that was about the same time that [ was
alternately using the name d’Azevedo with
Azevedo. I tried to think earlier today, when
that started, and it’s hard because I'd alter-
nate using it.

My father’s people were d’Azevedos. My
grandfather, who was a doctor in Oakland,
and my great-grandfather, were all
d’Azevedos. At least they wrote it with a d
with the apostrophe. And then they began
to drop it. [ suppose that when my father went
to school, and about the time he was getting
married, it was a burden to constantly spell
out that name, d’Azevedo.

And it also seemed to be a little uppity—
most of the Portuguese had dropped it. In fact,
today most of the Azevedos I know come
from families who were de Azevedo or
d’Azevedo. It wasn’t a status thing; it was just
the way it was written.

When [ went to the Azores some years
ago, I went through the archives at Horta,
and it was just like that wonderful anecdote
told by Steven Hawking, the physicist in
England who wrote A Brief History of Time.
He opened one of his books with a little story
about a talk he once gave about the begin-
ning of the world. And some woman in the
audience asked, “Well, what happened be-
fore that? What I have learned is that the
earth sits upon a turtle. And the turtle is what
holds the world up.” And so Hawking says—
he was being very smart-aleck—he says,
“Well, what's holding the turtle up?”

And she says, “It’s turtles all the way
down.” [laughter]

Yes, “Sir, it’s turtles all the way down
[laughter] And so I told my brother when he
argued with me the family had not used the

R

d, that I had discovered not only that they
did, but it was d’Azevedos all the way
down . .. [laughter] all the way down to the
beginning. So somewhere back in the early
1920s, my father had dropped the d just to
make it easier to sign his name and to join
other Portuguese who had dropped it. And
my grandmother, who kept the d, was one of
the reasons why I use it, because she was tell-
ing me how important it was to maintain this
tradition, of d’Azevedo. I was influenced by
that, and I at times would sign my name
d’Azevedo. To me it was rather important.
My father never commented on it, but I don’t
think he liked it because it put me in a rather
unusual position within the family, you know.
Donald Azevedo, my brother, and Warren
d’Azevedo and all . . . . [laughter] And my
father, Joseph d’Azevedo/Azevedo, et cetera.
But I did find my birth certificate, where my
father had signed his name d’Azevedo, but
he made me Azevedo, because it was the tran-
sition, the new way. My brother was askance
at that; he didn’t really believe it till I showed
him.

Now, your brother has kept Azevedo?

We had that on our birth certificates. I
was able to change my birth certificate later,
a few years later, to d’Azevedo without pay-
ing any fee. I wrote to Sacramento and said,
“You have made a mistake, and see, my
father’s name is d’Azevedo, and you have not
put d’Azevedo on my name.” They changed
it without a qualm. [laughter]

So I became legalized that way. But even
before that I was using the name. Part of that
had to do with the influence of my grand-
mother, whom I would go to visit whenever
[ was in the Bay Area—my Portuguese grand-
mother. She would not only read me
Portuguese poetry, which I didn’t under-
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stand . .. and she would then roughly trans-
late. Particularly, her uncle, da Gloria, the
great Portuguese poet whom she admired and
loved. That’s Guilherme Silveira da Gloria.

And she thought he was wonderful. She
would read his poetry, and then she would
tell me, “You see, da Gloria and I’ Azevedo—
you must keep those things because those are
the tradition.” And her husband, my grand-
father, had kept the d on the placard outside
his office almost to the time he died. But he
finally changed it because his Portuguese rela-
tives had all become Azevedos. And then my
grandmother, years later, when she was an old
lady living in Alameda in an apartment,
somewhat destitute, changed her name to
Azevedo. | thought, what an irony of life . . .
a tragedy.

And I said, “Grandma, why?”

And she says, “Because I'm all alone in
the telephone book.” [laughter]

There was a whole page of Azevedos, you
know, and also in Sacramento—another page
of Azevedos. You had to go to the D’s to find
Amalia. All by herself. She began to feel
lonely there! [laughter] And I felt very sorry
for her. Quite a poignant story.

Do you think part of your going back and forth
with the name was that you were sort of experi-
menting with a pen name? [ mean, were you
thinking of your identity?

Maybe. It was mainly in terms of iden-
tity—who I was. [ was the great-grandson of

Joachim d’Azevedo.

Yes. Well, one thing interests me a great deal
about what you said in terms of your gradua-
tion. Refusing to take part was sort of a
statement, an initial statement that you were
going to craft your own way.

Yes. That came about the same time.
There was no hostility between me and my
parents. Sometimes my parents felt a little
vexation toward me because of my behavior
and my interests. But, no, we were a fairly
companionable family.

[ mean [ had very strong emotional prob-
lems about my family because I felt contained
and walled off from the world. And I began
to be very irritated by the extended familial
crowd, the stew of family, and the constant
bickerings and things of that kind going on.

And, also, though I liked and admired
some members of the family like my grand-
parents, my Swedish grandparents, I didn’t
want to remain with them. [ didn’t want to
remain in that world. wanted to remove my-
self from that world for a while, anyway.

So all these little attempts, like the refusal
to go to graduation, the ambivalence about
the name, were identity things. Also, it was
a subtle critique of my father that I wasn’t
really quite aware of. For example, the fact
that he never spoke Portuguese in the house.
And then when I'd go to his mother and
father’s house, the Portuguese household, I
felt estranged because I didn’t have the lan-
guage. Why can’t [ speak it? And I think my
very early problems about language learning
probably came there—the feeling of being
separated.

Later when I went to Mexico, in my let-
ters home [ mentioned all the time that [ wish
[ could speak Spanish. Yet I kept saying, “You
know, you don’t really need to; people are so
nice that if you are friendly and polite to
them, they understand your gestures; they
understand the way you are . . . you under-
stand them.”

And the name thing had to do partly with
my feeling that my father had betrayed his
heritage, had given up. He never talked about
his relatives; he never talked about the his-
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tory. I had to find it out. I used to go and take
notes at my grandmother’s house; take notes
on genealogy.

[ have a file that I kept up all my life—
genealogical records of the family. But when
I'd ask him, he would put it off. He seemed
to be disinterested. Now and then he might
hold forth a bit, but it was always as though
it was a burden.

Yes, and maybe irrelevant to what he was trying
to do for himself?

[ think so. I think he had to struggle
against his family in the same way, in a way
that all adolescents do. And his marriage to
my mother was . . . [ don’t think that was a
rebellion; I think that was a deep and power-
ful detour in his life. That problem over my
birth and all that, I think it had shocked him
into the reality that he had to be on his own.
And he did. He went out and decided not to
be a doctor, which is something I too decided,
but I stuck with it. He became a bookkeeper
and did some work in banks and in insurance
for a number of years before he finally went
back to school into medicine, when I was very
young. He had a great struggle over that, a
great struggle over what he was going to do
and be.

And he was married and had kids. By the
way, my great struggle was also after I had
married and had kids and the war was on. So
later I had a lot of sympathy for what he went
through. But when I was a kid, when I was
getting ready to leave home and go to school
[ felt a deep sense of loss—the feeling that |
didn’t have continuity with his side of the
family. It was all with my mother’s family.
And he in a sense had tossed in his fate to
my mother’s family and in some strange way
found an accommodation with them. He

admired them, too. He admired them as gutsy
people.

Do you think there is something also natural
about your fascination, your interest in him and
his family and his heritage, also, because you were
a boy, a young man, and you look to your father
for that kind of identity?

[ didn’t get much of that.

I think one of the fascinations in studying “other
cultures,” where things seem simpler because
you're at a distance, is that those signals you were
supposed to get from your own older generation
always looked clearer to me in other cultures.

Yes.

That seemed to be what the transmission of cul-
ture was all about, was from your immediate
elders. And if you don'’t get that, it’s . . . .

Well, yes, but the identification was of-
ten with those elements within a family that
are not necessarily the ones that your par-
ents admire or feel strongly about. My
identification was with my grandparents on
my mother’s side, who were simple, funda-
mentalist religious folk, whom I could feel
distance from, but love, and have a positive
feeling about the struggle they had in life.
And others in the family admired that, too.
But I had a very special connection with that.
As for the generation of my own parents, |
looked upon them as people who were trying
so hard to fit in, to be Americans. I didn’t
want to be part of that.

On the other hand, my father, I suppose,
was much more aware about that sort of
thing. He wasn’t able to maintain that kind
of relationship with his own family, because
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for all of their wonderful Portuguese-Latin
exuberance and expressiveness—which I had
loved and admired—actually as I've learned
since, it was a rather cold and dysfunctional
family. But within the big extended family
they did. Always those gatherings were the
most rambunctious, exuberant, hugging, kiss-
ing kind of thing, which I took on as part of
my identity from that side of the family.
That’s the way the Portuguese are. That’s the
way I must be, and I always was in that sense
a rather outgoing person. Physically I would
touch people and hold hands and shake and
hug, because to me it was admirable.

In my mother’s family, they were affec-
tionate, but there wasn’t much embracing.

It almost seems like in your own heritage you
had that Ruth Benedict Apollonian . . . .
[laughter]

Apollonian versus Dionysian.!

Yes. [laughter] And you could just pick which
mood you were in.

In a way, one could say that, excepting
there are Dionysian elements in both and
Apollonian in both. The Lutheran and
Catholic aspects for the Apollonians, but the
fundamentalist church-going and Latin
romanticism was Dionysian. It was wild and
woolly.

But, anyway, it was that part of my father’s
tradition he had separated himself from, in
order to create his own independence and
identity. Yet his father stood as a model. His
father. .. he loved his father. He had a closer
relationship with his father than [ had with
him.

Right. Well, he actually helped him in his practice.

[ think he felt sorry for him. I think he
felt nurturing . . . . That was a great burden
for a young guy. And then he had the prob-
lem about marriage to my mother and having
a child early.

Well, don’t you think that generation, that re-
ally saw itself as quote “becoming Americans,”
felt responsible for their parents?

Oh, yes.
Also, they were buffering . . . .

Yes. They saw their parents as depen-
dents. And their parents were. Except my
father’s parents remained custodial until he
was on his own and going to school. By then
his father began to decline; and his mother
was a very poor financial manager, and things
just went to pot. So they became a problem
for him. And then he had his younger broth-
ers and sisters that he felt obligations to, and
was always irritated by what he viewed as
their lack of ambition or goal in life.

He always saw his younger brothers and
sisters as hapless. And I think part of that
was transferred onto my brother and myself,
that the family was a problem, and we were
not always doing the things that we should
do. He expressed this in subtle ways; it wasn’t
something that we learned through words. I
could just feel it, that he felt us to be inade-
quate, just as his brothers and sisters were
inadequate. [laughter]

<
Do you not want to go into the other topic that
we'd brought up before, your Philippine girl-
friend?

[laughter] Did I mention that? Well yes,
that’s when [ was in junior college, too. There
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was a young woman named Pasing Todtod, a
Filipino woman. She had a wonderful voice,
and she’d give little local concerts at various
doings around Modesto, mostly Filipino
dances. And I got to know her in class and
all that, and she invited me to some of these
things, so, I got to know her. But then one
time, one of her cousins visited. Her name
was Loling. I don’t recall her last name;
Dolores was her American name, and Loling
was her Filipino name. | thought she was
absolutely, fabulously beautiful.

[ became obsessed by her, and I remem-
ber that whenever she’d come up, I would
ask Pasing to invite me over. And one time,
she invited me down to Stockton where there
was a Filipino marriage celebration, and I
drove down to Stockton with her family. We
danced together. She was extremely shy, a
very young girl. And [ remember this won-
derful gathering of Filipinos, most of them
day-laborers from the ranches and farms, all
dressed up to kill, in their rather elaborate
attire, American attire—but you know, flam-
boyant ties, pinched coats, and sort of
pachuco-like pants and all that.

“Pachuca”?

Well, it’s a word, that’s a word we used to
use, pachuc. What was that? It was the urban
Mexicans mainly.

Kd: Well, it was for Mexican/Americans

out of L.A.
Is that like a Zoot suit?

Yes, and the slang was the pachucs, or the
pachucos—I'm just using it very freely here.
They were dressed something like that, sort
of a mod style of the period but very nice.
There were very few women, mostly these

young men looking for these few women, and
lots of Filipino food, which I thought was
fantastic. But most of it [ had never seen be-
fore. Whole chickens, innards and all, and
rice, of course, mixed rice dishes. Then there
was dancing to a kind Filipino pop music,
and Pasing would sing. She was the celebrity
for all these people, and she was always called
in to preside.

[ spent the whole evening that one time
with Loling, and felt that she was my girl-
friend and all that. She was terribly shy and
gave me no encouragement really. [laughter]
However, she didn’t drive me away.

My friend Watson Lacey went one time
with me to one of these parties in Modesto,
and he fell madly in love with her, too. So
the two of us had this adolescent competi-
tion over this lovely, exotic creature. He
wanted to go down to San Francisco to by-
pass me and see her at her family house, and
[ remember being absolutely outraged that he
would do such a thing. So, what I did, I re-
member picking some magnolia blossoms
from the park and putting them in a box with
tissue paper around. Of course, overnight they
would turn black, but I spent my last cent
sending this package with some kind of note
to her about how I wanted to see her and all
that and sent it down to San Francisco.
[laughter]

Well, that affair slowly withered away like
the magnolias, because obviously her family
had decided that this character, this honky
white man was not going to mess around with
their daughter. And Pasing told me that her
parents said that she was not to write to me.
She wrote me one note, that she must not
write to me and all that. And that was a trag-
edy. I remember Watson and I would sit,
talking to each other about this terrible trag-
edy of our joint love affair with Loling that
got nowhere. But anyway, that was a whole
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different world that I guess [ wanted to be a
part of, but I didn’t know how. And it was
through Pasing that I was able to touch on
all that. So, that was my Filipino girlfriend.

Years later, my brother met her, knew her
husband—a Filipino man that he had known
at Stanford who had become a medical assis-
tant of some sort. In San Francisco he ran
across these two people in a car. The woman
who was with him said, “Are you Warren’s
brother?”” And so there was a connection.
[laughter] This was at least ten years later.
He said she was a nice looking woman, noth-
ing fabulous. But boy, she was a fabulous
looking young lady.

Weell, ten years is a long time to remember some-
one that you're not allowed to write to.

Well, because obviously it was an event
in her young life, as it was in mine.

Were you introduced to, or interested in, in an-
thropology at any point in junior college?

Anthropology, as such, I didn’t know
anything about. Maybe I knew what the word
meant, but [ don’t think that I connected it
with anything that I was interested in. His-
tory and archeology I knew a little bit about,
but anthropology as a study of culture and all
that, I don’t think I knew anything about that
until I got to Cal.

Were you writing poetry at this time?

Oh, yes. I was writing poetry all the time.
[ wrote scads of poetry, probably from about
the time I was eleven, twelve years old.

Both of you sort of have indicated to me that it
wasn’t that unusual. A lot of people read and
wrote poetry, and it wasn’t that unusual. But,

at this point, isn’t it becoming a little more un-
usual, to be writing poetry through junior college?

Well, I only knew two or three friends
who wrote at all. I knew people like Watson
Lacey, who was a brilliant guy who later be-
came a psychiatrist, and he was the genius of
my class, you know.

Did he write also?

Yes. Jotted poems, and we’d read poems
to each other. And Pierce Young was a pia-
nist and also wrote poetry—very good poetry
and later went to Stanford and wrote
poetry—but then became a judge because his
father got him a judgeship. He went into law
and died early. And who else? Pershing Olsen
who didn’t write poetry but essays and plays.
[ don’t know of anybody else who was writ-
ing poetry at the time. But there was this
stimulus from others who were interested.
But, I just wrote all the time, and I had, you
know, sheaths of notes and poetry.

At this point, what are your expectations for
yourself? What do you think you're headed
towards?

[ didn’t have the slightest idea. | wanted
to travel and be an adventurer and write
about it like Richard Halliburton. That sort
of thing.

A travel writer that would have . . . ?

Not necessarily. Just do fascinating and
interesting things and somehow make a liv-
ing at it. As [ mentioned, I had started out
deciding I was going to go into pre-med, early
when I was still in high school. But then
when I got to junior college and started tak-
ing pre-med types of courses, preparing for
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that, I realized it wasn’t for me. I was inter-
ested in it, but I just didn’t connect. My
friend, Watson Lacey, was a brilliant student
throughout. He went easily through courses
in genetics and zoology from a Dr. Kurtz. He
was very good at all that, and he used to work
with me and try to get me to understand.
[laughter] Somehow or other, I just couldn’t
apply myself that well. I just began to feel
that other things interested me a lot more.
My brother went on trying to get into medi-
cine and got into Stanford and all that.

What things are you reading now?

Well, I was reading all kinds of things:
Ralph Waldo Emerson; Thoreau was very
meaningful to me; also the travel books,
things like Sven Hedin; the Greek philoso-
phers, Locke, Hume, and Berkeley; and
Bertrand Russell.

Well, tell me about Thoreau.

Well, the Walden Pond period and the
Emerson period, I think I came upon that at
junior college, had some professor or some
teacher who turned us on to that—the
Transcendentalists. And I loved it.

Are you, are you at this point aware of Karl
Marx?

No, I don’t think I'd even heard the

name.

Freud?

I’d just heard, now and then, the word
communist. Freud? Maybe, but if I did, they
didn’t register. It wasn’t important. No, Marx
came a little later and pretty heavy. There
was James Norman Hall, I read all of those
Polynesian tales, travel books of his. And he
wasn’t Kathy’s relative [Kathleen d’Azevedo],
but his co-writer was. He had been to Tahiti.
Then someone else—Charles Nordhoff? 1
read all that sort of thing. Spent a lot of time
in the local library searching travel books.

Are you exploring more along the religious, philo-
sophical themes, too?

Both of those went together in phases
during that period, and I maintained that
interest even when I got to Cal. [ even went
to Swami Ashokananda’s Vedanta church for
awhile in Berkeley, and the Pacific School
of Religion, because I was toying with the
idea of going into the church.

Oh, you were?
[ was. [ was wandering around in a daze.

What was [ going to do? I was trying all these
various things.

Note

1. Controlled, measured, and logical
(Apollonian) versus uncontrolled, prone to
excesses, and spiritual (Dionysian).
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HEN I WENT to Cal. I went with

| my friend Pierce Young whom I'd
known all through high school. We
decided that we would go to Cal. We went
down and found the grubbiest little rooms I
can imagine right on Telegraph Avenue,
down about five blocks from the university,
just below Dwight Way. Actually, right near
Dwight, in this four-story barn which is still
there. It was almost falling down. There were
long passages with little rooms, like a prison,
on each side, and we had a room looking over
Telegraph Avenue. There were two rooms,
so he had one and I had the other. We had a
little kitchen and an absolutely filthy, broken-
down bathroom. Our plan was . ... It was
my plan really, because I came from a frugal
household. He came from a rather free-and-
easy, better-off household, and he had no idea
about how to save money, and I had very little
money. In fact, [ was always borrowing from
him—maybe that’s why he was my friend—
and he had a car. [laughter] The idea was we
were going to cook, take turns cooking some-
thing. We’d just go out and buy stuff and have
sandwiches. I'd even make spaghetti, which
[ always felt was my forte. I could fix spa-

CaAL, PART I

ghetti. I thought we were going to eat it every-
day, I suppose. So he agreed we would do that,
and then we’d take turns cleaning up the
kitchen.

Now, when you were at Modesto when you went
to Modesto Junior College, you lived at home?

Yes.

So, this was your first time living away, setting

up a household?

Yes, so | was very determined to do it
right. I think we were paying something like
eight dollars each a month for these rooms.
You can imagine what they were. Even then
that was low. So we started out doing that
for the first three or four days. I did some
cooking, and we ate, and the person who had
not cooked was to do the dishes. Pierce was
lazy and did not do them. I got mad, and I
said, “Well, then, I'm not going to do them
either,” and it ended up with a great mass of
dishes from my spaghetti sprees. We closed
the kitchen door and never . . . .
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The kitchen, with its flourishing mold
farm, was closed and not mentioned the rest
of that year. And we had this little bathroom
with a tub and a toilet. It was always filthy,
because I was the only one who would clean
it.

Pierce was a very spoiled young man, and
he thought himself stupid for these things.
He got quite a large allowance from his fam-
ily every month, and at times, it was all I
could live on. I only had occasional odd jobs.
[ didn’t have any steady jobs, because I guess
[ was too busy experiencing. I'd get fifteen
dollars a month from my parents, and those
were the days when tuition at Cal was twelve
dollars a semester, I think, for California resi-
dents. It was extremely low. It might have
been more than twelve—twelve or twenty-
five. I think it was only twelve dollars. I'd
get fifteen dollars a month now and then and
have to explain what I spent it for. Well, part
of that went for rent and the rest went for . . . .
[ was a very skinny guy at that time, believe
it or not. [ didn’t eat very much. I was more
interested in enjoying what I was doing than
eating. If [ needed the money, fifty cents or
ten cents for car fare rather than eating, I
did.

I loved Chinese restaurants, as I've al-
ready said. Even in Modesto next to the
theater [ worked in there was the one Chinese
restaurant in town. I ate there all the time.
And of course in Berkeley, I found the
Chinese restaurants, and that’s where I ate
most of the time. I could eat on thirty-five
cents a day very easily.

So, anyway, one of things that I remem-
ber about that place I lived in aside from
Pierce’s rather extravagant way of life . . ..
He always had money in his pocket, and he
always dressed well. I dressed in stuff that I
had brought with me, hand-me-downs and
all that, and very seldom had more than small

change in my pocket. I'll deal with school in
a moment, but one thing I have to deal with
is this. Below us, on the first floor facing Tele-
graph in a storefront, was the studio of Chiru
Obata, who was and is now a very well-
known artist. I don’t know if he is still living,
but his work is, and he had the studio under
us, two floors below us. He had piles of Sumi
paintings that he would sell. Sumi brush.
Sumi can be in color, but his was mostly in
black ink. There are little stone mortars that
you rub the ink stick on with water. I was
fascinated by seeing his work in the window
and talking to him. He was teaching a class
at Cal. I don’t remember much that [ did at
Cal that first semester, but I do recall that I
had this class with Chiru Obata. Totally
absorbing. To this day, I still do some Sumi
painting.

We would go out with our brushes and
our little easels, ink stones, and pads of Sumi
paper. We’d go out painting around the cam-
pus. | was fascinated by it, because it was so
beautiful to watch this man. He could, with a
stroke, make a bamboo stalk and then the
leaves with just a few little movements of his
brush. He’d get shadow and shading by the
way he laid the brush on the ink. I learned
some of that, not very good, but I learned to
be able to do it, and I loved line drawing with
Sumi brushes. I did a lot of drawing. Later
on, I even won an award, the Seaman’s Art
Contest in San Francisco and had my paint-
ing in the show. It was a kind of a
pornographic painting.

It sounds very structured. I don’t know that much
about it, but is it related to calligraphy?

You mean formal?

Formal, yes.
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[t’s very formal in its technique. You learn
very formal strokes. You learn stroke by
stroke, and you do it over and over and over
again. It’s very highly formalized at the be-
ginning, but once you have that, then you're
free to use it in all sorts of ways. He had hun-
dreds and hundreds of his works in his little
studio that went through progressions. I mean
one would follow another and develop from
the last. He did mostly bamboo, you know,
but he did some animals, deer and rabbits.

But the one you won the prize for you said was
pornographic?

Well, it wasn’t classic Sumi. I used to do
a lot of line drawings. The one that won was
of two nude women kind of wild and fantas-
tic floating in the air like clouds, and it sold
immediately.

And a Sumi artist would have recognized the
strokes that you used?

[ wasn’t using classic stroke, but they
would recognize the line, the Sumi line, be-
cause I was using the shaded line. But I didn’t
have any bamboo in it. [laughter] No, and I
wouldn’t have been able to do a good Sumi
painting, but I got the feel for that kind of
line. I loved that line. I did a lot of painting
over the next two or three years, off and on
at Berkeley, and later, when I went to sea.

Did you do water color?
Mostly water color. Also ink, ink wash.
liked a dark, black line with Sumi brush with

ink, and water color.

Did you take more instruction?

That's all I ever had—just handling the
brush. Even when I was a little kid, I could
draw well. In fact, one of the things that I
liked most about the school in Alameda was
there was the art class I think [ mentioned to
you, where you brought leaves to school in
the morning, and I was one of the best in the
class. I was very good at drawing things. So
anyway, | worked with him in that class. I
don’t know what else. I was taking classes in
English at the time. You know, the required
courses. | don’t really recall them. I know I
was reading Keats and Milton and
Shakespeare and Shelley and all that, so I
was taking some class probably in English
literature. I was doing some themes and stuff
of that sort, and I don’t remember the classes
at all.

The only teachers I remember were a
little later, when [ had Lowie and Kroeber in
anthropology. This was my first experience
with them. Oh, and Heizer when he was a
teaching assistant in the Archeology and
History of American Indians. That was a little
later, but it wasn’t my first semester, I don’t
think. Anyway, whatever was going on there,
Chiru Obata sits out in my mind, you see.

And oh, the great tragedy. | came home
one day to our horrible little apartment up
there, and Chiru Obata was at the door as |
came, absolutely furious, screaming and shak-
ing up and down. “Come see, come see, come
see.” Apparently, my friend Pierce had let the
bathtub over flow, so water had dripped down
through two floors onto a big stack of his
Sumi paintings. And I went down with him.
[ felt just terrible. You know, a few times in
your life, you can remember feeling utterly
beat, utterly beat, terribly embarrassed and
unhappy. Because here he was, all of his work
wet, and he was flailing his arms. [ remem-
ber calming him down and telling him how
sorry I was, and what could I do?
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“What, what can I do?” he says. “What
can | do with all these? They're finished.”
The water had stained them all the way
down. So you know what he told me? He got
calm, and he says, “Just keep coming to my
class.”

And | remember thinking what a won-
derful man. He says, “You can’t do anything.
You can’t pay for these. They are priceless.
You can’t pay for these.” Then he said, “Well,
they were just practice ones. They were just
practice, just practice.” And he came down
off of the fury he was in and the terrible sense
of loss, and he was very kind. I will always
remember that, because I really felt that [ was
going to kill myself, you know. This is terrible.

So were you taking classes from him at that time?

[ was. He didn’t really know me. I was
one of the people in a large class. And when
I came back, or was in the class, he singled
me out and give me special instruction and

all that.
Was he famous at this time?

He was known. In the Bay Area, he was
very well known. Not doing too well until
later when his work was renowned. My
brother has one in his house now that I en-
couraged him to buy when he got married as
a wedding gift to his wife. And it’s still there,
so one of us bought his early paintings.

So, you don’t have any?
No, I don’t have any.
Not even one of the water stained?

[ couldn’t have afforded the paper it was
on.

Do you have any of your own from that era?

Yes, | have a lot of my drawings and things
that I did. Well, maybe I do from that period.
Yes, I have some drawings of friends and
things that came out of my sense of confi-
dence with the brush.

Are there any that you'd be willing let the
department take a picture of?

Oh, I have some that are marvelous in a
way, that 'm very proud of, but I don’t see
how they really fit in with what we’re doing.
But they might.

How about the music scene there?

Well, of course, in that time, [ was all in-
volved because Pierce was a pianist. Oh, yes,
bringing his piano up the four flights of stairs.
[t almost killed four men to bring it up this
old rickety stair and down into this room
where he couldn’t play, because all the neigh-
bors nearby were screaming and yelling, “Stop
that. Stop it!” So he had to play at certain
times of the day. He was very much a ne’er-
do-well about things like that. He was
talented and very smart and things came easy
for him, but he didn’t work very hard.

Was he in a group?

No, no. He was going to be a great pia-
nist. But yes, he was going to be great at a lot
of things. Oh, gosh, we were eighteen years
old, you know. [laughter] And I'd have to tell
him that when [ was studying, he couldn’t
play his damn piano, because the whole
building would rock. The floor wasn’t strong
enough to hold the damn piano.

Anyway, that incident with Chiru Obata
was very meaningful to me, about somebody
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who could turn a very bad situation into a
warm and friendly and helpful situation. And
it’s almost as though he decided to help me
and like me, because | had been responsible.
Well, he knew that I hadn’t done it. My
roommate had done it. But after all, I was up
there. It was my place. Yet he sort of forgave
me, and oh, that was wonderful. I had this
great sense of relief and admiration for him.
In fact, I brought people who I thought could
afford it to buy his stuff after that. My brother
was one. But I think he paid twenty-five dol-
lars for a painting that later would have been
worth thousands. Well, probably is now. He
was a wonderful old man. So my first semes-
ter at Cal, that’s really all I remember, except
that [ was reading a lot of English literature.
[ had been very much involved during
college with Rabindranath Tagore, the In-
dian poet and writer, and Fitzgerald, that
whole series that he did based on Omar
Khayyam’s Rubaiyat that he not only trans-
lated but actually recreated and developed.
Things of that kind, romantic history.

Sir Richard Burton. Were you reading that kind

of adventure?

Not yet. I wasn’t reading that kind of
thing at that time.

Yes. Well, I was thinking of the Arabian Nights,

but, of course, those were . . . .

Oh, T. E. Lawrence. Oh, god, yes. T. E.
Lawrence was another person. I had begun
reading Dostoyevsky at this point and
Thomas Mann. I had read the Magic
Mountain, and Jean-Christophe—those long
magnificent rich novels that Mann had done.

Was this part of your curriculum, or were you
just continuing to discover?

[ think it was triggered by some courses |
might have been taking. I’'m not sure. Any-
way, that semester passed, and I'm not sure |
went another semester.

You recently found some of your class lists of
that year you spent at UC, before you went to
Mexico. And you said you had taken some anthro
classes?

Well, as I mentioned before, when I went
to UC that first semester | roomed with my
friend, Pierce, and . . . .

And learned Sumi. [laughter]

Yes, and met Obata. I worked with Sumi
brush and got this feel for line drawing, which
I'd always enjoyed, anyway. I also did some
painting. And later on, I even won the
United Seaman’s Service Awards for a short
story and a painting. [laughter] So it all came
to some fruition somewhere along the line.

But, yes, that first semester at Cal ... |
had totally forgotten what courses I had
taken. [ ran across a transcript, hallelujah, in
which I see what I did in 1939-1940 at
Berkeley. I took four anthropology courses!
Except for one, | had forgotten them all. Here
is what my transcript says for 1939-1940, for
those two semesters: Anthropology 1 A and
B. That was Introductory Anthropology. I'm
not sure who taught that. Anthropology
101—Ethnography. That was Lowie, a course
we used to call “cross-cousin marriage around
the world,” because Lowie was involved in
cross-cousin marriage, and that’s all we heard
about.

And a few little excursions into other
people’s literature, like Curt Nimuendajd
who had worked in Brazil and was a friend of
his. He had a tremendous admiration for this
fieldwork; the anthropologist had studied the
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Tupi, a very obscure Brazilian peoples, a for-
est people. And things like that would be
among the few little bright points in his
interminable lectures on comparative cross-
cousin marriage. And they were thorough,
I’m sure. [ even have some notes left. He cov-
ered [ think every known ethnographic group
that had been reported in literature on cross-
cousin marriage. He covered it all. We used
to have the greatest time imitating him and
doing charades on that course.

Lowie’s lecturing style was very sonorous
and pontifical. And he was a very proper
man, always in a derby and a suit and tie,
and talked with great deliberation. Always
very polite. He would bow to you and take
off his hat if he met you on the pathways at
Berkeley. That class was something that we
all remembered because we just felt like we
were in never-never land! [laughter] How-
ever, later on I recall things about his class
that were very valuable. I recall how impor-
tant it was to make these kinds of
comparative cultural connections—that,
though he was able to weave this marvelous
web of the relations of people, their move-
ments and the development of types of
society . . . material I would never be able to
reconstruct now. Only later did I realize how
useful this was. While it was going on, | was
just a yokel in my first semester at Cal. I just
thought it was absolutely . . .

Horrendous.

. not only horrendous, but hilarious,
you know. [laughter] And yet I took very good
notes. | have lots of Lowie’s notes.

And there’s another course that I took at
the time, 105, American Indian. I believe
that was with Barrett—Sam Barrett, who |
did have a course or two from. It must have
been that first semester or two. And, there-

fore, I had an earlier kind of academic con-
nection with American Indian studies that I
had forgotten about.

Oh, and Primitive Art—Anthropology
127, from Kroeber. That’s the one I did
remember. And | have written about that
elsewhere. But that was a mindblower.
Kroeber was very busy at that period. This
was in the mid-1940s. He was at the peak of
his productivity, doing all kinds of things. But
he had this course that was all slides. It was
show-and-tell. Here was this great man, all
he does is show slides and make passing com-
ments about them and put them into
categories. And because I had worked with
Sumi brush, I was very good at quick-take
drawings. | have a whole notebook of my
drawings from the slides, and Kroeber’s little
remarks which were sometimes a sentence or
a couple of words. And we were supposed to
make sense out of this damn thing.

[t was impossible; I don’t think there was
anybody in that class that I talked to or knew
who had any idea what Kroeber expected us
to get from it! [laughter] It was wild, and it
wasn’t “primitive art”. It was show-and-tell
slides about sculptures.

Now, in those years how big were the classes?

That class might have been fifteen,
twenty. That was a big class.

And, see, that, compared to what . . . .

Oh, god, years later when I taught at Cal
and when | was an assistant professor there, |
had a class of over a thousand—Introduction
to Anthropology. An enormous hall and
microphones.

Did you show slides? [laughter]
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No, no. | hate slides. I never showed
slides. I'm not a show-and-tell person! [laugh-
ter] I don’t show slides. I don’t particularly
like to watch them unless they’re redlly directly
connected with something someone’s saying.
But just a series of slides, they bore me—
which is my problem. They can be done very
effectively.

But, anyway, I had four teaching assis-
tants. This was in the late 1950s, and a
thousand students. [ was bowled over by the
experience. Jim Downs was one of my teach-
ing assistants in those courses. But in the
1940s, classes were small.

The department was housed in an old
Quonset-like building that I think was held
over from World War I. And there were bar-
racks. Later they moved into some World
War II barracks over on the other side of the
campus—a two- or three-story barrack, the
department was there. But when I was a stu-
dent, it was in this enormous Quonset hut.
And I'll never forget, in the middle of it, as
you walked in, was a great totem pole. Some-
body had brought that down from work in
the Northwest. But this was laid down the
middle of this great hall, and it was the most
imposing feature. It was on its back. And later
it was put up outside, I think. It was erected.

But the lower floor was all open like labs
where students would collect things and do
work. And then up along the wall toward the
ceiling was a causeway, a walkway, all around
the top. And there were little offices there
for the staff. And who were they? There was
John Rowe; there was Kroeber, Lowie,
McCown, Barrett, Heizer. Heizer, who I think
was a graduate student assistant, and I think
he taught the class that I took with him in
introductory anthropology. A very dapper
young lad, as | remember, a lady’s man. [laugh-
ter] A collar-ad guy, good-looking, and very
arrogant. Later [ got to know him when he

got older and mellower, but I used think,
“Who is this guy? Who does he think he is?”
because he would sort of strut in front of the
class. And he was just a kid, a student, a little
older than me, but nevertheless an instruc-
tor. I got to know him well later, but at that
time, I just recall this sort of a dapper, arro-
gant young man. His lectures were stiff
because he was new at it, but he always gave
them with the air of knowing it all.

Authority?

Tremendous authority.

So there were all those offices and some
graduate offices up along the top. So you’d
go upstairs and walk along this long corridor
up there, an open corridor looking down to-
tem pole to find . . . to meet your professors.

[ remember Kroeber’s office, a little, tiny
office, loaded with books and papers right up
to the ceiling—terribly messy. In fact, they
all had to be, they were so small. I've never
really complained too much about small
offices since, because | remember what they
were in.

Kroeber had a little cot. It was sort of a
jury-rigged cot. I think it was two boards on
bricks or something at each end. And at a
certain time of the day, I think it was 12:30
or 1:00, the door would be closed, and he
would take a nap. And that was true when |
came back later to Cal. You didn’t bother him
during that period. He did it regularly; not
long—half hour or forty-five minutes—but
you didn’t dare knock on his door.

Boy, how civilized. I think that’s wonderful.

Yes, oh, I thought it was . ... In fact, |
tell people now—my colleagues, you know—
“Get yourself a cot in your office, by all
means, and close your door.” [laughter]
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Get a blanket and . . . .

Yes, so anyway, that’s amazing to me that
[ took so much anthropology that first semes-
ter. | wanted to know more about people like
this, and my two Japanese friends and my
desire to go to the South Seas. All these
things coalesced, I think, to get me into an-
thropology. I don’t think that was my major;
just optional choices. The other courses, these
are the ones that [ loved: Oriental Languages,
Chinese Civilization and Chinese Literature
from Professor Boodberg. And I really loved
his courses. His main course was the one on
Oriental Civilization. We went through the
history of early dynasties, the beginnings of
Chinese civilizations up until the last cen-
tury. I've forgotten most of that now, but I
still have some notes which are still very
interesting. And fortunately, one doesn’t toss
away all this information, because I really dug
it; I loved it. But the one on Chinese litera-
ture was even more exciting to me. [
remember Mang Ho Wan, one of the great
Chinese poets and philosophers, and Yee
Bok . .. we read those works in great detail.

And so Boodberg was a tremendous in-
fluence on me, and I got A’s in his courses. |
wrote long themes, and they probably were
extremely romantic and idealized. [laughter]
But he thought that I was an interested stu-
dent—that I really cared. And I did. I hung
on every word. He was a colleague or stu-
dent, or both, of Owen Lattimore, the Asian
scholar—the scholar of Asian history and
political life, who had been attacked . . .
when was it? He was attacked a little later by
the McCarthy Committee. But he was un-
der some kind of criticism at the time. I
remember Boodberg would talk about the
great Owen Lattimore, who was so badly
treated, even well before the McCarthy
period. During the McCarthy period, or

maybe just before, Edgar Snow and others . . .
that whole group of people who had com-
mented, as liberals, on Asia. And so I had an
admiration for Boodberg as a man who had
spoken up on these matters, but I didn’t know
too much about it then.

The other course was Chinese Literature
and something called Recurrent Types, Phi-
losophy 102. I haven’t the slightest idea in
the world what that course was about.
[laughter]

Now, some mentors that [ didn’t mention
before. I took a marvelous class from a Pro-
fessor Lutz in Semitics. This was to me a great
experience, because he dealt with the whole
history of wars and changes of dynasties and
interrelationship of tribes in the Levantine.
One thing that I still recall—if I went back
to my notes, I might be able to refresh my
memory—but one thing I recall is he spent
at least a couple of lectures on Hammurabi
and Ashurbanipal. Ashurbanipal (and I re-
member how he pronounced it), who built a
mound as high as a temple of the prepuces of
the enemy army that he had circumcised.
[laughter] A mound of prepuces as high as a
temple, I remember very clearly! [laughter]
And there were some wonderful books that
we had to buy. Books were cheap in those
days. They were expensive for me and some
others, but when I compare them, you know,
two or three dollars for a book as against thirty
dollarsnow . . . . They were very well printed
and large books—textbooks. The ones on the
Near East, the history of the Near East, were
wonderful.

[ remember Lutz’s office was at the top of
Wheeler Hall, way, way up at the top in a
little garret-like office, with a little room next
to it where we had our classes. And I always
had that feeling of ascending into a marvel-
ous world of never-never land, and old
Professor Lutz with his glasses—a very sort
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of wizened . . . very European type. And Lutz,
[ don’t know what his background was. He
talked with a very thick accent, but he was
very, communicative and articulate. We had
to write many papers.

And then the other person was Radin.
Paul Radin was around. But he wasn’t really
on campus; he taught at the extension divi-
sion because he had problems with members
of the staff. He was the bad boy of the era. |
don’t think I took a class from him, but he
used to have students over to his place, and
we would have sort of soirees over there. But
later on that was more so. I did know him at
that time.

And then [ had forgot something about
Lowie. Lowie was a controversial figure to
some degree, because he had come from
Germany. There had been some problem
about whether ornot . . . . [ want to be very
careful here. One of the students wrote a pa-
per denouncing him for having not been very
clear on the Jewish question, et cetera, and
having accommodated some right-wing views
earlier in his life. But I don’t know anything

about this, and I shouldn’t be talking about
it. But, I do remember, that there was one
time where he was responsible for inviting
Ernest Bloch, the composer who had just
come over from Germany. He’s the one who
wrote Schelomo. It was a sort of symphonic
piece, Schelomo. And there was this very large
reception for him, where he talked about
music. Lowie introduced him. And I remem-
ber being very impressed by the fact that
Lowie knew this man and that they had been
friends.

So all that sort of thing was going on at
Cal at the time. [ wish [ could remember more
about what the criticism of Lowie was, but |
don’t want to go into it because I’'m not sure.
But I always felt an admiration for him. I felt
that he was a very sound scholar and a good
man, but there was a lot of controversy
around him at that time.

So that was my curriculum that first year
at Cal, which was to me a very fertile year.
All kinds of things were going on that were
important to me.
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OW I HAVE MISSED talking about
N going down and seeing my grand-

mother once a week at least while I
was at Cal, my Portuguese grandmother, and
really doing genealogical work with her. |
wanted to know . . . . And she was very help-
ful; she remembered quite a bit. But I'm sure
she was biased, and she romanticized and
dramatized a good part of it. But I had this
enormous sense of the importance of . . . .

Now, how would you get there? I mean did you
have acaror .. .?

Oh, by streetcar. A car! Nobody in those
days . . . nobody except my friend Pierce, and
one of the reasons why [ hung around with
him was he had a car and a little extra money.
[laughter]

He was on his folks’ teat. Mine was really

dry. And so, no, I would go down there and
have lunch with her. And she would . . ..

Now, where is she living now? Just for the record.

At that point she was still in the old house
on Lake Merritt, and my grandfather had

AMALIA AND OPERA

died. He had died a few years before, and it
was now a great sort of barren, empty house.
And she even had to sell some things in or-
der to get along. It was in the process of being
sold . .. creditors being paid off and all that
sort of thing.

But we would sit there in that living room
with some of her things around her—the cru-
cifixes; the Raphael paintings, good
prints—large, ornate frames; various icons,
Catholic symbols. But one enormous photo-
graph of Amalia when she was a young girl
in the Azores, before she had come to this
country and just before she got married. An
absolutely stunning Portuguese beauty. I mean
with those little hips, you know, where the
corsets would pull the .... Her waist was
about two inches, and a great, bountiful bust
and lace. And her hair piled up on top of her
head like the turn of the century. The rose in
her mouth. [laughter] And I remember think-
ing, “There’s nothing like that since early
Hollywood.” [laughter]

She was a stunning woman! And she had
that up on her wall, always, so that [ was look-
ing at it when she was holding forth, reading
poetry in Portuguese and then translating it
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for me. And then playing these old 78
records, scratchy records, of opera. She loved
Caruso and Galli-Curci and people like that.
And these arias would go resounding out of
one of those old phonograph horns. And she
would cry, and the tears would roll down from
her eyes. She was quite a character, a mar-
velous character. And [ was always enthralled

by her!
Now, you'd just go for lunch?

Oh, you know, a snack, and we’d just talk.
And sometimes she’d bring out a little wine
for me, which was pretty racy, and she always
had wine around. And she’d have to bring
out her little cut glasses and things like that—
what was left of her finery. And she would
tell me how important it was to remember
my heritage and all that.

She had a manner that hid a world of
contradictory feelings and emotions that she
had toward my mother and others, but she
always had this front of magnanimity and
generosity. But because of her I remember
that Pierce and I went over to see an opera.
In fact, he came with me to visit with her a
couple of times and also found her enthral-
ling. She really put us through our paces. And
we would leave there kind of stunned in
wonder. [laughter]

How wonderful!

She had a powerful personality, and I can
see why my father had trouble with her. She
made life miserable for him as she got older.
She was such a nag, a complainer, and
demanded his time and accused my mother of
keeping him from her and all those ridicu-
lous things. You know, the typical family . . . .
Well, you hear about that everywhere.

So, anyway, we went over to the first
opera | ever saw—at the San Francisco Opera
House. I think we paid thirty-five cents for
standing room. I couldn’t afford anything
more, and so Pierce decided to stand with
me. [ hadn’t eaten for days. I was very skinny
at that time; it was just before the war, and I
had been turned down for ambulance service
because [ was anemic. I'd eat rice and Chinese
food now and then and whatever I could put
together in my room. And now and then
Pierce would decide to take me to dinner, so
[ always enjoyed that. [laughter]

So we went over to the opera house, and
[ remember standing two hours getting diz-
zier and weaker at the back of that hot opera
house, watching Tristan und Isolde. It was
Melchior and Kirsten Flagstad—two enor-
mous people. They looked like they weighed
two or three hundred pounds each, singing
the “Liebestod.” I remember that I lasted until
the “Liebestod.” Here, they were, bellowing
out with their magnificent voices from these
fat, rotund bodies. Flagstad had to lie down
on this bed of roses for the death song. But
she couldn’t get down very easily because her
corsets were so stiff. And she struggled and
finally went plop! [laughter] Nobody laughed,
and I couldn’t contain myself. I was giggling.

And then Melchior, with his magnificent
tenor voice, a little, fat, round man. He had
to kneel to get down beside her, and he
slipped and fell flat! [laughter] The two of
them were the most ridiculous-looking pair I
have ever seen. In fact, it was magnificently
ridiculous. It was beyond ordinarily
ridiculous.

Anyway, so | remember that about that
point . .. it wasn’t over yet, because it takes
a long for them to die. They were at the top
of their operatic powers about that time. And
here they were on their backs, and then sit-
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ting, you know. [laughter] And I got so dizzy,
I had to leave. I went out in the hall, and I
went into a telephone booth and fainted. I
crumpled up, and I must have been out for
ten minutes or so. And when I came to,
Pierce was pushing ... “What’s wrong?
What’s wrong? What’s wrong?”

And I said, “I got to get out of here.”
[laughter| It was too much standing for two
or three hours. And listening to the
“Liebestod” finished me off. ['ve never been
able to take Wagner since. | added my feel-
ings of repulsion, I guess—revulsion—for
Wagner during the war. I mean, it was made

to order. Wagner was to me the epitome of
everything that I looked upon as being pre-
Nazi. But it was unfair; it’s not really the way
it was. But Nietzsche and others, whom [ had
admired so much when I was younger, and
Wagner, and Strauss waltzes began to irritate
me, you know. People were dying and being
killed while the Viennese were dancing
Strauss waltzes. All that sort of thing came
just a year or two later. But I hearkened back
to Melchior and Flagstad and the “Liebestod,”
and the fact that [ had stood through that
whole damn thing.
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SociAL LIFE AT BERKELEY

LL KINDS of things were happen-
A ing at Cal. I think, “What a year!
What a wonderful year.” I met this
family, the Phillipsborns, a Jewish family of a
psychiatrist and psychologist, both husband
and wife. They had three very beautiful
daughters. I and a number of my friends, we
hung out at their house up in the Berkeley
Hills. It was a very charming, intellectually
oriented house, very European, and I suppose
very Jewish in that sense. And there were
continuous discussions! We’d get together
and cook and eat together, sometimes six or
seven people—students and others, visitors
coming in from Europe. And I got very close
to this family. I felt, you know, they were re-
ally another family to me. And [ had a strong
identity with that family—actually an iden-
tity with Jewishness.
[ remember Ellen, the older daughter that
I knew best and first, would say to me,
“Warren, you are a Jew.” [laughter] And she
said, “d’Azevedo has got to be some kind of
Sephardic . . . it’s got to be a Mediterranean
Jewish name.” She was adamant about this.

Was this before or after you took the course from
Lut?

[t was maybe around the same time, but |
don’t think . . . .

Yes, I was wondering if one lead to another.

No, I don’t know if I made the connec-
tion, but maybe so. But this was purely a
matter of friendship, you know.

And [ would say, “Well, you know, Ellen,
maybe it'd be good . .. I wish it were true,
but I have no evidence. We need evidence.”

And she said, “We don’t need evidence.
[ can just tell by the way you act!” [laughter]

A high compliment.

[t was. She wanted me to be Jewish. And
[ took on a lot of the feeling of that family.

And the two younger daughters, Nora
and Renata, I sort of got crushes on in turn.
Then two of my friends, Earl Kim and Leon
Kirschner, who were composers . . . student
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composers at the time who went on to Yale
and Harvard as professors of music and com-
position. But they also were totally enamored
of at least one or another of these daughters.
And so we just went around like, you know,
honey bees. [laughter] This beautiful family,
very European, very, very open and warm,
argumentative, and all those things. The par-
ents were wonderful people. The father
worked at San Quentin as a psychiatrist when
he came over. That’s all he could get,and . . . .
He could have done a lot more. And the
mother did psychological consulting and
therapy.

Do you have any memory of how you met them?

How did I meet them? I met them
through Doris Woodhouse, who was kind of
a girlfriend. Doris Woodhouse was a friend
of Ellen, and then just on campus and . . . .

Oh, yes, I remember now. I was trying to
put together a literary magazine, because |
was very angry at the Grizzly that was turn-
ing down all my friends and never published
them, and they accepted what I considered
to be utter crap. Their material was so im-
mature and asinine, school-boyish and
school-girlish.

Pedestrian.

Well, it was just naive, we thought. We
were very snobbish. A number of us were
writing poetry and stories. We had some
things we wanted to get published. [laughter]

And so we—myself and Doris
Woodhouse—began to talk about this. Doris
was a very active, highly charged young
woman. She was rather large and imposing,
kind of big, and I remember that she had a
fire of a head of red hair down to her waist.
And that red hair was always flying around.

And she dressed rather ... for Cal at that
time she took on a kind of bizarre attire. She
wore black boots underneath a red skirt. And
she would go loping around campus . . . .

And she was a student?

Yes, she was a student, and very smart.
She later became a psychiatrist in San
Francisco.

Now, was Ellen . . . ?
They were friends.

But were they also students? Was Ellen a stu-
dent?

Oh, yes, they all were. This was all stu-
dent life, in the early 1940s. And off-campus
student life, too.

She lived in a place called . . .
big, four-story, old Berkeley house, right there
on Bancroft Avenue. It is still there—two
houses standing there—student housing.
And what did we call it? We had a word for
it that escapes me now. Gray Gables or some-
thing of that kind. And Ellen and Doris lived
there. They roomed together; that’s how it
happened, how I got to know Ellen, and then
got to know her family. But it really happened
because Doris and I were . . . .

And, oh, man, I keep forgetting George
Leite, who I was then rooming with, because
Pierce and I didn’t get along. His lifestyle was
just too difficult for me to keep up with,
though I always kept friends with him. [laugh-
ter] But when I came back from Fresno I
roomed with George. He was a Portuguese
kid from San Leandro. I got to know him
through Pierce. George and I hit it off very
quickly on a highly competitive adolescent
level. And we were, | guess, rather fond of

it was a
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each other but also deeply competitive. We’d
watch each other severely and often with
deep envy—if one did something the other
didn’t and who could be the most macho and
outrageous. It was something that 'm glad I
got over. But George didn’t.

Anyway, when George got wind of what
Doris and [ were talking about, he somehow
got in on it. And so the three of us were plan-
ning this magazine. I came up with the name
New Rejections—rejections from the Grizzly,
[ suppose. The great literary magazine of that
period was New Directions. So our takeoff on
that was New Rejections. And we finally got
the first issue out. It was mimeographed, very
well mimeographed by someone who donated
the work in one of the old bookstores on Tele-
graph. It was about thirty pages with poetry
and stories. There was George Eliot; there
was Jean McGehey; also Jordan Brotman and
Robert Horan—a number of people who
went on to write, but also a lot of others. And
good work. [ still think it was not bad for stu-
dent work. And our explicit purpose was to
show the conservative, conventional maga-
zine on campus, the Grizzly and one other,
that they were just so much trash. “Here’s the
real writing, and you have rejected it, or you
don’t even know it.”

So even then, in those years, did Berkeley have
kind of an aura of a counter-culture?

Not so much as later. It was there, but it
was pre-Beat. There were people like
Kenneth Rexroth, who were writing poetry
in San Francisco long before the Beats came
in in the 1950s. There was Robert Duncan
and Josephine Miles, a very well-known
California poet. I'd also taken classes from
Benjamin Lehman in English, and he sort of
encouraged us to go on with doing something

like this. But we had our differences with him
as well.

So Doris and I had a lot to do. Then
George Leite got into it. He was something
of a street kid from San Leandro, a Portuguese
kid, whose father was an immigrant scholar—
an older, declining man who George had
problems with, I think—and a mother who
was a schoolteacher. So they were quite
strapped financially.

So we had a certain understanding be-
tween us in that we were not well-to-do kids.
But George very quickly caught onto the lit-
erary scene. It was amazing. He began to write
poetry—rather interesting, good stuff. Oh,
and he took off for a couple of months and
went to sea, which I was terribly jealous of.
He got on a tramp steamer and went down
to Panama. He wrote me postcards, you know,
and [ was absolutely beside myself with envy!
[laughter] And then he came back, and Doris
and I mainly put out this magazine. But we
didn’t put our names as editors on it because
we felt that was hokey, too. We didn’t want
to do that.

We got out one issue that year—that was
1939-1940, and one in 1940 and one in 1941.
The last issue I think was 1942 or 1943—
during the war. We kept putting it out. Later
when [ came back from sea, I would go to
Berkeley and stay with the Phillipsborns
there, Doris or. ... And we would put to-
gether this . . . .

The Phillipsborns. So that friendship you main-

tained after the war?

Oh, yes. Oh, yes. In fact, I met Kathy
again seriously during the war. She and Ellen
Phillipsborn were very good friends at that
time, but, oh, it’s all very convoluted actually.

I'm trying to find the things here that I
can pull together. And so New Rejections was
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something I was very proud of. And, by the
way, for years afterwards, various libraries
would write and ask for copies, and it became
a kind of a minor collector’s item, you know.

And so we were very proud of ourselves.
And I remember we put those issues out
for... we'd get donations and put out an
issue of a hundred for thirty-five dollars. I
mean those times were wonderful! [laughter]

And we’d assemble them at the
Phillipsborn’s house. We’d all get together . . .
this was in the fall of 1939-1940, I guess, the
first one came out. And we’d go up to the
Phillipsborns’, about a dozen of us, friends of
ours. And we’d take all these pages, and we’d
assemble them and staple them and put the
covers on up there at the Phillipsborn’s. Then
we’d all go out and peddle them for fifty cents
each on campus. And they'd go like hotcakes!
They’d go so quickly, we’d always say we
should have put out three hundred or four
hundred; we never could manage that. Each
issue ran about a hundred, a hundred and fifty.

Do you have any of them?

I do have some copies. Those few issues,
yes.

And, so, now, where are we? Oh, things
that I was doing at the time. | mentioned
Boodberg. And things I was reading . . .
maybe I've mentioned before: Thomas
Mann, Thomas Wolfe; Steinbeck had come
out with The Grapes of Wrath and later the
film which deeply impressed me. It threw me
back on my experiences in Modesto.

A course in the Bible as Literature was
very important to me. | devoured the Songs
of Solomon. [laughter] And Jonathan Swift
and Chaucer, Whitman. You know, that’s the
period when you’re doing all this marvelous
wild reading.

[ had three friends who were composers:
Leonard Ralston, I’ve mentioned; Leon
Kirschner; Earl Kim. [ knew them very well.
But this jumps the gun, because they were
most significant when the war came.

[ was also going through all kinds of philo-
sophical explorations and concerns. You
know, a person going through transition like
this in adolescence, late adolescence, trying
to think out what they want to do. They pick
up strands from not only their own heritage
and family, but new ones. [ was—what would
you call it?—a new-wave Christian in a sense,
on the one hand, and what might now be
called a Gnostic. But [ had a feeling that I
was a kind of a Christian.

And so I was thinking, “Maybe I should
go to Pacific School of Religion,” after all
this charging around. The Pacific School of
Religion was right up on the hill, and it
looked so peaceful up there. The students
were all so well behaved, and they were all
so serious and quiet. I used to walk on that
campus and look around and go into these
monastic settings.

Somewhere within me was the idea that
this would make a kind of a sop to my par-
ents, that they would be pleased if I did
something conventional like this, though I
was certain in my own mind that [ would be
a very unconventional Christian academic.
[laughter] And yet, you know, that this could
be something that would be equivalent to
being a doctor or something. I think some-
where within my mind was this notion of
accommodation and providing my parents
with some solace. But it wasn’t serious. It was
just one of those things that I thought about.

The other was, of course, the Brahman
and Vedanta themes from my interest in
Tagore. I was reading Nehru, and some of the
early Indian intellectual figures. And there
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was this little meeting house down near the
university—Vedanta, the Vedanta Center, |
think it was called, where Swami
Ashokananda held forth. And I used to go
down there oh, every now and then. I'd stop
in or listen to the swami hold forth in these
very quiet little ceremonies with this little
handful of Berkeley types in there! The
Berkeley types in those days were sort of
middle-aged women with flat shoes and gray
skirts, and men very casually but very care-
fully dressed. And there were a few Asian
students of some kind. And we’d sit around,
and | remember these quiet, philosophical
talks and discussions. I read some of the
Vedanta materials, and so I had that, too,
along with Pacific School of Religion—there
was Vedanta!

This mystical Indian stuff, right? Vedanta?

Yes.

And, oh, I speak of those little asides and
detours of one’s parents affecting one’s chil-
dren. My daughter is deeply involved in Asian
philosophy and Vedanta and the work of
some leading swamis and gurus, you know—
much to my chagrin, when it happened,
because I was and had been a hard-hat
Marxist and here my daughter is interested
in transcendental meditation and that sort
of thing. We'll go into that later . . . it’s fas-
cinating. We had a meeting of minds.
[laughter]

And also, I just was struck by the fact that your
sonisanartistand . . . .

Yes, what I didn’t pursue, he picked up.
What more are kids going to do? I mean,
unless something else happens to them in
their lives. Yes, that’s exactly it. And I've al-
ways had really a great sympathy and kind of

a pleasure in the fact that they did that, even
though it wasn’t the best course of action,
necessarily, in order to survive in this world.
Nevertheless, I didn’t worry about that,
either.

So there was this exploration; getting
seriously interested and taken by some of
these ideas. | was writing poetry at the time
and seeing some of the films that were terri-
bly meaningful to me. Certainly All Quiet on
the Western Front had been earlier, one of the
most powerful films that I had ever seen at
point in my life, and affected a lot of other
people, too; great anti-war film, extremely
powerful. And then The Grapes of Wrath
came out as a film—I'd already read the
book—was also an extremely affective thing
to me.

And then, of course, [laughter] there were
things like Dorothy Lamour and Hurricane
when [ was at junior college, the heroine of
all times. And who was the other one? Hedy
Lamar in Algiers . . . [laughter| in Algiers in
the desert. And who was that guy with the
accent who was her sidekick? [laughter] Who
was that?

I can’t help you with the . . . .

Oh, you're too young to remember any
of these people.

I should know them anyway.

Anyway, Hedy Lamar, | remember.

And there were a number of very impor-
tant films that [ saw. [ remember seeing a film,
a French film, called L Affaire Blum. It was at
the time when [ knew the Phillipsborns, and
here was a film about a French Jewish family
during the period Hitler was beginning to
become more important and powerful in
Germany during the early period of the Nazi
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putsch activities. And they (the Blums) are
well-to-do Jewish people, and he’s in busi-
ness. And all around them are these crises
and these attacks upon Jews in the streets.
Kristall Nacht had come and all that. And
they’re sitting at their table at the end of this
movie, | remember. They are not leaving
Germany, because | remember they were sit-
ting at their nice dining room table having a
toast at the end of the evening and looking
at each other and saying “We shall stay be-
cause it can’t happen in Germany.” It was
one of the more powerful films that I've ever
seen. ['ve never seen it referred to since. It
was a great film.

Can I just interject here and ask how much of
your writing at this time would you consider to
have been political? I mean your poetry and the
stories you're writing at this point.

Oh, it probably was not. But I think the
story that I did on Mexico, “Sepeyano
Orozco”, was in a sense political, like my let-
ters from Mexico later, you know, recognizing
and praising the strength of another culture,
as against modernization. Social, at least.
Political—I wrote a couple of poems which
were political, but I was ashamed of them,
because they were not too clear. [laughter]
They were far from PC. But political, no.
More social and having to do with human
relations and problems of class, things of that
kind. But not overtly political.

Not overtly anti-war, for instance, or . . . ?
Not yet. That came just about this time.
[ was pretty much involved in academic,

intellectual, literary . . . .

And is that what drew you to UC in the first
place? The intellectual . . . ?

No. I just wanted to get away to the big
city, and Berkeley was the mecca. Berkeley
was the place where every . . . .

To live?

When you were from the rural sticks of
San Joaquin Valley, Berkeley was the place,
not necessarily to live, but to go.  mean, that
was the big city. That was the place where
everything was happening. And it was the
easiest place to go to. I mean tuition was
twelve dollars a semester, and rent eight dol-
lars a month or something, you know! It was
cheap if you were a Californian. [laughter]

So you weren’t necessarily aware at the time that
it was the academic and literary figures that you
were drawn to, or . . . ?

Yes, in a way. But I don’t think that was
very clear in my mind. After going to Fresno
and with Earl Lyon as a mentor, I came down.
And there were two or three people in the
English Department who were doing some
writing; I don’t remember. But, no, I saw it
[Berkeley] as the place where you could get
exposure to some of the more powerful ideas
that were going on, and it was true. It was a
California center.

Everything was happening, and it stimu-
lated you to do things. I was becoming
political. I was talking about films and things.
[ saw a Russian film called The Gypsies, which
was again one of the more beautiful films I'd
ever seen, about the Soviet attempts to move
the gypsies onto farms to become agricul-
turalists. I had thought it extremely
perceptive—whether it was or not, I'm not
sure what I would think now. I thought it
was done with tremendous understanding of
the meaning of gypsy life.
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Now, I gather that it wasn’t quite as nice
as this. But nevertheless, the film gave the
impression of this marvelously aware culture
in the Soviet Union, and aware intellectu-
ally and in terms of the literature and of the
culture of ethnic groups. And, of course, that
was the old problem of nationalities and eth-
nic groups in the Soviet Union and how to
deal with wandering people, the gypsies, the
people of the steppes and all that. How to
ruralize them, how to bring them into the
land.

And it was, to me, so beautiful. It was a
great film—propaganda or not, it was mag-
nificent. Like Potemkin, you know, one of the
great films of all time [the famous Soviet film
Battleship Potemkin, 1925]. And I was also
taken by The Gypsies; it made me drunk for
weeks—the beauty of that film and the way
it ended. It ended in one of the great scenes
of all movies, as far as I am concerned. Where
this one man and his wife and kids do settle
after a great deal of difficulty. They don’t want
to; they like to wander; they like to do what
they wanted to do. And they finally have—
with the help of some of their comrades and
the village commune—a field of wheat, and
you see them at harvest time with this great
high wheat going for a long distance away.
And they’re standing, looking at it, and
you're looking at their backs. And then that
wonderful troika goes on [hums tune]: da, da,
da, hum-da-hum, da-da, da, da, hum-hum,
num, ba-dum-dum-dum, dum. I'll never for-
get that one. And as that is being played with
the Red Army Chorus at full blast, they go
pushing the wheat aside and walking into
their wheat. Wow! What a film! I'll never
forget it! [laughter]

And I had some friends who were get-
ting to be very left, sort of intellectual left,
quasi-Marxist and all that. Or anarchists or
Trotskyites and whatever. It was quite a stew

in that period. And I wasn’t discriminating
between one or another. There was a place
called the Twentieth Century Bookstore, two,
three blocks from the campus. It was the “red”
bookstore.

Was this on Telegraphor . . . ?

[t was right off Telegraph. I forget what
street it might have been. But it was about
three blocks down from Sather Gate and just
off Telegraph. The Twentieth Century Book-
store had all kinds of things that I had never
seen before. It had booklets on the Spanish
Civil War. When [ was seventeen or eigh-
teen I thought should have done that; I
should have gone, but I couldn’t have done
that any more than fly. And so, you know, |
really read into the history of the Spanish
Civil War. And I got records called Songs of
the Spanish Civil War that had these wonder-
ful German and Russian and English songs
that were sung by the Lincoln Brigade . . .
that’s it—Songs of the Lincoln Brigade, is the
name, which I still have. Marvelous songs.

Now, what’s the Lincoln Brigade?

The Lincoln Brigade was the group of
foreign Europeans and Americans who went
to aid the Loyalists in Spain.

And why was it called the Lincoln Brigade?

That was the American version of it. The
American group that had gone to fight

against Franco.

Was it a name referencing back to Abraham
Lincoln?

Yes, it was the American contingent, and
I’'m not sure that it didn’t cover others as well.
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And then later | knew seamen, people in the
union like Bill Bailey, who had been in the
Lincoln Brigade.

And so anyway I began to get very, very
interested in kind of a rarefied political view
of things. I also came upon Stravinsky. There
was a Soviet edition of about ten records in
an album of 78, of his chorale, Les Noces,
the wedding, which was to me a wild and
primitive thing. He had taken the singing
style and the themes from rural Russian life
and used them, as only Stravinsky could do—
these wonderful Slavic women’s voices—Les
Noces. | bought that; I spent my last... I
think probably eight dollars for that album.

And the Songs of John Doe—they blew my
mind. The Almanac Singers—did you ever
hear of them? This was an early folk group,
and they were very left. And the Songs of John
Doe were songs of the Dust Bowl, songs of
early labor movement. Things like I used to
sing all the time to my friends. [sings] “It’s C
for conscription, and it’s C for Capitol Hill.
And it’s C for the Congress that passed that
g-d- bill!” [laughter]

[laughter] That’s great! The Almanac Singers?

The Almanac Singers. I still have them.
Songs of John Doe. Well, they were very popu-
lar with that set of people I knew at that time.
The Twentieth Century Bookshop, you'd
hear those all the time on the wind-up
Victrola.

And what were some of the others? Oh,
[sings] “Franklin Roosevelt told the people
how he felt.” (This was before the war.) “We
damn near believed what he said. He said, ‘I
hate war, and so does Eleanor, but we won’t
be safe till everybody’s dead.” [laughter] Well,
those were really anarchistic, wild, left, anti-
war. And they were wonderful, and they blew
me away.

“But we won't be safe till everyone is dead”!

[laughter]

Most folk music and what is now called
country music, no one that I knew really lis-
tened to it. But these songs came in at just
the time, when we were starting to think
about these problems. Here were witty, sharp,
satirical critiques of American life and
thought. Of course, these songs were also . . .
songs that the Communist Party promoted
because this was prior to the rapprochement
of the Soviet Union with the United States
before the war. There was a great deal of anti-
war feeling and hands-off Russia views on part
of the Left. And the Russian-German pact,
the idea of not joining Germany against the
Soviet Union. I have to check my chronol-
ogy there, but it [the anti-war feeling] was
really aimed at defending the Soviet Union
and keeping us out of the war. And then, of
course, a little later, the Left was all for the
war, because the Soviet Union had been
attacked by Germany. [laughter]

So it was in that very tumultuous period
that those songs had resonance. And then
after . . ..

This is really, really interesting. There wasn’t a
feeling among the political Left at the time that
there was some sense of responsibility for fight-
ing fascism? I mean it’s sort of interesting that
you were very drawn to the idea of helping to
liberate the Spanish, but . . . .

Anti-fascism was a principle, but not go-
ing to war for it. There was a lot of anti-war
feeling. I would say that the feeling of the
pacifist . . . .

So the Spanish Civil War was great because
people volunteered who wanted to go?



SOCIAL LIFE AT BERKELEY 119

Well, yes, but not everybody agreed with
them. Most of those who went over there had
a sort of a left ideology. The Lincoln Brigade
weren't heroes to most Americans who were
kind of mixed up about who Franco was
and . ...

No, [ was trying to get at how you were sorting
that out for yourself, not the mainstream.

Well, yes. Oh, the Phillipsborns had a lot
to do with this. It was through them that I
got a picture of what was going on in

Germany in 1939 and 1940.

But did you feel ambivalent? I mean, did you
think we should go to war to stop Hitler?

[ was a pacifist. | was planning to be a
conscientious objector. In fact, that was one
of my struggles a little later. At the same time
[ had very strong feelings about fascism and—
with my relationship with Phillipsborns—
about what was being done in Germany. So,
yes, | was very ambivalent on this.

Well, I was just interested because you've said
twice now that you had feelings you should have
gone with the Lincoln Brigade.

Yes. Well, that’s because I felt that was
very heroic,

and [ was anti-Franco, and I had the feel-
ing that Franco was a ruthless dictator who
had done terrible things. Like Mussolini, you
know. This wasn’t a very developed political
view, or orientation, just a feeling about val-
ues and what was wrong with what was going
on there. So, no, I can’t give myself credit
for any kind of developed political views,
though I had a couple of friends who were
very ideologically sophisticated.

One, I think, was probably a communist
at the time, and led me to The Communist
Manifesto, and thought it was a great docu-
ment. [ loved its courageous denunciation of
about everything that everybody stood for!
[laughter] With great clarity, and speaking for
a class, you know, the down-trodden of the
earth. “What have you got to lose but your
chains?” kind of attitude. That appealed to
me; I loved that and still do! [laughter] I mean
[ think it’s a beautiful literary and political
document, and social document. It has a
scriptural quality to me.

So, anyway, I was listening and reading
stuff of this kind, and that little bookstore
was the place where I met some people—I
mean, had conversations with a lot these left-
wing types that were around Berkeley at the
time. [ wasn’t particularly attracted to them,
but I did like the atmosphere of the place. It
was a rebellious atmosphere, and now that I
know it, a lot of them were members of the
Communist Party. And just like that restau-
rant that I went to in Mexico City, people
were constantly coming in and out, with
pamphlets and leaflets and things of that sort.
And I liked that. I thought that was good;
that was activity; people were expressing their
views.

[ also went over to San Francisco. There
was a record library over there. You could go
in, and for, I don’t know, five cents an hour
or something like that, you could get any
record that they had and play it in little
rooms. [ listened to all kinds of music. And I
got hooked on Delius and Debussy, Mozart,
and everything there. You could, if you could
afford to, buy records, or you could rent them.
[t was a rental library. So I had a little wind-
up Victrola in my room—this was my last
semester where | had a room of my own,
twelve dollars a month. I was really swinging
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high. Way up on Ridge Road above the uni-
versity. And I would go up and play these
records. In fact, you see that crayon wash
there? [Points to art on wall of study]| Take a
look at it. There’s a seaman sitting on the
deck playing records on deck in the moon-
light. Well, that’s mine. And that’s the same
Victrola I had at Cal. That’s where I would
play these records. And in my mind I'm play-
ing Debussy’s La Mer. [laughter] And I did. I
actually took it to sea.

And I'd sit on a deck all by myself, be-
cause none of my crew mates could stand the
sound of that music. I would play La Mer with
the wind blowing and the waves splashing.
Quite wonderful. There’s my work. [Gestures
to art]

So all that was going on in the space of a
year. When I think of it, it’s enormous. Enor-
mous. And I think it happens to people at
certain points of their life. This was a period
in which, I don’t know, there was that fertil-
izer being injected into the soil that I was in,
and everything was happening. And I was
moving in ten different directions at once.

And you feel this wonderful sense of
power, like you’re absorbing up all this won-
derful information. The world’s your oyster;
you can do anything if you really wanted to.
And putting out a magazine at the same time,
and meeting all these wonderful new people,
and yes, it was a great time.

Oh, during that semester at Cal, my
friend Clyde Moller, who had been our neigh-
bor in Alameda when I was very young . . . .
He had visited us many times in Modesto,
because he’d come up when we were just kids
after we'd left Alameda. He’d come up and
visit us in the summertime. He and [ and Don
would go camping, and we’d go hiking to-
gether and all that sort of thing. He was a

rangy, funny kind of kid. I don’t want to say
not very smart, but not very interested in the
kind of stuff I was interested in, but he was
an old friend. And we used to have a lot of
fun together, swimming and hiking. So I
hadn’t seen him for two or three years, and
suddenly he visits me in Berkeley. The last
time I’d seen him, he’d come to Modesto, and
he was in the navy. He and a friend of his
were in the navy, and they came in their navy
garb. This was about 1937, 1938, and I re-
member feeling so jealous I could hardly
think. [laughter] Here he was in his sailor’s
uniform with his friend, and the two of them
were talking about all kinds of racy things I
didn’t know anything about. I couldn’t enter
in. Places they’d been in and gone to and the
various ports they’d been in, and [ remember
this awful feeling of true envy. I can remem-
ber that. I mean the kind of envy that gnaws
and eats, eats you up, you know. [laughter] I
had to cope with it and handle it and still be
a host to these two guys, and I really wanted
to kill them and get them out of there.

So when Clyde came to visit me in our
rooms at Cal, here he was now out of uniform
and about to get married and looking very
tired and old to me. He couldn’t have been
any older than I was, but my impression was
he was no longer that adventuresome, glori-
ous figure who had come in uniform who was
doing all these wonderful things. Here he was
just a dowdy, ordinary civilian. [laughter] Of
course, this would be the counter phobic
reaction to jealousy—I remember feeling
sorry for him. I thought I would put that in
as a psychological point. One feels sorry for
people that are no longer your competitors.
[t makes one feel good. Fortunately, I under-
stood that early and fought that particular
emotion.
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HRONOLOGICALLY, that first year
‘ at Cal preceded my going to Fresno

in the spring of 1941. It was after
my first year at Cal that [ worked all summer
at a theater in Modesto with the idea that [
was going to go to Mexico. The fall of 1940,
[ had not gotten enough money together to
go. [ just took a semester off. But it wasn’t till
October of that year that [ went to Mexico
for three weeks. It took me those months to
earn the seventy-five dollars that I needed
to go to Mexico. [laughter]

Oh, that’s a fortune! [laughter] Because you've
got to live, too. [laughter]

After my first experience at Cal, I was
determined to take a trip to get out of the
country, to go to some other country, to do
something. I'd failed at going to sea; I couldn’t
get on a ship, so I worked all summer at the
theater, at twenty-five cents an hour, and
saved seventy-five dollars. For me, it was re-
markable I saved anything. I was always
spending money.

THE MExico TRiIP

[ just told my folks and went. Oh, I tried
to get my friend Pierce to go with me. And
he said yes he would, and then at the last
minute he backed out. And I felt, “What a
sellout artist.”

But anyway, | took off on a Greyhound
bus and went down to Los Angeles first,
where | saw the sister of a friend of mine,
Watson Lacey from junior college. I stayed
with her for one or two nights and then with
a friend who was a poet at Cal. This had to
have been a little later—1939—that I did
this.

Anyway, Amy Semple McPherson’s
temple was downtown, and my grandparents
had begged me to go see her. I thought the
one thing I could do for them was to go see
her, so | remember going into town and go-
ing to this very large—what would you call
it’—like a theater. It reminded me of the early
temple, or tabernacle, in Salt Lake City.

[ went inside, and it was very crowded
with a great number of seats and a stage down
at the bottom. I remember sitting down, and
people were singing hymns and all that. Then
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suddenly, the lights went down, the stage
lights went on, and the curtain went up, and
Amy Semple McPherson came on in a white
flowing, gold-striped gown with a golden
Bible in her hands.

She walked out on the stage while the
whole audience breathed great sighs of appre-
ciation and awe, and she came to a golden
podium, and she laid this book on the
podium. She started preaching, and people
were enthralled. I don’t remember what she
said, but she was quite an orator. Then they
sang hymns, and she said, “Now we shall see
what the Tabernacle has for us.” The curtain
went down behind her and she left. And then
up rose the curtain and chorus girls came out
dressed as milk-maids with their beautiful legs
showing and their fluffy milk maid costumes.
[laughter| It was a chorus! There were, I'd
say, ten, fifteen chorus girls. I'll never forget
part of the song. “Fishing for Jesus” was the
song.

They were milk maids or farm girls, and
they had fishing poles. And they came out
dancing in a real chorus line like the
Rockettes. “Fishing, fishing for sinners,” was
it, “Fishing for Jesus.” And then they would
come upstage and toss their lines into the
audience, and the audience would tie money
on, and they would reel in the money. There
were wires across the ceiling with baskets, and
at the climax of all this, with all these danc-
ing cuties, you know, the baskets would come
from in back of us down over the audience’s
heads for more money to be thrown into.
[laughter] And the girls called, “Just the
green, the green.” So you were expected to
toss in bills, not coins! And boy, when they
reached the climax of that song, the orgas-
mic climax of fishing for sinners, people were
throwing money in there. There must have
been thousands of dollars. [laughter] Then
Amy came out again in her gown and backed

the girls up in the name of Jesus and all that.
And I remember being absolutely not only
enthralled, but overwhelmed by what I was
going to report to my grandparents. How was
[ going to explain this to them? [laughter]

So, how did you explain it to them?

Well, I remember, eventually I would just
say, “Oh, it was a great show. She put on a”—
[ would use that word “show”—*“she put on a
great show. And she was dressed in these kind
of gowns,” and they were nodding apprecia-
tively, “Oh, yes, Amy is, you know, she’s a
great preacher. She’s a wonderful preacher for

the Lord.” They knew.
Was she on the radio?

Oh, yes. She was the darling of the air-
waves. She traveled too. And then she had
this wonderful abduction. [laughter] These
days she would have been abducted by aliens,
but then she was abducted by mysterious
strangers who took her into the desert. I hap-
pen to believe that she was just having a wild,
wild old time.

There were rumors that she was a heavy
drinker and all that sort of thing, but I don’t
care. Who knows? A great scandal, it was.
All I know is that she put on a great show,
and she made lots of money.

So, that’s how I stopped off at Los
Angeles. Then [ went over to El Paso on the
bus, and from El Paso I took the train from
Juarez—the most decrepit train one can imag-
ine. | was third class, and it was just packed
with village people and their animals, trav-
eling down through the state of Chihuahua
on wooden benches. I think [ was two and a
half days on that train. It was hot, and dust
poured in from the desert.
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[ was sitting across from two very beauti-
ful, young Mexican girls. There was a
Mexican kid coming from Los Angeles. We
got talking, and the four of us made a kind of
a group. I was next to the window, and the
girls talked only in Spanish, and this guy
would act as my interpreter. We had lots of
wonderful conversations, and I had this feel-
ing, “I'm in Mexico, I'm there.” The smell of
the desert and these little towns where you’d
eat right out the window—tamales and all
kinds of things. Lord knows what I was eat-
ing. All I know is that I'd get whatever they
got and then bottled juices.

All the way down, we ate out. The john
was impossible, because everyone was stand-
ing, holding on. You had to go in the bushes
when the train stopped or just wait.

Where were you going?

To Mexico City, to the heart of Mexico.
So, that lasted about two and a half days. But
those girls kept laughing. They were looking
at me, and they were laughing, giggling. I was
thinking, “Oh, they’re just thinking of me as
a gringo.” We’d talk, and then they’d look at
each other and giggle and laugh at me.

So, I got to Mexico City. This guy had
recommended El Globo Hotel, an inexpen-
sive little hotel. We each got a room. He had
to get himself ready, because he was seeing
relatives outside of town and he had to clean
up. [ went into my room, and when I looked
in the mirror I saw what they were laughing
at. | had been sitting next to the window,
and one half of my face was black—I mean,
literally, just black, like one of those min-
strels. It was surreal. [laughter] That’s why
they were laughing. I hadn’t been able to
wash. There was no water for two days—no
mirror!

[ took a bath at the hotel and went out
roving through Mexico City. I just had this
feeling of marvelous freedom. You know, I
was there. The smells, the wonderful smells
of corn and fires—cooking fires—and every-
thing smelled different and looked different.
Mexico City was relatively small at that time
and clean.

This would have been like 19397 Before the war?

Yes. And I remember going to the Zocalo,
the great plaza, and watching the old women
on their hands and knees climbing into the
cathedral, doing penance, you know. And
sometimes crippled people pushing them-
selves with crutches along the pathways. And
[ had this feeling, “Oh, I am in a different
world. It is truly a different world.” Nothing
looked terrible; even these people at the
cathedral were wonderful to me.

And you got along fine without the Spanish?

Yes. I had a little trouble but [ was able to
get along, and I picked up a few words. Often
there were people who were bilingual who
would help you. It didn’t worry me too much
as | remember.

Were there other gringos there?

Yes, but I didn’t know them. I was just
wandering around. Oh, I finally met an old
guy from the Kellogg family. He was a train
watcher, an absolute nut.

A train watcher?

Yes—his hobby! He kept records of all the

trains coming and going at different stations,
and he had a whole book of his notations
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about train times. He was obviously eccen-
tric, from a wealthy family. [laughter]

A remittance man?

He helped me, at the train station one
time, find which train I was to take, and so, |
went with him to Cuernavaca, but that was
a little later. First I went all around Mexico
City.

Were you always at the El Globo?

Yes. The El Globo was cheap. I think I
spent thirty or fifty cents a night, but money
was going fast. There was a restaurant a fam-
ily friend’s relatives were running, this rather
famous Mexican restaurant in Mexico City.
Sanborns, I think. That’s where that bit of
pottery on the coffee table comes from. I car-
ried that back with me. The broken dishes
from old haciendas were made into little
planters and were cheap enough so I could
buy one. That’s what I brought back.

Anyway, [ went to that restaurant and got
a free meal, twice. Good, but gringolized
Mexican food. There was another place I
went to that was near the hotel, which was a
very mysterious place. It was a long, narrow
place with little tiny tables and mostly work-
ing people eating there. But, oh, the tamales.
The food was wonderful. And while I was
there, these strange men were coming in, and
they’d go back and upstairs, and they’d keep
going back and forth. It turned out that was
the headquarters of the Communist Party.
was thrilled when I learned that.

Well, how’d you learn that?
Somebody told me. Someone, I think at

the hotel, said, “Oh, don’t go there. All those

communists are there,” or something like

that. “That’s their headquarters.” And, of
course, | ate there all the time. It was just
wonderful.

Of course. [laughter] Well, did you know . . . ?

I didn’t know what a communist was,
really. I knew that they were strange and
wonderful. I mean, they caused a lot of con-
sternation and that was enough for me. It was
one of my earliest contacts with even the idea
of communism. I don’t remember the word
“communist” coming up in my family, but it
must have.

Well, you had spoken earlier of witnessing the
reaction in Modesto when the longshore-
men. ...

Yes, of course. Everybody talked. The
press talked about the notion that the com-
munists were coming to town, but I don’t
remember my parents being too concerned
about that. [ don’t think we really knew what
communists were. | certainly didn’t, but I
knew they were people who caused trouble
and made everybody very upset. [laughter]

And they did mysterious things? [laughter]

Yes, like these guys going to these myste-
rious meetings upstairs in this restaurant.

Then from there, I knew I had to go be-
yond Mexico City. Oh, I also went to the
ballet, to the Palacio de Belles Artes, I guess
it was called. I saw the [Diego] Rivera murals
and a number of others. There was a place
outside of town that had a number of Rivera’s
murals, and at the Palacio, there were mu-
rals by another artist—I think of Orozco? |
went there to a ballet, La Paloma Azul: The
Blue Dove. I used to know the name of the
composer. Oh yes, Carlos Chavez! Wonder-
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ful music. I loved it. | remember seeing this
magnificent, wild, foreign ballet by the Ballet
Troupe of Mexico.

Was it flamencoesque at all?

Well, in a way. Their movements were
like that, but this was a classical ballet with
all of these Spanish and Mexican-Aztec ele-
ments in it. The music was fabulous. It was
just beautiful. La Paloma Azul, 1 think, was
probably based on an old Aztec myth or
something. I'm not sure.

So, it was relatively inexpensive?

Oh yes, I couldn’t afford anything, but I
don’t think that cost more than ten or fif-
teen cents. | was up in the rafters.

So that was something that the common people

could do?

I'm not sure what the audience was like.
[ think it was more upscale, because it was

the ballet.

Did you find some companions, or were you
pretty much just on your own?

Pretty much on my own, except now and
then running across people I could talk to,
like this old Kellogg guy, who offered to let
me go along with him to Cuernavaca, be-
cause | wanted to go there, because I had
heard about it. In those days, Cuernavaca was
a beautiful little village with a few old pal-
aces on the hills, and one of the old haciendas
had been turned into a hotel. For thirty-five
to forty cents a day, I was able to stay and
have a veranda of my own looking over the
valleys of Cuernavaca. I felt like a god.

Were you attuned to or interested at all in the
fact that you were on an old Aztec city? [ mean,
were you interested in the anthropology?

Later. That’s coming. Anyway, I had this
experience in Cuernavaca. [ went down into
town and wandered around and met two
young guys who had donkeys. They hardly
spoke a word of English, and I had no more
than a word of Spanish, but they showed me
around town. I remember spending like half
a day with them and then going down a long
road into a valley where their little houses
were. And they had some animals—chickens
and I had some tortillas down there. They
gave me tortillas. Little things like that would
happen.

[ went to Quatla which is, I think, the
name of the town near Cuernavaca. where |
stayed for a day or two in a little room that
opened up on the plaza. There was all kinds
of music at night and promenades and things
of that sort. But I kept pretty much to my-
self, because without the language it was hard.
But I was enjoying myself quite immensely
and feeling very good about being there.

So you weren’t lonely? You were just interested?

No. There were times when [ wished I
could talk to and know more people, but
when I couldn’t, it didn’t bother me too
much, because there was so much that was
fascinating to me.

Then I went back to Mexico City and
then went down to Xochimilco and the
Pyramid of the Sun. That really got me.
Xochimilco was the old lake system outside
of Mexico City where there used to be gar-
dens. Well, there still are gardens to some
extent from the Aztecs who planted little
island-gardens in these lagoons. From there,
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[ went down to the Pyramid of the Sun and
walked through the area. It hadn’t been com-
pletely excavated to the degree it is now.
Now, you know, that whole plaza is opened
up, and the buildings on each side have been
resurrected to a degree. But here was this
enormous pyramid, and I knew a little bit
about the Aztecs and the sacrifices and the
great processions and Cortez and Montezuma.
That was not very clear in my mind. All I
knew was I was looking at one of the most
marvelous things | had ever seen.

[ climbed to the top of the Pyramid of
the Sun and looked out over the whole area
where the Aztec had been. That was an ex-
tremely profound experience for me
emotionally. I just had a feeling I would have
loved to have been there. I wish I had been
able to see this, the way it was, and how lucky
[ was just to be there, just standing, and look-
ing at this place. Then I came down, and |
was walking down this long plaza that had
been the route of the processions before, and
[ found a little amulet, a little terra-cotta figu-
rine. Today, they’re museum pieces. They
were the amulets that people wore when they
came in obeisance to the temples. And here
I found one in the dirt that had just been
uncovered, a little one. I gave it to a girl-
friend when I got back. I have always
regretted it, because she and I didn’t last very
long. [laughter] But that gave me a sense I
had really found something wonderful, this
bit of archeology.

And this is before there were organized tours or
anything?

[ wasn’t on one. There may have been
some, but there were very few tourists around
at that time.

So had an acquaintance or somebody told you
that maybe you should do this when you were
down there, or had it been a destination?

No, I knew about it. I had done a little
reading, just scanned some reading. And in

Mexico City at El Globo, they told me.

You told me—and I know it was in good
humor—that sometimes the people that you'd
read about or authors that you admired would
turn out to be a little bit of a disappointment, but
it sounds like your first travel to another country
was not in any way a disappointment.

It was marvelous. It was marvelous. |
mean, | had the feeling I was doing what I
wanted to do.

So, did you just stay until you ran out of money?

Well, that didn’t take long, seventy-five
bucks. [laughter] But imagine, I was three
weeks in Mexico on seventy-five dollars, in-
cluding the trip down and stopping off in Los
Angeles. | had to be very careful, which was
hard for me. But I managed to put in the two
and a half weeks in Mexico itself, wander
around a lot, feeling that at last | had escaped
my own world and was in another one.

[ went back to Mexico City after
Xochimilco and the Pyramid of the Sun and
then took the train back up, a long, dusty,
horrible trip again to Juarez. I loved those little
villages, though, in the desert. Those old,
sprawled out villages that the train used to go
through; people with their two or three cattle
and some sheep and pigs and little huts, and
the food. I loved the food, because I was hun-
gry, I guess. And I didn’t get sick, you know.
[ ate everything.
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When I got to Juarez, [ stayed two nights
in a wonderful little hotel because 1 didn’t
want to go back over the border. I didn’t want
to get back to the states, but I was getting
broke. I was down to five dollars or some-
thing like that. I stayed at this place for fifty
cents a night. It had a little courtyard with
rooms along the sides, a really old Mexican-
type of hacienda hotel. Every night there’d
be these wandering minstrels who’d come by
and beautiful women dancing. I stayed pretty
much to myself, because, again, the language
was a problem. Then I went to El Paso and
stayed at a really grungy room, because I was
getting broke, and it was more expensive
there. I was hungry as hell, and I didn’t have
enough really to eat, so I had to write . . . no,
not write. Did I call? I forget. I sent a tele-
gram or something home and asked for fifteen
dollars to get home. And I felt, now I'm back
in my own country, and I feel awful. Look
what I’'m doing. I had started borrowing
again. | had wanted this to be entirely my
own. And the money came with very terse
words like, “Well, please get home as soon as
you can.”

And I got on the bus, and | came up across
the country into San Joaquin Valley, and I
stopped at my friend Pierce’s house in
Merced. He had bailed out, and I stayed over-
night with him and his folks, lording it over
him. I just felt wonderful.

Well, you're probably tan and dirty and . . .

Well, and skinny and foreign looking
with all my marvelous stories. And that was
a great moment for me. But poor Pierce, |
had really put him down. Then he drove me
back to Modesto. I got home, and everybody
was glad that I was home, but nobody was
very excited about what [ had done. That was

the kind of a family I had. “Oh, well, so, that’s

interesting.”

Maybe it was a little threatening if they showed
too much interest. Too encouraging.

Could be, but all I know is that I didn’t
have a feeling that the conquering hero had
returned. It was just this guy who's always
doing weird things is home. And, “Now, what
are you going to do?”

And I said, “Well, I'm going back to

school.”

Don’t you find that true a lot when you’ve gone—
including this recent trip to Liberia—that when
you come back, there may be two people you
can even talk to about your trip?

There were two people who asked me
about it. That’s all. Nobody else brought it
up at all. I felt it was because they thought
that I'd had such a terrible experience they
didn’t want to disturb me. But the more I
think of about it, it has to do with the fact
that they don’t want to be disturbed by hear-
ing about it. [laughter]

People do sometimes feel that you don’t
want to talk about it. I think that might have
been true about the Liberian trip for example.
[In 1997, d’Azevedo joined a team sponsored
by the Friends of Liberia to observe Liberian
National Elections.] Other people, I think,
couldn’t believe I had done it. You know,
“How did you manage?” I'm such an old guy,
and in some cases, | think they’re a little
mystified that I would do such a foolish things
as to go over at my age. Because a couple
people said, “But do you think you should do
it?” before I went. “Do you think you should?”
You know, that sort of thing. And then in
other cases, I think it’s because they don’t
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want to hear about it as a challenge to them-
selves. There are all these possibilities. But I
don’t think there’s more than two or three
people even asked me about what happened
on my trip, and then when I'd start to tell,
change the subject.

So when you got back from Mexico, was it the
same? What about your brother? Could you talk
to your brother?

My brother. My brother was always a little
askance at me, because he really did the right
thing within the family, worked very hard to
accommodate. But, actually, he and I were
close enough so that he did ask me to talk
about it and was curious. But again, there is
no framework to put that kind of informa-
tion into. Once you’ve heard the person went
and they did that and that and they came
back, that’s all there is to it. And my folks, I
think, they didn’t want to encourage me to
do anything like that again by getting excited
about it.

But then they did tell you about this contact? I
was just intrigued by the idea that there was a
family connection to a restaurant there?

[t was a very remote connection. Some-
body my mother or father knew was related
to the people who ran Sanborn’s restaurant
in Mexico City.

Kd: Which was the restaurant in Mexico
City at that time.

When they heard I was going to Mexico,
somebody told my folks, “Have him go to
Sanborn’s and see so and so.” And I did. I
had two free meals there. Excellent, the best,
the only real meals I had while I was down
there, except what [ got on the streets.

[ find now that [ did have a much richer
experience in Mexico than [ suggested ear-
lier because I'd forgotten a lot. But I now
discovered just by accident some letters that
[ wrote home to my parents while [ was in
Mexico. And the thing that sticks out, in the
first place, is the sense I had of environment
and atmosphere that [ mentioned earlier, but
[ see in the letters that that’s mainly what it
was, and that I did meet a lot more people
than I had remembered.

My letters indicate that I had made
friends—people, I suppose, I'd had a chance
to talk to and get to know and who were help-
ful. A lot of them were Indians in the villages
when I'd get off the trains, and we’d be two
or three hours waiting for the train to con-
tinue on going down to Mexico City. I had
in my letters how I would sit and try to talk
with people in the villages, and now and then
one of them might be able to work things
out with me in English, and then everybody
would stand around, and these wonderfully
curious and beautiful people . . . . I thought
they were absolutely beautiful; they were so
different than anybody that I had known.
And the food that I had—I ate everything,
and I never got sick, and I don’t know why
people were saying that people get sick in
Mexico. [laughter]

And I would wander out into the little
farmlands in these peasant villages with
somebody who would show me the milpas
where the corn was growing and their cattle.
[ have one section when I talk about people
caring for their cattle with heavy brushes and
picking the ticks off of them with great
warmth. They were tender toward their
cattle, and that impressed me. And they were
relatively quiet. They were quiet and easy-
going and tolerant people, and they treated
me with great goodwill.
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Then later, when I was in Mexico City, |
wrote a letter. | have to read a section from
two little letters here. I suppose it is the first
indication I have of distancing myself from
my own culture and a feeling that I really
wasn’t a member of my culture and that I
wanted to be a member of another and that I
was very irritated by Americans that [ met.
“The Americans who come here are as a
whole a rowdy bunch. They spend money
riotously and make general fools of them-
selves. The Mexicans take them for all they
have and think them asses.”

Some friend of my parents in Modesto
had said I should meet Mr. Gray, who would
be very helpful to me. So I said, “Mr. Gray
and Mr. Sanborn,” who had had this restau-
rant | mentioned earlier, “have been very
kind to me. I like Sanborn; he is a cultured
man and knows everyone. His establishment
is the most beautiful and modern store in
Mexico City and quite reasonable. Mr. Gray,
however, is a loud man and does nothing but
play dominos and cuss like a schoolboy—
quite foul mouthed. He hangs around the
American Club, and they all argue politics
madly. Americans in foreign countries are
quite disgusting creatures. | had lunch with
him (Gray) today. He told me what night-
clubs to visit and what girls to leave alone.
He knows nothing about Mexico!” [laughter]

And then here’s another in the same day.
This, obviously, was very much on my mind.
I'm defending the Mexicans from the kind
of scurrilous information I received before I
left, when people were advising me to be care-
ful about this, be careful about that. Don’t
do this; don’t do that.

I'm writing here from Taxco, which I am
terribly taken by, and I say, “I'm staying at
the Hotel Victoria, an old castle made over
into a hotel. You eat in the patio, which looks
down two thousand feet over the gorge and

the village. Well, I had beautiful food. I had
breakfast—that is, sweet lime juice, wild rasp-
berries, and chocolate a la mexicana, and
papaya with lime. The people were leaving
for the fields. Burro caravans wound around
the mountainous trails; goat herds call to one
another and sing strange songs while they
wander about the hillside. Everything is green
and moist, and every now and then the great
brass chimes of the cathedral peal out the
quarter hour. The sunrise was almost unbe-
lievable. The air was sweet and exhilarating
and filled with early morning sounds of chick-
ens, braying burros, the clip-clip-clop of
horses, and the pat-pat of tortilla making.

“The hotel furnished horses, and I took
long rides down the ravine with a young
Indian called Chu-Chu. He speaks just
enough English so that with a few signs we
got along. We rode all day along the streams
and bought lunch at a little hacienda farm-
house for five centavos. That’s about one and
a half cents, I believe. We had chicken tacos,
big red bananas, and gigantic sweet green
oranges. All we could eat. | spent twenty-
four pesos for three days, including
transportation to and from Taxco by bus.
About five pesos a day at the hotel—room,
laundry, meals, guide, horses, and rub-downs
at the hot springs. They cost about four pesos
to travel a hundred miles, about sixty cents
each way. This was really paradise. | am cer-
tainly coming back here again and stay for a
long, long time.

“There are no tourists this time of the
year. [laughter] Taxco would be the perfect
place for you,” I told my parents. “I certainly
have a lot of contempt for those people who
warned me about Mexico. I think it’s all pro-
paganda or something. That’s what they say
here, anyway. Everyone eats everything!
[laughter] Water in most hotels and restau-
rants is a special spring water. The water in
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the faucets is only for washing. And as for it
being dangerous, that’s a lot of bunk. Accord-
ing to most people I met here, they say that
if anyone goes home with talk of fights and
being chased up dark alleys, it’s either because
they got their noses very dirty in other
people’s business, or they come to Mexico to
do things they couldn’t do at home. It is as
safe as anywhere [ have been or as anywhere
in California, at least. But just as you would
stay out of the rowdiest places in San Fran-
cisco, so should you here.” To me, that’s my
early little touch of relativism, you see, al-
though I think I already had it, naively
enough.

“I have walked around Mexico City at
all hours and also in little villages alone, and
everywhere | was always met with nothing
but courtesy. The Mexicans and Indians are
extremely well mannered and generous, even
the lowest classes. Only once or twice have |
been overcharged, and that was so little that
[ wouldn’t bargain.

“How terrible American tourists must
seem to the people here. They will fight over
ten centavos—that’s two cents American—
as if it were a fortune. When you think how
much cheaper you're living here and how
poor most of the people are, | can’t see how
they can be so small. I am so disgusted with
the majority of spindly legged American
women and blustering men [ have seen
crouching and gaping around the streets of
Mexico, that I am almost ashamed to admit
that I came from the same place. They seem
to be waiting to be cheated. Everything is
unpleasant to them; nothing is as good as at
home. The trains are all uncomfortable; the
food is badly cooked; the hotels are dirty; the
people are crooked. In reality most of them
have never lived better in their lives and are
sloppier and dirtier than even the lowest peon
in Mexico! This isn’t exaggeration, either.

These people here are extremely clean in
their personal lives. And considering their
primitive living conditions, sanitation is sur-
prisingly well ordered. Of course, there are a
lot of unusual odors and sights, but we have
as many that we are just merely used to.”

[ kind of love those little sections, because
in a way they wrap up for me the way I was
reacting to Mexico at that time. [t was a great
experience, a moment of escape from my own
culture. And that’s a distancing very much
like I had done with my parents and family.
Slowly distancing, getting some kind of ob-
jectivity, being able to criticize and to be
critical, feeling that [ was different, that [ was
away, outside that world. And a lot of my
relationships with friends, I think, really were
stimulated by that kind of interest and drive.
Oh, I suppose this business of distancing from
family, distancing from one’s own culture in
order to fully appreciate in one’s own way
another is a part of growing up.

[ was also really struck by a comment you made
earlier when you were talking about your return
from your trip to Mexico, and you'd said that
that really was your first experience with culture
shock. I think people usually think that you have
culture shock when you go to exotic culture, but
you had it when you came back.

Reverse culture shock is when you come
back after being gone and find your own cul-
ture strange. Well, to me it was pallid, that
was the main thing. | mean, they’re so dull,
and, “Is this where I grew up? Is this my
world?”

Well, your description of your trip is so colorful,
and deals with the senses. The other thing [ was
wondering about is since you didn’t have the lan-
guage and you weren’t communicating on that
level, do you get the sense that you were more
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susceptible to all the other impressions that were
there?

Maybe. | remember that. You see, I've
always known, and I admit it freely, that I
just am not a linguist, and I didn’t get the
training in linguistics. All through my field-
work, I fortunately found places where I could
work mainly in English or with interpreters.
Actually learning to speak a language, learn-
ing to converse in it and inquire in it, was
more difficult for me than I would struggle
with. I should have, but I didn’t. But I don’t
remember feeling that I was in any way
impaired. | felt so much involved in what |
was seeing. | felt I understood what was
happening.

[ remember on the trip to Mexico | had
written notes where some women were talk-
ing in a square. I guess it was in Cuatla, in
one of the little towns. I knew what they were
saying. | just could tell, because they were so
expressive. | could see their faces. And they
were talking to one another. And I felt I could
have entered right in and talked with them,
but they didn’t know English, and I didn’t
know Spanish. But I understood what they
were talking about, because I had that sense
all through. I didn’t feel any impairment.

Sometimes it was difficult finding my way,
finding out how to take a bus or a train or
where to go to eat or something, but I always
found a way. And I always had help. People
always were anxious to help. I had a lot of
fun sort of playing with language and words,
and I learned a few words in Spanish and I
would use them and everybody would laugh.
We would have a lot of fun, and I remember
it just being glorious.

[ didn’t feel that anything was missing at
all. The whole thing was musical to me—
the images, the smells, the sounds, all
meaningful. Of course, you can’t rely on that
later to do fieldwork. You can’t just rely on
your impressions, because your impressions
can be very wrong, but it didn’t bother me
then. In fact it energized me.

There were many other places I wanted
to go. South Seas was one of them, and I did
want to go to Europe, and to Rome. I did
want to go to Athens. [ wanted to go to the
Levantine. Oh, Africa—north Africa. |
wanted to go to Egypt. You know, all the clas-
sical places. Or Tibet. Oh, god, yes, Lhasa. If
[ could get on a little donkey and climb up
the mountains to Lhasa, to Shangri-la, no
one, nothing could stop me, you see. But yes,
all that was there.
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ND SO WENT the Mexico experi-
ence, and when [ came back from
Mexico, I thought about going to
Fresno State. I had itchy feet. I don’t think I
felt too good about my first semester at Cal. |
decided I was going to go to Fresno State.
Of course, my parents by this time were
just giving up. “Now, he wants to go to
Fresno,” kind of thing. “What'’s he going there
for?” The reason [ was going there is my friend
Pershing Olsen was there. He was a friend of
long standing. Kathy just loved him. He was
a very prim kind of a guy but wonderfully elo-
quent. His vocabulary was magnificent, and
he talked with great elegance and flourish.

Now where, how did you meet him?

At junior college in Modesto, and he was
very much interested in English literature and
poetry and the arts, and so he was part of our
little circle of eggheads. He was a very staid
guy, but a magnificent sense of humor. What
he was really into was nineteenth century and
eighteenth century British plays and litera-
ture, particularly. You know, Wilde, Shaw,
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Coward—nhighly stylized comedy. He would
write plays. Oh, what else? Any stylized lit-
erature he was interested in, but he also

had . ...

Satire?

Yes, and satire. And he had a remarkable
memory. He could recite whole sections of
Shakespeare. But a very prim guy, and some-
how or other he always fit well into any group
because he was raconteur of a high order. He
became a school teacher in Turlock, of all
places, near Modesto.

He was something of the monastic fig-
ure, and he never married. I don’t recall that
he even had any sex life at all. He had girl-
friends, but mostly that was platonic,
intellectual. In the group he sort of stood for
an old man well before his time.

He looked older, and he acted older, but
he was extremely articulate and eloquent in
his speech. And as I've mentioned earlier, he
liked to write these cynical, ironic plays very
much like Sheridan and some of the earlier
English playwrights, and very much out of
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date. But that was his world, and he stood
for something among us.

He loved to travel, and he traveled more
than anybody I ever knew. He was something
of a typical high school teacher when he
started teaching in Turlock. Every summer
he was off to some distant place in the world,
some group tour of some kind, and he loved
this. He would send us postcards and letters
about the dinners he had aboard ships and
the ports that he stopped in, and, of course,
we enjoyed that, thought it was quite won-
derful.

At the same time he lived a very reclu-
sive sort of a life. I couldn’t imagine somebody
with that kind of a head and those kind of
interests teaching in a small high school in a
small, rural town, as he did in Turlock, which
was near Modesto, my hometown. I used to
wonder about that, what his life must be like,
but he seemed very satisfied with it. He had
many students, and he slowly upgraded to
become a kind of a assistant dean. The thing
that was said about him was that he gave all
of his classes themes. Now, anybody who has
taught, they know what it means to have
essays and themes by the hundred in a se-
mester and having to read them. He read
them, and he thought over them, and he talked
to the students about them. He gave guid-
ance not only on basic grammar but writing
style and turned them on to reading.

When he died, there was a great ceremony
for him—all his ex-students. He was a classic
example of the English teacher who stays on
for years and years and who people learn to
love, because he was so helpful. He corrected
themes and taught people how to write. He
was exciting in his lectures and had so many
interesting experiences, because every sum-
mer he’d take trips and come back and tell
his class. We went down to his funeral and
there were hundreds of people, ex-students

and colleagues. And I thought, my god, he
had a successful life.

[ used to think, “How can he bury him-
self ... 7

And how many minds he must have turned.

Switched on in some way. And that’s
what people say about him. “I began to think
when I took his courses.” So he was the clas-
sic small-town teacher.

The ceremony was really a remarkable
experience for us, because people were tell-
ing us, when they heard that we knew him,
“Oh, you are the friends from Reno that he
would talk about.” And we then would hear
these paeans of praise about what he had done
for them personally, how they had read and
wrote and studied because of their connec-
tion with this man. Well, I had some idea
that he was a good teacher, but then I real-
ized that he was more than that. He was
exemplary. He was the paragon of high school
teachers. [laughter]

And he enjoyed it. That would make him
a good teacher, I suppose. In the first place,
he was profoundly involved in the subject
matter, and he loved English literature. He
had read everything, and it all had resonance
inside of him. I'm sure he projected that to
his classes. And on top of that, a love of
teaching, which not all of us have.

[ know many people who teach who don’t
love teaching. They do it as part of their job,
and they might get some secondary benefits
from it and some feedback that they enjoy,
but it’s not necessarily a glorious experience.
I've only had a few classes at a few places in
my lifetime where I felt that to me it was a
great experience, a marvelous experience,
and that [ felt that [ was gaining a great deal.
But he seemed to have that all the time. Every
year, every semester, he was being fed by his



FRESNO STATE 135

relationship with students and his excitement
about his work. So I consider that’s one of
the factors that make a good teacher.

So there’s a real interchange in dialog that takes
place between the teacher and the student.

That was his concern. He could talk
about life; he could philosophize about the
meaning of things when he was dealing with
literature. I don’t think that spread much over
into other elements of his life, but he was
very acute about the relationship of litera-
ture to the way the people he met in the world
acted and behaved. It was a kind of a model
for him of human behavior.

You know, there are limitations to that.
At the same time it’s an extremely potent
tool when you're a teacher in a high school,
where most of these kids in this rural area
had never been exposed to ideas, the outside
world, to what literature stood for, and what
various plays and poems and important per-
sonages in literature stood for. To suddenly
have that world open up to them by this com-
mitted, dedicated person who could be very
witty . . . . He was very acute in his observa-
tions, inventive. He had the makings of a
playwright and a writer but had narrowed
himself down to this focus that he ended up
with in his life.

So to find him at the end of his life, hav-
ing gotten this kind of memorial from all
those students . . . . [ remember telling some
of my friends about it, and my colleagues, that
any of us, | think, would be very happy to
have this kind of reaction from any students
from the past. Most people probably would
never remember us.

So you really went to school in Fresno because
he was going to school there?

Well, we were both students at that time.
He was going there. And he had written us—
Pierce and I—about Earl Lyon, a great
teacher, who had a dozen disciples up there.
Students who stayed on or came back.

This is in English?

He was in English and Semantics. Who
were some of the semanticians at that time?
Korzybski and Hayakawa—oh, there were
others that he had worked with. And he was
on the new wave. He was avant-garde in the
teaching of English and writing and all that,
so I figured I had to see this guy. I had to do
1t.

Now, Pershing Olsen was one of the students in
the Earl Lyon group?

He was one of Earl Lyon’s students, and
he was editor of the Caravan while I was
there, which was the college literary maga-
zine, pretty good, in fact. And I was the
assistant editor while I was there. In fact, I
was the assistant editor after I left. [ was do-
ing some editing and choosing of materials
for the next semester while [ was in absentia.

When [ went to Fresno, my folks cut out
my fifteen-dollar-a-month allowance. They
said, “It’s time for you to figure out what
you're going to do with your life. We’re not
going to subsidize this knocking around.”

So, I went down on the bus with all my
stuff. In those days it went in two little bags.
And the first thing I did was go to a theater
and get a job as an usher, because I had had
experience in Modesto, and that’s all  knew.
[ mean, [ wasn’t going to go out and work in
the canneries anymore. [t was hard work, and
[ wasn’t good at it. I got this theater job that
was walking distance from the college. I was
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getting twenty-five cents an hour, which was
quite a bit, or maybe by then I was getting
thirty-five cents. I don’t know. I was a uni-
formed usher for the whole time I was down
there and was able to pay my rent and eat
somewhat and now and then beg for ten
bucks or so from the folks.

Now, were you still rooming with Pierce?

No, I had a place above a garage. A very
nice family had this tar-paper garage with a
little room above, with a little stove and bath-
room, right on the tracks. It was ten feet from
the railroad tracks. So when the freights
would go by, everything shook, things fell off
the tables and everything. And I’d open the
door, and I could see these trains going by,
and I could have almost reached out. There
were hobos on it, and I could almost reach
out and touch one. [laughter] And I loved it.
That was a great place. I loved the place.

So I was holed up there. What did I pay?
[ think I paid six dollars a month for that
place. It was probably too much. And I had
to do my washing and all that and cooking.
Oh, that’s where Pershing would come over
from his place, and we took turns cooking.
With Pershing, it worked, because Pershing
was a meticulous guy, and he could cook. He
also washed dishes. [laughter] That’s where I
really got to know Pershing. He was, of
course, a top student and all that sort of thing,
and I learned a lot from him.

Oh, that’s where I started smoking. After
we'd eat, I would watch Pershing blow his
smoke. He was having such satisfaction. He’d
say, “You want to try this? It’s very good.” |
always kidded him about that, a very prim
guy, and [ kidded him about being my pusher.
[laughter] And so, I would start having a ciga-
rette after dinner.

[ was nineteen, I guess, by this time, and
it wasn't two or three months before I was
hooked, and I was smoking. [laughter] I
blamed Pershing for that. Always after din-
ner we would have our smoke and talk about
classes and all that.

So there was Earl Lyon. In fact, that’s all
[ think I took, was his classes. On semantics.
English literature. American literature. Writ-
ing, creative writing. Not just creative
writing. It was English grammar. I don’t know
much about grammar, but what little [ knew,
[ got from him—at least style. And he was
remarkable. He was a charismatic teacher.

He was a young guy. I guess he was in his
thirties, early thirties at that time, or maybe
even younger. And there were about seven
or eight young guys who just hung around
him and took all of his classes. There was a
kind of—what would you call it—a salon. We
would meet once or twice a week at his place
and talk over literature, and it was fabulous,
just wonderful. And I did a lot of writing
there. In fact, I had two or three stories pub-
lished in the Caravan, which was the college
journal. And Pershing was the editor; later
on, John Hultberg, the artist, who became a
very well-known artist in New York. And
every issue had something of mine in it, a
poem or a story. My story “Sepeyano Orozco”
based on my Mexican trip was published in
that. And it was a good story, excepting my
trouble with the language. [ spelled my main
character’s name as “Sepeyano Orozco.” Well,
there’s no such thing as Sepeyano, you know,
s-e-p-u-. | was trying to write Cipriano, you
see. | had heard “Sepeyano.”

This has been with me the rest of my life,
you know, not to trust my non-linguistic ears.
[laughter| Kathy has a better ear for language
than [ have. But, you know, I keep thinking
back to my shame. Nobody ever brought that
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to my attention. They just said, “That’s an
unusual name.” And I learned to say, “Yes, it
is.” But it was Cipriano that I was trying to
write. Anyway, that was one semester.

And what were you reading at that time?

Oh, god, let me see, what kind of things?
Oh, that’s where I was reading Thomas Wolfe
and some American writers, oh, and I re-read
Steinbeck. I think Saroyan, Dreiser, O’'Neill,
and others. Saroyan was writing at that time.
But Wolfe, I was very much involved with.

Kd: Dos Passos?

[ probably did, but I don’t recall that. I
undoubtedly did. But [ was also reading a lot
of English literature. I was reading plays, early
English plays.

Was Hemingway writing at this time?

[ read Hemingway in retrospect later, be-
cause I knew that he was a major figure. |
don’t remember reading him then. But I was
reading a lot of English novels. The Bronté
sisters, and Jonathan Swift, Henry Fielding
and . . .. I'loved Jonathan Swift. There were
a couple of other satirical writers like that
that [ was reading. A lot of that was due to
Lyon but also this group that we were in.
Everybody was reading everything.

[ think I was reading more Thomas
Mann. That really got me, because, I mean,
Mann really touched me. Jean-Christophe, and
oh, Tonio Kriger. That wonderful story about
an artist writer, a tragedy that rich and pow-
erful, you know, the hero’s life kind of thing.
By god, how did that come back into my
head?

But the Kreutzer Sonata, was that one?
The Kreutzer Sonata? No, I don’t think so.

That's a title of a strange novel, by Tolstoy. I
was reading stuff like that, a lot of it. I prob-
ably did more reading in those two or three
years than the whole rest of my life except
what I was a gung-ho student in anthropol-
ogy. But more free range reading of all kinds.

Well, how wonderful to have found a group of
peers that you could really . . . .

Oh, it was a wonderful group—Stout,
Englander, John Hultberg, and Steinberg
became a psychiatrist. They went on to do
very good work. We were just young kids
around eighteen, nineteen years old.

And Lyon, [ wrote a number of papers
for him. I have one of them still. One of the
papers was primarily concerned with unrav-
eling the “assassination” of Walter Krivitsky,
head of the Soviet secret police, supposedly
by the Bolsheviks. And to compare other uses
of the word “assassination” with “murder,”
“killing,” “bump off,” whatever the other
terms were. Trying to place in context or give
“frame of reference” to the uses of a particu-
lar word like “assassination,” rather than the
other alternatives.

[ can’t recall now what my other papers
were, excepting that I was totally involved
in them for weeks at a time. [ spent hours in
the library searching through the newspaper
files and asking people what they thought,
how they would use the terms. I was prima-
rily involved in historical context, what was
going on at the time these reports were made
about either murders or assassinations. I re-
member that the feeling of discovery was
magnificent. I had a sense that I was really
exploring untrodden turf, that I was into
something that was very, very important.

That kind of approach is commonplace
now, but at the time it really wasn’t, and Earl
Lyon turned us on to the idea, that it was so
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important to understand “the word.” He used
to say, “The word is the beginning”—not in
the scriptural sense, but in terms of the real-
ity. And you can’t understand the word unless
you understand when, how, and under what
circumstances it was used. And that stuck
with me a long time.

Now, | have not mentioned that one of
the members of that class was Kyoshi
Hamanaka, who was a very close friend of all
of us in that group. I had great admiration
for him. He was a hard-working, young fel-
low. He wanted to go on, I believe, either in
medicine or one of the health fields, and he
was terribly bright. He probably was one of
the most receptive and quick students in that
class. I remember him because just shortly
after that, when I had left Fresno State, it
was obvious the war was coming on in Europe
and that our relations with Japan were get-
ting more and more difficult. I have some
early letters that he wrote me when he was
leaving Fresno. He saw the draft coming on,
and he saw his position as an American-
Japanese, a nisei, as very precarious.

He was one of the first people, at least
that [ knew, who was aware of that kind of a
problem. He was a profoundly dedicated
Christian on a philosophical level and spiri-
tual level, and he was a conscientious
objector. And he wrote me letters about try-
ing in Fresno to get conscientious objector
status.

Was he an American citizen?

He was an American citizen. Oh, yes, it
made no difference at that time. But he felt
the pressure of discrimination occurring al-
ready, and he was advised to get out of
California by some of his Japanese friends.
So he went east to Chicago and into some
camp for C.O.’s [conscientious objectors],

where regardless of his intended status, he was
given military training and put into what was
essentially a concentration camp setting in
[llinois. I'm not clear on just what was going
on at that time, what the American policy
was with regard to Japanese, but as a C.O.
and a Japanese, of course, he was in a very
serious situation.

But one of the things he wrote me about
was that while in Chicago he had gone to
visit Hayakawa because of the relationship
with Earl Lyon as a student in Fresno. And
he found Hayakawa an utterly charming man,
who, he said, was so much like Earl Lyon that
he saw them as two twins. He had hours and
hours of discussions with Hayakawa and was
sort of taken into his family, became a kind
of a family member and met his daughters.

Is this in Chicago?

This was in Chicago. That was the end
of the letters—that last letter in which he
was so happy about finding someone he could
discuss his nisei status with, Hayakawa tell-
ing him that although it’s important to
remember your heritage, it’s also important
to remember that you had two, and, secondly,
that that’s a hard row to hoe! [laughter]

Now was Hayakawa in any kind of internment?

[ don’t know—maybe so. I'd have to look
into that. I don’t recall. He was being criti-
cized. He’d written a book which was accused
of being anti-American, because he had made
some critical comments about the British. He
was attacked by Westbrook Pegler, that infa-
mous journalist. He was reported to the FBI
and all that. So something must have hap-
pened to him, and I don’t happen to recall
what that was.
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Now, Westbrook Pegler . . . ?

He was a predatory McCarthy columnist
searching the world for communists, and I
think he was in New York. He had a syndi-
cated column, and he was very well known.
Westbrook Pegler, what a freak of the times!
He had attacked Hayakawa. I vaguely recall
when that that was going on, but I don’t re-
call what happened to Hayakawa and what
his trajectory was after that. But I do recall
that the Kyoshi was terribly happy about hav-
ing made the connection. I also don’t know
what happened to Kyoshi. After this I lost
track of him, and lord knows what went on
in his life, because he was gone when that
great move against the Japanese in California

took place in 1941 and 1942.

But you do think he was in some kind of camp in
Chicago?

He was in a camp for a while.

Do you think he was in the camp because he was
a conscientious objector or Japanese-American
or both?

My vague recollection is that it was a
camp for Japanese who were not necessarily
considered a danger. This was just before
Pearl Harbor. That’s when I was getting let-
ters from him, just before Pearl Harbor.
Apparently it was a camp where he and
others were being given some kind of mili-
tary and patriotic training. I don’t know who
the others were. This is something I would
like to look up and find out more about. But
[ lost track of him.

At the same time, and why this comes to
mind at all, is that [ had for about a year been
corresponding with a pen pal, Francis
Motofuji in Hawaii. This was going on even

before | knew Kyoshi Hamanaka, and so there
was a kind of thin connection with the
Japanese community and, of course, my ad-
miration for the young woman who had been
my assistant editor on the Broadcast when 1
was editor at high school. Somehow here and
there these Japanese friends and acquain-
tances sort of came forward. And Kyoshi
Hamanaka in Fresno was one of those.

One thing that you said that’s intrigued me about
Lyon’s class and group was that it was taught
like a seminar?

Yes, there were about twelve to fifteen
people, as I remember.

Wasn't that unusually small for an undergradu-
ate class?

Well, it was in a classroom, but when I
think of it, it was more a colloquium. Well,
that’s not so unusual. It isn’t so unusual in
universities, and it depends on its rigor and
the subject matter. And I don’t think Lyon
could have taught any other way. He’d come
out of the University of California, and he
saw a classroom, really, as a forum. And he
would lecture, but at the same time he was
always open to interrupting any lecture to
allow discussion, or sometimes whole class-
room periods were given over to somebody’s
work, to their papers and what they were
doing. I remember I had two sessions with
my essay on “assassination”. [laughter] And,
yes, it was more of a colloquium and a forum.
But he was such an exciting individual, an
exciting mind, quick, alert, and aware of
where we were at at any time, what we were
working with. He introduced us to what was
then very new stuff such as—Korzybski, the
semantician, and Hayakawa, who were at
that point beginning to be known.
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And he was at the University of Chicago?

Yes, he probably was at Chicago, and a
very controversial figure. Even semantics was
controversial at that time. So anyway, that
to me was a very rich semester I spent there.

At Fresno I took English Literature again,
because [ always had a major in literature and
always a minor in anthro until later. (I
switched to anthro when I got back to Cal.)
History of Drama, History of English Drama,
and Mythology; a course in Mythology. I re-
member now reading Frazer for the first time,
The Golden Bough at that time, and a num-
ber of other things. So, again, the content of
that course other than Frazer, | don’t recall.
This was at Fresno. And then Earl Lyon’s
course, which I mentioned before, mainly in
“semantics”. And then World Literature.
And I took Educational Psychology for some
reason or other; maybe it was a requirement.

Now, you went to Fresno purposely because of
this Earl Lyon, right?

Because I'd heard about Earl Lyon, and
two of my friends, Pierce Young and Pershing
Olsen, had spoken so highly of him and what
a terrific character he was. And by this time,
my parents, my folks were at their wit’s end
about me. When was I ever going to decide
on what to do? And they decided they weren’t
going to subsidize me anymore—fifteen dol-
lars a month—and that I'd have to go on my
own. So when I got to Fresno, I got an usher’s
job, and that put me through the semester at
Fresno State. And then at the end of that, |
went to summer school, and back to Cal in
the fall of 1941.

Now, that’s a whole new era. I put out
another issue of New Rejections and was car-
rying out a lot of the other activity that I've
been talking about. But things were heating

up in terms of the imminence of war; all sorts
of things were going on. And, of course, that
was the year of Pearl Harbor and our enter-
ing the war at the end of that semester.

Something [ haven’t mentioned was the
time in Fresno, while I was working at the
theater as an usher and going to school there,
the Ballet Russe de Monte Carlo came
through the area. It was a very exciting event
for me and some of my friends. This little
town with that entourage arriving on a train;
they had about five or six cars. And this mar-
velous ballet circus got off the train and came
into the theater and set it up for performance.
And I was there, of course, and also my friend
Pierce Young who was in the area, and we
saw an acquaintance of mine, Jimmy
Starbuck, who was one of the dancers of the
Ballet Russe. We had a chance to see Jimmy,
and they wanted us to fill in as extras in the
ballet orchestra. We weren’t to dance; just
sit there pretending to play instruments.

But [ couldn’t do it because I was work-
ing, but a couple of my friends did. Anyway,
it was during that exciting little interlude in
this rural town of Fresno at that time, the big
city and Europe had come through town. It
was kind of a scroungy ballet company at that
point, when I look back. Their costumes were
old and worn, and it wasn’t making too much
money.

But they had that marvelous dancer who
now is rather aged, “Donilova” [Warren and
Kathy do not remember this person and sug-
gest using quotes to show this was “as spoken
at the time”]. I remember going back stage
and seeing her sitting, taking off her ballet
slippers at the end of the performance, sweat-
ing; her dress looked as though it was almost
torn off her, and she had gray circles under
her eyes and mascara dripping. The poor
lady—she must have been well in advanced
age at that time, but she was dancing mag-
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nificently. She was an amazing person. But
seeing that sort of crumpled ballet dancer—
you know, like Degéds may have drawn
somebody like her—gave me a sense of great
sadness.

And there were a couple of the male
dancers who were quite old as well. | remem-
ber seeing one of them on the street, and he
walked splay-footed, the way ballet dancers
do. He walked down the street with his toes
turned out, and he looked very spindly and
was dressed in a kind of bizarre European way
with a beret and a cloak. He was walking
down the streets of downtown Fresno. I re-
member thinking, “What a marvelous and
wild moment this is to see these dancers off
the stage, where they are magnificent and
beautiful in the lights and with the music.”

Gaiety Pariseanne was the name of that
ballet that my friends participated in. Jimmy
Starbuck had a major role in that. Anyway,
remember we went to a bar afterwards and
sat and talked to a number of the dancers and
Jimmy.

[t was through Jimmy that I heard more
about Kathleen, whom I later was to get to
know. And I knew who she was, and I had
met her, but she was on tour with a ballet
troupe. She had been to Mexico, and they
were touring all over the country. And he
gave me reports of this magnificent woman
whom [ had met. And [ stowed away that bit
of information, as I remember. [laughter] Her
name came up, of course, in this glorious

moment of seeing the Ballet Russe de Monte
Carlo in all of its splendor and in all of its
ugliness as well! [laughter]

[ remember we went to see them off on
the train where they were all packing, just
like circus performers, into a few compart-
ments in the three or four or five cars that
they had, with all of their . . . well, they had
to take care of their costumes and their equip-
ment, and they were piled in like sardines,
and it smelled. [laughter] And it was hot, and
they were all very, very irritable and yelling
at one another. I just thought, “Here is . . .
this is art. This is the way it is. Out of all of
this madness and confusion come these mar-
velous moments on the stage, you know!”
[laughter]

How many performances did you see?

They had about four or five performances
while I was there. And I forget what the other
ballets were. But the Ballet Russe de Monte
Carlo, which had split off years earlier from
the Diaghilev group in Paris, had done fairly
well for a while. But I think it was sort of
getting on the skids about the time I saw
them. The dancers were old; they were poorly
paid; there weren’t many performances; but
[ thought it was magnificent. I thought it was
wonderful. And then as I say, I had word of
Kathleen Addison [later d’Azevedo], who was
this dancer that I had met and later was to
know more of.
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HAD MENTIONED receiving letters

from my friend, Kyoshi Hamanaka, the

conscientious objector who had left
Fresno to go east. So, anyway, you asked about
what were my political views at that time,
and I must say I'm rather dim on them, be-
cause I don’t think I was political. But I did
have some political reactions and was aware
of what was going on.

This was the period when Germany was
beginning to invade. The invasion of Poland
had taken place, and Germany was one by
one invading the eastern European countries.
And Italy, under the fascist regime of
Mussolini, had gone into Ethiopia. All these
things registered on me and the people I
knew, and we looked upon it as alarming, but
distant. We didn’t feel that it was immedi-
ately affecting us.

Most of the country in that period was
isolationist for one reason or another. There
are many kinds of isolationism. There was
religious isolation. There’s political isola-
tion—the right-wing, conservatives—*“let
the earth take care of itself, and let’s close
our boundaries to all the troubles from out-
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side.” And there was the large sector of
staunchly racist groups who saw this as an
opportunity to separate the United States
from the undesirable peoples of the world.
There was a great range of types of isola-
tionism, and the country was generally
isolationist. When Roosevelt tried to push
his policy of lend-lease and aid to England,
he received enormous, very active, opposi-
tion from within the country.

Now, as for Roosevelt, | made comments,
you know, like the John Doe songs and things
of that kind. We were very ambivalent—I
remember [ was. In the first place, Roosevelt
was the only president that I had known. I
mean through all my life that I can remem-
ber, Roosevelt was the president. Before him
was Hoover whom we all thought was a very
funny man, and glad to get rid of. And so a
Democratic administration under Roosevelt
was the political world we knew in the
United States.

However, the war in Europe began to heat
up there was this pressure for the United
States to become involved: Germany was
sinking our ships, and there was a tremen-
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dous amount of anti-German feeling. But also
anti-Japanese feeling, because for years the
Japanese invasion of China and southeast
Asia had been progressing rapidly. And there
was this underlying feeling that we were . . .
the whole world was going to pot, and the
United States had to defend itself against all
that.

And the isolationist view was just that
here we were, surrounded by two big
oceans—stay out of it and take care of our-
selves. And so the Roosevelt policy of aiding
England—in particular his rapprochement
with Churchill and the role of Eleanor
Roosevelt, who was very much in the picture
calling for mobilization of citizens for defense
and for the development of industry and
work—all of this was strongly opposed by
large segments of people in the United States.

As for my feelings about the Roosevelt
administration, I remember the positive feel-
ings my parents and people that I knew when
[ was younger had about the New Deal, and
the positive changes that were taking place
during the early Roosevelt administration
with regard to the Depression. There was a
feeling that he was the kind of leader that
was needed in a time of crisis, and that he
was a progressive, et cetera. And | had those
feelings, too.

At the same time [ was sucked along by
the very radicalized view that the United
States not only should stay out of the war,
but that all the efforts that were going on in
Washington by Roosevelt and his group
within the administration were really lead-
ing us to war, and that he was setting us up
for war. There was that aspect of my feelings,
as well as of some of the others that [ knew.

[t was a very ambivalent, mixed up, and
very tumultuous period in the late 1930s and
early 1940s. Because things were advancing
in Europe toward not only war—the war was

going on—but really horrendous kinds of
events taking place. And then I knew people
like the Phillipsborns, who knew about the
Jews of Europe under Hitler, and things that
weren’t talked about very much in our press.
Somehow or other the American people
weren’t so concerned about that. They didn’t
hear much about it; it wasn’t talked about
very much. I don’t know if that was suppres-
sion so much as just disbelief and . . . .

Well, were you aware of an anti-Semitic factor
in the American social scene or . . . ?

There was the endemic anti-Semitism
that was always there. Jews were always
looked upon or used as a kind of scapegoat
for everything. This was, you know, the same
as in Europe because . . . .

It’s almost on a level of folk . . . .

Yes, it’s almost a folk level of anti-
Semitism that was sort of spread throughout
the culture. That was there. And overt anti-
Semitism was being expressed by pro-Nazi
groups in the United States, and that was a
different kind. It was a highly polemical,
direct assault upon Jews that became very
much in evidence toward the end of the

1930s and the early 1940s.
Was it in evidence in the Berkeley?

Not among people that I knew. I would
say the intellectual, academic set seemed not
to.... Asusual, they seemed to be a little
bit abstracted, a little bit distanced from such
views. | don’t remember it came up very
much, except in my relations with people like
the Phillipsborns and certain left-wing people
that I would run across who were strongly
aware of anti-Semitism and also the similar
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role of the Negro. | was beginning to think
in those terms at that point.

Oh, yes. I suppose my first contact with
overt racism and anti-Semitism was from an
old philosophy professor when I was at
Modesto Junior College. His name was
Stickle, Professor Stickle. I had a very, very
negative reaction to him; so did my brother,
[Donald] in fact, who later took a course from
him. He would attribute all the ills of our civi-
lization to not only race mixture and the
effect of not maintaining a pure tradition and
a pure genealogy, but to Jews.

And my brother tells the story how one
time he was on campus talking to some
friends of his and waving his arms while he
was talking, and Mr. Stickle came up to him
and said, “Are you a Jew?! The way you are
waving your arms!” Well, this is such gross
anti-Semitism and racism, and I remember
in classes he would reiterate this. However,
none of the people that I went to school with
were aware enough or sensitized enough at
that time to object—this was back in the mid-
1930s—we were just uncomfortable and felt
that he was silly and foolish.

[t didn’t occur to us how viciously stupid
this old man—he was not an old man but a
middle-aged man—was with his pontifical
discussions of Plato and the New Republic
as ideal society. [laughter] And in fact, now I
remember one of my later feelings in reading
Plato, was the possibility of interpreting in it
a kind of an innate fascism or national so-
cialism! [laughter] The New Republic
became something that I felt, and others that
[ knew felt, was an example of how society
should not be ruled and run. So it goes all
the way back to old Professor Stickle. But that
kind of endemic racism was there through-
out the society, of course. There were a lot of
people who thought in that way, just as there
are now. But somehow or other it didn’t reg-

ister on us as anything that required a great
deal of thought. It was just something we
looked upon as ridiculous and silly and stupid.

Was there in retrospect maybe some awareness,
then, that he was misusing his positionand . . . ?

No, because he had a right. I mean in
those days you felt that somebody who was a
teacher, unless they were absolutely incom-
petent, had a right to do what they wanted
to do.

And express their opinions?

Yes, excepting you just groused about it
and you told anecdotes about it, and the per-
son got a name. And old Stickle had a name.
People would have to take his classes—it was
one of the required classes, as many were in
junior college. And they’d go in and sit ready
to snicker and write epithets in their note-
books and tell tales outside. We would grouse
about it, “Why is he teaching? He’s such a
silly, old man,” and all. But he had a certain
power, and he had tenure, I think. God help
us! [laughter]

But I just mention that because it goes
back to the level of political consciousness
that many of us had. However, toward the
end of the 1930s and in the early 1940s, we
were forced to think about these things; very
serious things were happening; very horren-
dous things were happening in the world, and
they were impinging on the United States.
So my feelings about the Roosevelt adminis-
tration and Franklin Roosevelt were
ambivalent. They were mixed between these
new kind of radical views that I was devel-
oping, and particularly with my connection
with the Twentieth Century Bookstore and
some of the people I met there, and . . . .
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Well, you said earlier that the radical identifica-
tion in those years was fundamentally anti-war.
I mean pacifism, was very . . . .

At that juncture. That was during the
period of the Munich Agreement [1938], the
appeasement of Hitler and Mussolini by
Chamberlain. A lot of people that I knew
felt Chamberlain had done the right thing—
trying to make some kind of a accommoda-
tion to Hitler. Only later do I remember
thinking how awful that was, what a terrible
betrayal that was. I think when it happened,
we just looked upon it as, “Well, England is
trying to accommodate.” Of course, then
right after it happened, Hitler makes his next
great moves, and within a few months
England is at war; England and France are at
war with Germany. And that, I remember.
Nineteen thirty-nine, yes. Right after Poland
and the Munich Agreement had taken place.

But, you see, there was this sort of under-
standing between the United States and
England to leave the Soviet Union out of the
treaty it developed around the Munich
Agreement. The Soviet Union felt isolated
and that we were conniving with Germany
to leave them out there as a sitting duck for
German aggression. | think what was hap-
pening right after England and France
entered the war, and the post-Munich
Agreement, when the Germans went into
Poland, was the Soviets were worried that
Germany was going to be moving too close
to its own border so they moved into eastern
Poland, as I remember. So that’s where the
divided Poland came in. It was during that
period that the Left and I imagine the
Communist Party in the United States and
in Europe didn’t want England and the
United States to go directly into war with
Germany, because there had not been some

kind of accommodation for the Soviet
Union.

The Soviet Union was feeling very iso-
lated, and it had to maintain its own defenses
and feared a conspiracy that we would allow
Germany to go into the Soviet Union. There
is good reason to think that this was what we
were doing.

And it really wasn’t until 1941 when . . .
oh, that’s right, there was the Soviet-German
pact of nonaggression, and it was during that
period, the Left was supporting a no-war
stance on the part of the United States. But
as soon as Germany attacked Russia—
invaded Russia I think in 1941, after it
entered Yugoslavia, and then it attacked
Russia directly and almost without warning—
it was at that point then the American Left,
particularly the far Left of the Communist
Party, made a great switch in its propaganda.
The idea was, “We should go to war to de-
fend Europe and to defend the Soviet Union,
and we should fight fascism in Germany.” So
there was this famous switch that was used
against the Left for years afterwards.

[ wasn’t following all this very closely at
the time, because I hadn’t yet become that
interested in the ideology and the politics of
it. But when I look back, it doesn’t surprise
me at all. I mean, the countries are out to
defend themselves and to play all kinds of
hanky-panky games to do so. And the Soviet
Union was defending itself against what it
thought to be a concerted effort on the part
of the West to undermine it and maybe play
Hitler’s game if we could, to bring about a
complete change in the Soviet Union, which
has finally happened now many, many years
later—decades later! [laughter] But I don’t
think I was thinking in those terms. I began
to get interested in these matters about 1941,
about the time when the Soviet Union was
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suddenly our ally and our friend. And Stalin
was Uncle Joe. In the press—“Uncle Joe,”
the benign and wonderful figure, who was our
ally and helping us defeat fascism in
Germany, and Italy, and throughout the sec-
tions of the world they conquered, as well as
Japan, which by this time had pretty well
occupied a good part of the East.

And I remember Boodberg, this Profes-
sor Boodberg, this man that I had so much
respect for; a good part of his courses were
directed to the problem of Japan and China
and how little we were concerned about
that—that we had not done much about it,
and that China was being devastated by the
Japanese. Then there was the Manchuko
period. The Japanese set up a puppet state,
from which the Japanese controlled a good
part of China.

Owen Lattimore, who had been the men-
tor of Boodberg, and Boodberg himself, very
subtly (they had to be very careful) about how
they talked about the people’s rebellion in
China—and they really meant the commu-
nists out in the western part of China—who
were trying to oust Chiang Kai-shek, who was
actually in league with England and also the
United States, and was making deals with
Japan, et cetera, et cetera, while he was fight-
ing Japan. He really wasn’t so interested in
getting Japan out of China as he was of get-
ting the communists out. And [ remember
that Boodberg kept playing with this theme,
but he was very careful about it. So those are
the kinds of ideas that I had begun to develop
at that time.

Chiang Kai-shek and Madame Chiang
Kai-shek had come to the United States and
been treated like royalty, great celebrities.
Madame Chiang Kai-shek became suddenly
this beautiful Asian woman, this gracious
Chinese woman. All the women’s magazines
had articles about her. I remember my par-

ents, and my mother in particular, talking
about Madame Chiang Kai-shek, this won-
derful woman. The people who had hated the
Asians, suddenly began to love the Chiang
Kai-sheks. [laughter] They did a great propa-
ganda job of turning American interest to the
defense of China—the China of the
Kuomintang and the Chiang Kai-sheks. And
all the while, of course, Chiang Kai-shek was
spending most of the funds for armaments and
aid in the fight against the communists and
anumber of east Asian groups that were strug-
gling against the Japanese.

So, again, this ambivalence. I mean, I
remember feeling, that Chiang Kai-shek and
the Kuomintang were terrible betrayers of
their own culture. In 1939 and the 1940s, I
remember thinking that I had been com-
pletely misled. And part of that was coming
from left literature I was reading and from
people like my mentors—Boodberg and
others—who had painted this rather full and
detailed picture of Chinese culture, all
through literature, and then wove in the
thread of the Japanese—the Japanese who
had done the destruction of Chinese culture.
And the role of the right wing—I don’t know
the terms that he used—the role of the con-
servatives, the Kuomintang, and others, and
the peasant uprisings were coming. So, you
know, it was a very roiling period for ideas
and thought. And I don’t remember ... I
wasn’t very politicalized.

When was the first time you voted? I mean
who . . .7

Oh, my god, Penny, I don’t remember
when [ first voted. [ probably voted as early

as [ could.

Yes, it would have been at age 21, whichis . . . .
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[ don’t think I started voting until I got
married and had a family—had some kind of
a domicile . . . . [laughter]

Well, you know, you turned twenty-one in 1941.
That’s when you wentin . . . .

[ don’t think I even thought about vot-
ing while going to sea and during the war. |
don’t know if anybody I know would know.
[laughter] Or whether any of them were vot-
ing.

The FBI might know. [The d’Azevedos later
were to learn that they, like many liberals of their
generation, were under surveillance by the FBI]

Yes, they might. I don’t know of anybody
that I knew voting at the time.

[ was just curious because it seems like the main-
stream political theme, like between the parties
and Roosevelt, wasn’t really an issue that was
very engaging to you or relevant, because if you
were interested in radical politics, then by defini-
tion it was separate?

Well, my parents voted, but, see, I
wouldn’t have been voting until the war. And
then . . . well, gosh, I'm trying to think what
kind of elections were going on that one
would have voted for? I'm quite sure that after
Roosevelt’s death [ began voting.

Along with any political interests I may
have been developing at the time, I was also
maintaining this strong feeling about Asian
thought and philosophy. And I remember I
was very much taken with Mahatma Gandhi.
And that was the period, I think, when he
was calling for passive resistance against some
of the large Indian states and calling for
democratic reform, et cetera, and was jailed.
He was one of my heroes, as well as Nehru—

Jawaharlal Nehru—and his writings. So all
these things were going on, and politics was
only one of many things that I felt, along with
everybody that I knew at the university, and
others, a slowly impinging threat, you know,
the coming storm kind of thing that was there.
We kept feeling it and probably denying it.

Now, in that last semester at Cal with that
summer session and last semester of 1941, |
was taking three anthropology courses. One,
“Races of Man—Anthropometry,” which I
vaguely recall as one of the more disturbing
courses that | had ever taken. Because that
was the period, really, when racial theory was
very much the standard in anthropology. And
we went through hundreds of races and sub-
races and quasi-races throughout the world,
[ mean, the world was one map of these ra-
cial groups, and we had to memorize them.
And cranial sizes and dentition, length of
femurs, the cranial index, and all that sort of
thing! [laughter] Things that nobody later ever
talked about again were one of the major
things that you had to learn. And I have for-
gotten most of it, but I do recall the intense
boredom that I had in that course because |
just felt that it was highly formalized and
elaborate theory that nobody could really put
their finger on. I remember it changed—
every time somebody would talk about racial
types, the types would change; you'd have a
different set of types. And this was just be-
fore the new genetics, the new physical
anthropology. Later I had a course from
Sherwood L. Washburn, when I came back
after going to sea. The whole scene had
changed. Nobody dealt with anthropometry,
only seven, eight years later.

Do you mean measurements?

Measurement, yes, yes. Those intricate
physical measurements, and thousands of
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studies about the minutiae of the brain size,
and the . . ..

Did you have a sense of it as pseudo-science then?

No. I just thought this is something
anthropology does, and one has to learn
something about it. But I thought it was one
of the dullest . .. a dead end for me. How-
ever, | didn’t have enough knowledge to
critique it. But I just remember the man who
taught it was a racist. As | remember, big
brains were very . .. I wish I could remem-
ber his name. He became a cause célebre
because he would walk along the front row
and brush the knees of the young girls. And
they would talk about it later, how his hands
would rub against their knees. And so we used
to talk about was he really an anthropometrist
of first order. He was just testing the size of
the knees. [laughter]

So what was his name? Well, just as well
not to remember. But, anyway, he always
made the point about Caucasian superiority
and sizes of things, bones, height; even in-
telligence quotients came in there to some
degree. And | remember reacting against that
and thought that it was just his personal
predilection. But, nevertheless, the anthro-
pometry part, | supposed to be important.
Even Boas had done some of this work.

So I had that, and I took an extra course,
the “Semitics of Ancient Mythology,” from
old man Lutz, because I found him so myste-
rious and marvelous. [laughter]

So that was the second course you had from him?

Yes. A gnomish little man up there on
top of Wheeler Hall. And I used to enjoy just
climbing the stairs and going up there with
these few students who would sit and listen
to him. Then I had reading courses in anthro-
pology and a course in primitive invention. |
have no idea who taught that.

“Primitive invention”. It may have been
Kroeber; I’'m not sure. And “Culture
Growth,” which was an early term for cul-
ture change, I guess, or evolution. [laughter]
And then [ wanted to take a course from a
Professor Lessing. I don’t remember his first
name, but he was a very well-known scholar
of Asian literature and Asian culture, and
particularly on Buddhism. He was giving a
course on the influence of Buddhism in the
Far East. I didn’t get to take it, but I have
written down in my early notes that [ wanted
to take that course. So there’s where my head
was in that last semester.

[ was also putting out an edition of our
famous magazine, New Rejections. And I was
very much involved socially with the
Phillipsborn daughters and the family, and
with a number of others, and poets and writ-
ers, early ones in the Bay Area. And I was
going over to San Francisco frequently to
readings and events; and visiting Josephine
Miles, whom I had a great respect for—the
poetess—and seeing her sometimes fre-
quently. We’d go over, and three or four of us
would sit and talk to her. We read Robinson
Jeffers, the California poet. We read every-

thing that he wrote—the dark, romantic poet
of the West Coast.
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REMEMBER PEARL HARBOR

1941, I was on campus—I forget what |

was doing, but I was on campus near
Wheeler Hall—and suddenly it was just like
everything was electrified. People were run-
ning around. And the newspaper boys by
Sather Gate were shouting. And I asked what
was going on. Somebody said, “The Japanese
have . .. the Japs have bombed Pearl
Harbor!” And there was a tremendous under-
current of excitement everywhere. People
were running around and trying to get infor-
mation.

Then I saw a headline. So I went to
Wheeler Hall where I knew my friends, the
three of them—Leon Kirschner, Earl Kim,
and Len Ralston—were composing. They
were working on a chorale which Leonard
had written around a Whitman poem. They
were working at the two pianos, and they
were terribly intent. Earl was a Korean who
had lived in Japan and in Honolulu. And I
remember walking into the Wheeler Hall
auditorium, and they were way out at the end,
this little group playing the pianos. I said, “Do

I REMEMBER in the fall, in December of

you know what happened? Pearl Harbor has
been bombed!”

They stopped a minute and looked up at
me and said, “Oh,” and went back to work!
[laughter] I'll never forget that! It was just
absolutely marvelous because they were so
intent upon what they were doing. “Oh,
really?”

Earl was saying, “Oh, well, that’s terrible,”
and went back to work. [laughter]

[ went out and tried to find some of my
other friends, and we sat around talking about
it. But I consider that a turning point in the
lives of everybody I knew at the time. This
was the critical moment and nothing was the
same after that. In fact, within hours, there
were reports of Japanese bombing San
Francisco, that subversives and “Japs” were
spying and preparing to subvert industry.
Everybody knew that there were submarines
right off the coast patrolling. In fact, Eleanor
Roosevelt was coming up with somebody else
on a plane from Los Angeles and was told by
the pilot that San Francisco was being
bombed. [laughter] I mean it was hysteria. It
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was an amazing thing, because every time the
papers came out, there’d be a new wild story
of this kind.

And then the anti-Asian feeling, anti-
Japanese feeling, became intensive within
days. The “dirty Japs.” Some of the epithets
were unbelievable.

Did you know any Japanese people at this time?

Oh, yes, there was my friend from Fresno
(Kyoshi Hamanaka). I didn’t know any at
Berkeley. There weren’t many, and I didn’t
know any. But I was also corresponding with
my pen pal, Francis Motofuji in Honolulu but
didn’t hear from him for a long time after.
We regularly corresponded, and suddenly it
stopped after Pearl Harbor. I later found that
he just thought that I didn’t want to talk to
him. But in Honolulu, the Japanese there
managed to maintain themselves.

Have you ever thought it was possible that he
might have known some major event was going
to take place and that he wanted to get out of
California?

No. It’s just that for two or three years
there had been a growing anti-foreign feel-
ing. The Germans were treated very well
compared to the Japanese. Later on, the
German camps were palaces compared to the
Japanese camps. But there was a lot of anti-
German feeling developing, as well as
pro-German feeling—that was part of this
whole pre-war gestation.

But somehow pro-German feeling was more per-
missible socially on some level than any
pro-Japanese sentiment, would you say?

Oh, yes, there wasn’t that much interac-
tion, social interaction, between Japanese

and . . . in fact, in California, they were com-
petitors in the produce and farm market. In
fact, I saw figures that the Japanese were re-
sponsible for 40 to 50 percent of the fruit and
vegetable production in California in those
years. With their small farms they were terri-
bly effective farmers, so this also created a
lot of animosity and jealousy for non-Asians
and whites who saw them as competitors.

They were effective, and they were pretty
much to themselves. I suppose they felt they
had to. So there was all of that preliminary
setting for attitudes about them. And I think
in the early 1940s something else was going
on. It may have been some kind of registra-
tion that had to be done about conscientious
objectors.

It would make sense.

And that’s how Kyoshi, my friend in
Fresno who had applied for C.O. status, got
picked up and taken east. But the idea that
the Japanese saw what was coming and
should have moved eastward as Hayakawa
said—I think that was probably a general feel-
ing among them.

“We should get out of here because if
anything happens, it’s going to be very diffi-
cult here in California.”

And it was. [t began just hours after Pearl
Harbor. There were attacks upon Japanese
farms and households; the people were yelled
at; there were the riots about them. Some of
them were driven from their houses and their
farms. It was a real vigilante kind of an at-
mosphere. And I remember the idea that San
Francisco at any moment was going to be
bombed; that we immediately went into
lights-out at night, and the whole city was
blacked out, because the Japanese were . . . .

How long did that last?
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That lasted all through the war—Dblack-
outs—in the coastal cities. Through most of
the war, the night blackouts. They may have
been lifted at some point. [ don’t recall when,
but as far as | know, blackouts were common
in the city. Dim outs, at least; there were dim
outs and blackouts. Oh, and that happened
almost immediately after 1941. Scurrying
around and all sorts of little vigilante groups
and neighborhood defense groups searching
out subversives, saboteurs. It was wild.

Well, as I remember, on campus, it was
like living in never-never land. Suddenly, all
of us living in our intellectual ivory towers
were faced with the reality of an entirely
transformed society, a militarizing society
around us. Whereas weeks before, it was fash-
ionable to be anti-military, it now became
not only unfashionable but dangerous to be
anti-military. | mean, “My god! What kind
of a patriot are you”? And “Who do you think
you are”? And “What kind of a life have you
led where you think that you can live like a
parasite off of our society”? And on and on.
[laughter] Oh, there was some rough stuff
going on. | remember it really hit the cam-
pus hard, because almost immediately
people . .. young men were signing up; stu-
dents were signing up for the armed forces
then.

Did any of your friends or people you knew sign
up?

Not immediately. Oh, yes, Watson Lacey
did, but he wasn’t at Cal; he was at San Jose.
And, yes, he did; he volunteered. He was a
lot more conservative than I was—wonder-
ful guy, terribly intelligent. But he felt that
it’s his duty. And I began then this few
months of struggle about what it meant to
me. | remember feeling that the whole cam-
pus and everything that I had been

doing—and others felt this—was an anach-
ronism.

What kind of world do we think we're
living in? What was the meaning of anything
that we were doing there? There were other
sorts of things we should be doing. And I re-
member reflecting back on the Lincoln
Brigade, you know, that, “I wish I had done
that; I should have done that,” because that
at least was a noble cause.

[ wasn’t sure that this war was a noble
cause, though the fact that Pear]l Harbor had
occurred, Japanese had attacked first, made
it very difficult to be opposed to the defen-
sive posture of the United States. Of course,
there were right-wingers and isolationists say-
ing that Roosevelt had actually engineered
Pearl Harbor in order to get us into the war

so that he could help England—you know,
this kind of thing.

So that idea had currency then?

Oh, I remember hearing it. I don’t know
how general it was. I mean these things would
come up, and much more later during reflec-
tions on the war, you'd hear that. But yes, |
remember that Roosevelt seemed happy, you
know, when he gave that famous speech on
the eighth of December, “This is a day that
will live in infamy.”

And | remember some sort of sarcastic
statements like, “And he’s happy as a lark,”
you know. [laughter]

This is almost a total non-sequitur, but I'm just
curious if anyone was aware how debilitated
Franklin Roosevelt was during that time from

polio.

To an extent, but the main idea was what
a heroic figure he was. There was great ad-
miration for him generally. When anybody
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tried to speak against him he was immedi-
ately put down because, you know, “What
would you do? How could you do something
like ... ?” I remember my mother thought
what a courageous, heroic person he was. And
he was, you know.

And there was also ambivalence. I mean,
my gosh, you can see what was happening.
All of a sudden, you know, the world was
changing, going through this great internal
transformation. And ugliness. Suddenly ev-
erything was military.

Uniforms began to appear on campus,
and [ remember the revulsion I felt and [ am
sure some others did, “What is going on
where we now have the army stationed on
the campus, and former students are now in
uniform?” There were mixed feelings about
this that you felt, “Well, maybe I should,”
and yet on the other hand, “No.”

Well, were you in contact with your parents?

Yes, but I don’t recall what was going on
between them. [ was so involved in this down
where [ was.

But there was nothing . . . you don’t remember
any exchange with them about what you should

do?

No. Later, when I was really up against
that problem, yes. But, no, not at the time. I
was doing it pretty much on my own. Then I
remember there was a draft. They had the
conscription process on campus. And the
whole gym—now the Phoebe Hearst gym—
that enormous gym was turned over to
conscription. [ remember the strange and pe-
culiar way that it was done. Hundreds and
hundreds of us—not women, of course, only
men—would go in at one end and strip, and
you had to leave your clothes there. Then

stark naked, you’d stand for an hour in these
long, long lines going through various physi-
cal exams, that seemed to me to be very inept.
And with long lines of others, like a kind of
audience standing by watching, you know,
and commenting on us as we went through.
[ mean [ remember that as one of the more . . .
[ was more angry about that than almost any-
thing else. [laughter]

“What a demeaning, dehumanizing
thing,” I was thinking. “What are they doing
to us in putting us through this?” But [ went
through and got my draft status, which was
2-A. But there was one where you didn’t have

to be drafted.
As a student?

Well, you could get out of it for various
reasons if you had . . . .

Student deferment was 2-A during Vietnam.

No, but there was a 2-A and there was
2-B. And I don’t know what it was, but 2-F
or 4F, [laughter] whatever it was you were not
required to go into service. Well, of course, |
was the best, you know. [laughter] And so
here I was facing draft.

OK. So you knew you were going to get drafted?

[ knew that something was going to hap-
pen of that sort. But how long was not clear.
Because it was a matter of your numbers be-
ing called. That was a period in the next
month or two of tremendous soul searching.

Did your brother also get . . . ?
Oh, he was younger, and it was a little

later and was a little more orderly. In fact, he
volunteered for the air force.
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So he wasn’t someone you were in contact with
when you were doing your soul searching.

Not at that time. Later on when he was
deciding what to do. And he went into the
air force at a rather glorious time during the
war—an air force navigator. He was the
cream of the crop.

Flying over his brother. [laughter]

Yes, with his long silk scarves flying in
the wind, you know. [laughter] So I think it
was a little later. No, I don’t recall having
any direct contact about this with my family.
[ surely did, but I don’t recall.

Because it seems like such a huge thing.

Yes, well, there was a large crowd of
people who were as confused as I was, and
we spent a lot of time with each other.

Were you in contact with the Phillipsborns at this
time, too?

Yes, yes. And a lot of those friends . . .
many of them were just leaving, leaving town,
because they were drafted and going home
to see their families, or volunteering. It was a
breakup of a society, really, of campus soci-
ety. And an awful lot of propaganda on
campus and a lot of patriotic parades and flag
waving and then a lot of anti-foreign feeling
and anti-Asian feeling.

Do you remember the Christmas after that? Did
you go home?

[ probably did. I probably did go home.
But I don’t recall that. I have a feeling that I
was pretty much involved down there in
Berkeley on the campus with what I was

going to do. I know that I was desperately
trying to decide what was best for me to do.
Was I going to declare a conscientious ob-
jector status? That was one of the main things
on my mind.

Did you have to research that yourself, or was it
pretty easy to find out about it?

Oh, no, you had to do certain things. You
had to get declarations that you . . . .

So how did you find out about that? I mean, had
you known all along about those alternatives?

Well, because, other people had done it.
[ mean Kyoshi had done it earlier. It wasn’t
something that they would tell you you could
do.

Nobody was propagandizing you to be-
come one. But I do recall that [ knew about
it, and my main feeling was—just like Kyoshi
had originally done—“I'm just going to say
no. I'm just going to refuse. And then I will
be arrested.” But actually then I found out
that it was very important to have some kind
of background, this was not just a way to get
out of your draft status, but was something
that you had as an orientation a good part of
your life, or at least for a few years, which |
think I went about doing.

[ think I asked my folks to do this for me.
[ think I asked them. I think my father was
willing to, but he thought I was silly to do
this, that it was going to get me into a lot of
trouble. On the other hand, they couldn’t
really argue; this is something they can’t ar-
gue against. [laughter] This is their way of
looking at the world. On the other hand,
there was this real thing of the threat to the
United States from Germany and from Japan.
And that was the hanger. I mean, how did
you resolve that?
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So [ remember I got actually sick think-
ing about this. | mean I didn’t eat; I was
feeling terribly lost and deeply troubled. It
was one of the more tortured periods of my
life. [ wasn’t afraid of war. [ wasn’t afraid of
the army or the navy. I just felt that my own
integrity was involved, that these are the
things I believed in, and how was I going to

handle that?

And if you can’t live and actualize your beliefs,
then what good are your beliefs?

Yes, and at that age you feel terribly
strongly about these things. You're willing to
die. And I wasn’t alone. | remember a num-
ber of people that [ knew were going through
real trauma about this.

Were you actually enrolled in classes?

Yes, I was enrolled. I didn’t go. I mean
this is early 1942. I think [ was enrolled in
Greek and Latin, German, because I had to
get my language requirements. But [ just
didn’t go. I think the university practically
closed down; people weren’t going to class. |
recall just living around the campus, trying
to get my bearings.

And one thing I'd heard about was the
ambulance service. This was a period when
the British were being attacked in North

Africa. The Germans, I think, had practically
taken over North Africa. I'm not sure
whether this was the Rommel period or what.
Nevertheless, there were ambulance services
sending ambulances and personnel indepen-
dently to north Africa (and I don’t think
elsewhere). Well, I went to the office—there
was one little office in the university—to sign
up. You know I was noncombatant, and this
was the way I'd do service.

My idea was I certainly didn’t want to
avoid danger—in fact, the adventure was one
of the appeals of it—but that [ would not be
a combatant.

So I went to sign up, and I got a kind of a
consultation with two or three people, and
they were taking a sample of blood from me.
[ remember just getting dizzier and dizzier and
dizzier, and fell over; and crawling out the
door. They did some blood tests on me and
said I was anemic, that I was terribly sick,
and that I should eat and see a doctor, and
all that sort of thing. And I probably did
weigh less than I'd ever weighed in my life at
that point, because I was not happy and ter-
ribly troubled. So I couldn’t get into the
Ambulance Corps because of that. And there
was an indication of mononucleosis.

So, anyway, that finished the Ambulance
Corps thing. And [ kept searching around
for things like this.
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"THE MERCHANT MARINE

REMEMBER at one point [ saw a poster.

If the military wonders if the contents

of their posters are effective, in situations
like this, when people are desperate, they are
effective! [laughter] And I saw this poster
with Uncle Sam pointing and saying, “We
need you! Merchant Marine Cadet Corps
Training, U.S. Naval Reserve.”

And I thought, “There is shipping. There
is noncombatant status.”

I must have done this in January or
February. I went to the recruiting office and
got papers for the Naval Reserve cadets and
signed up. I had to get some letters from
people in Modesto who knew me, and there
was an acquaintance of my father who had
been in the Naval Reserve, and he wrote a
glowing letter about me, and I think I signed
up as Azevedo rather than d’Azevedo.

[ must have been conferring with my folks
at that time, too, because I was in Modesto
getting these papers. As [ remember, [ think
that they felt that this was a good idea.

They were probably relieved then.

Maybe my father, I think, would rather I
had gotten into one of the regular services so
he could tell his friends that I was in the regu-
lar armed forces. But at that time this
merchant marine cadet training was the
armed services; it was Naval Reserve. [t was
sort of an adjunct to the regular navy. And
so I signed up, and I think within weeks I
was on Treasure [sland.

Now, just to clarify for me, this is explicitly a
noncombatant branch.

No, no, they would never say that. [ saw
it as noncombatant, because I was not sup-
posed to . .. I didn’t think I was going to get
military training, or be in situations of direct
armed conflict as part of an army or navy
situation.

This was a little bit naive on my part be-
cause the minute I got to Treasure Island . . .
oh, wait a second. Just during this period I'd
also gone to a union hall, the Sailor’s Union
of the Pacific, to see if I could just ship out, if
I could ship out, because the merchant
marine was begging for people to go to sea.
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The trouble was, we didn’t have enough
ships, and there was this great worry that the
United States had not kept its merchant fleet
up. All the building and the liberty ships fol-
lowed during the first few years of the
war—thousands of ships were made. But,
anyway, there was a great drive on to get
merchant seamen. And they were assured,
you know, they would be part of the armed
forces, that they were being considered as
doing their duty. In fact, if you went to sea,
your draft status was OK, you see. So I tried
to do that, but there was just no way for me
to get in quickly at that time.

Because of the shortage of ships?

A shortage of ships, and it was just at the
time the transition was taking place. If I had
waited long enough, if I'd hung around,
maybe I could have gotten in within a few
weeks. But there was a lot of pressure on to
do something quickly, as I remember.

I think there was a kind of a deadline; I
had been called and all that sort of thing. I
had to declare a C.O. status now—and [ had
thought about that seriously. At the same
time [ felt, “I’'m an anti-fascist.” I had the
beginning of this kind of political view of
what was happening in the world and what
the meaning of the war was. Even with my
feeling of dissent from American policy, I
nevertheless felt this was a legitimate war, if
ever a war was. And yet [ was a pacifist, and
[ wanted to be a noncombatant.

Very difficult position to hold because at
that time, to be a conscientious objector, you
had to declare a very strong, specific religious
position, which I couldn’t honestly do. I was
just a pacifist, you know! [laughter] And it
was not until later on that you were able to
do something like that—during the Vietnam
War. The definition was a little more fuzzy.

So, anyway, I had this attempt to go to
sea, and | even went to a little seamen’s
school, run by this sailors’ union. Over a
period of three or four weeks, [ would go over
two or three times a week to learn rope knot
tyingand . . ..

Now, where was this?

This was over on the docks in San Fran-
cisco. The sailors’ union had this little school
for people who wanted to go to sea, but the
waiting for ordinary seamen was quite long.
This was the end of the Depression, and there
were still a lot of guys who wanted to go to
sea. The situation was beginning to look good
because not only were there jobs, but there
was going to be a little raise in the pay and
all that sort of thing. For some reason or other
[ couldn’t get on right away.

And then I got accepted in this merchant
marine cadet training at Treasure Island. I
don’t have the dates handy in mind, but it
must have been April or May. Suddenly I was
on Treasure Island in uniform! [laughter]

With your hair cut?

With my hair cut and taking basic train-
ing, involving marching and handling a gun
but not shooting. So in a sense I could feel
that it was noncombatant because there was
no pressure about handling arms, but a lot of
military discipline. It was intense discipline.
And then the classes and training in seaman-
ship—which wasn’t very good, because when
[ first went to sea, I was the dumbest ordi-
nary seaman that ever appeared. So for a
number of weeks, we were there getting this
basic training. In fact, I got top in the class
as a signalman.

Was that literally flags?
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Yes. I was pretty good at flags, and dot-
dash Morse code. I was fairly good at it—I
forgot it very quickly. [laughter] But [ mean I
was good at it at the time, and I was a row-
boat man, got a certificate lifeguard and
rowboat man.

[ began to feel kind of good that I was
getting along, but I didn’t like the military
discipline. Actually it was a very mild kind
of military discipline, and we had a conge-
nial bunch of guys.

Was there anybody you knew?

Not in the same unit. I was in a com-
pletely other world. But I could go back and
forth to Berkeley. In fact, I even put out an
issue of New Rejections while going back and
forth from Treasure Island to Berkeley. [laugh-
ter] And, you know, I saw a few people who
were still left around. San Francisco was
nearby, and whenever [ had leave, I'd go over
to Chinatown for Chinese food and the
Chinese opera. [laughter]

Oh, I knew a little bit about seamanship
before all this, because the Mollers had a
thirty-foot yacht, and I would sail on the bay
with them frequently. [ was their sailor actu-
ally, and they were going to take a trip around
the world on this yacht.

It was just before Pearl Harbor, and here
[ was going out on weekends, and my friend,
George Leite, as well. He was with a group
that had a small yacht, and he’d been on these
yachts before. And so here we were sailing
on the bay and going to these yachting re-
gattas, where all these drunken yacht owners,
small yacht owners, would go out to Angel
[sland.

There was a sort of a resort area there,
and [ remember one night, a big bash of hun-
dreds of drunken people—absolutely sloshing
drunk—with their boats all anchored outside

with guys like me to keep the boats from
bumping into each other and all that.

But George and I had gone in, and he
got terribly drunk, and I said, “You better get
back to the Carlita” (our yacht). And George
couldn’t move but he had to go back to his
yacht. So [ had to carry him out, and then he
started a fight with some people on the docks,
some guys, and about five of them jumped
on him. They were beating him up and al-
most beat his head to a pulp. I was fighting,
too, trying to fight them off, and finally they
left, and I dragged the drunken, battered
George onto the boat that went out to the
yachts, and took him home. [laughter] So I
learned something about seamanship!

Not how to tie knots! [laughter]

How to not get too drunk, so I could take
care of the drunks. Nevertheless, I did have
a little experience, but it wasn’t enough. So,
anyway, that four or five weeks at Treasure
Island was the prelude to be put on a mer-
chant ship as a cadet, an officer-in-training

cadet. This bothered me. [ didn’t like that
role. I didn’t like the funny caps . . . .

I just have to interject here because I don’t
understand the relationship at this point between
the merchant marines, the merchant seamen that
you'd initially wanted to ship out with, and the
military merchant marines.

Good question. It was a wartime thing.
There was merchant marine, which was based
upon either union or non-union labor, that
carried the merchant trade throughout the
world and United States. And that was still
there.

But this was private enterprise.
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Well, the ship owners, yes. The war ship-
ping administration took over a lot of ships
from companies and gave them great subsi-
dies. But there was a lot of political conflict
about what the role of the unions would be.

In Congress, they wanted to militarize the
seamen, and that had nothing to do with this
Cadet Corps. Their idea was to create a mer-
chant marine corps, a seamen’s corps
connected with the navy to run the merchant
ships. Well, the unions put up enough of a
struggle to stop it.

Nevertheless, that was always there, that
tension between the old working class unions
of seamen and the navy. There’d always been
that tension with them, you know—the idea
that the navy was going to take over mer-
chant ships. Well, by that time the CIO and
the NMU [National Maritime Union] were
pretty active.

They had taken a position in Congress.
“You are going to destroy the American mer-
chant marine if you do this, because they
know how to run the ships, and the navy can’t
run our kind of ships, and we can do ten times
more work.” Oh, that wonderful line we used
to have, looking at a navy ship near us when
we were docked, where there were ten guys
pulling on one line, and our ship had one!
And we’d be pulling on a line and saying,
“Hey, you guys! How about sending a few of
yours over here!” [laughter]

But the Naval Reserve marine training
program was for officers on merchant ships
during the war. They needed more officers.
There weren’t enough officers—Masters,
Mates and Pilots. We used to call them “mas-
turbating pilots.” [laughter] So their union
was overwhelmed by the demands of new
shipping and things that had to be done in
the war.

But prior to the war, had there been naval officers
on merchant ships?

No, but a lot of naval officers in retire-
ment went into the merchant marine. But it
wasn’t a formal relationship, no. There were
a lot of people who had been in the navy in
the merchant marines.

So World War II kind of . . . I mean this is a

new thing you were . . . .

A new thing altogether. The idea was to
train officers for merchant ships because you
had to have trained people running these
ships. The unions weren’t doing it. The
Masters, Mates and Pilots couldn’t do it all.
They were even for this program because they
couldn’t supply enough men for the ships.

So that’s what I got in to begin with, was
this cadet training program. It actually was a
good period, because I got acclimated to the
whole milieu of the war and what was
happening.

And yet | was able to maintain some con-

nections with the people I knew and the life
that [ had known.

As part of your boot camp, was there political
indoctrination or sort of an attitude check on your
patriotism?

Not at that point. Well, I think we had
to take oaths of allegiance and all that sort
of thing, but I don’t recall that there were
very many of these things. Right there at that
time, the idea was get people in and trained,
and get them out of here, you see.

You had to be a Japanese or something to
be really looked upon with suspicion. No, I
didn’t have any trouble of that kind then.
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That came after I left the outfit and went
into a union.
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ITHIN A FEW weeks—and I'm

not sure just what the dates are—

[ got my marching orders, as did
all the others of that particular contingent.
We were assigned to various ships up along
the coast, or in fact, all over the country, and
we were to go in as junior officer cadets, the
lowest of the low.

For my first assignment, | was sent with
my shipping orders to the Bret Harte and
Captain Rogenes, that wonderful old man.
He was a real fatherly captain.

The Bret Harte was a new liberty ship. A
few had already been turned out. They came
out so fast, like popping out of ovens.

Anyway, | remember going out, extremely
timid and worried about what I would find,
to what seemed to me an enormous ship, a
brand-new, sleek, and shiny liberty ship. They
weren’t really very well built, but they did
their job. And I went aboard. I had my first
taste at sea as a junior officer. [ was shown up
to the room I was going to stay in. | had a
sidekick—an American-German guy. What
was his name? [Schuller] Big, heavy-set guy
who was sent up with me. He came up later,

ON THE BRET HARTE

and the two of us had a fo’c’s’le together, an
officer’s fo’c’s’le. And he was a very, dutiful,
hard-working, serious guy. He had learned to
navigate and do engine room work very

quickly, and in fact . . . .
What's a fo’c’s’le?

A fo’c’s’le is a forecastle. The officers had
staterooms. It’s a little room that you live in.
That’s your bunk. [laughter] It used to be in
the forecastle area of a ship. The fo’c’s’le was
one of the places you lived in. You went to
your fo’c’s’le.

So I went up there. It was a nice, little, a
very small six-by-eight room with two bunks
and desk and all that, and quite new, spank-
ing-new. It just seemed to me like, “Is this
where I'm going to live now?”

But that was awful. [ didn’t meet anybody,
and the crew was looking askance, crew down
there working on deck, and looking up at me,
“Oh, here’s another one of those gazoonies
coming aboard.” I had this feeling of being
in the wrong camp, you know, that I should
be down there learning what they’re doing.
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With my seabag opened up, I got settled
in this room and then was told to go see the
captain. And I met this marvelous old man,
Captain Rogenes—a small, sweet-faced,
calm, quiet, little man. And he greeted me;
it was like Santa Claus! [laughter] He greeted
me, didn’t tell me to sit down, let me stand,
told me what my duties would be—that I'd
have to go with the first mate in the morn-
ing, certainly when we left dock I would be
in the wheel house, and watching what’s go-
ing on, and I'd go out with the second mate
and take some sightings as we left the dock.

Sightings of what?

Well, for position. And if the sky was
clear enough, navigation with a sextant; you
go out with a sextant. I never did learn to
adequately navigate with a sextant.

Oh, you didn’t?

[ tried. I learned to do it, but I never could
do it well.

You didn’t trust your own . . . ?

Well, it’s not that. I could never get the
figures right! [laughter] I didn’t apply myself
that much. Then I was to go with the mate
down on deck and watch the men work while
he gave orders, and [ was to meet the bosun,
and all that. That was one of the more embar-
rassing, humiliating experiences in my life,
to go down on deck in my little monkey suit
and my hat, with these hard-working seamen.

And doing the job of overseeing, while
they wonder, “Who is this character? What'’s
he up to?” Then I was told that at various
points along the way [ was to put on my dun-
garees and go down with the crew where the
bosun would put me to work with the crew
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“That was one of the more embarrassing, humiliat-
ing experiences in my life, to go down on deck and
be in my little monkey suit and my hat, with these
hard-working seamen.” Warren in his cadet uni-
form.

just so I could learn. [laughter] Oh, my god,
it was so awful! I mean when I look back, the
terror and humiliation of it, because when
[ ... Icannotstand even to look back. I re-
member the day that we left, I was to put on
my dungarees and go down and work with
the men. And the bosun was a big, hefty,
brawling kind of Irishman. Well, he didn’t
treat me badly, but he treated me with a kind
of contempt. [laughter]

That you probably felt you deserved . . . .
[laughter]

It’s like, “What am I going to do with this
character? What can I do with him?”
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The rigging totally confounded me. You
know, the booms would be out, and you had
to bring them in and purchase them, get them
secured for sea. You had to put the hatch cov-
ers on and then put the canvas on, and all
these long steel girders that you had to belay
in with the wood. Well, I would watch this
process, and [ would try to get in, but they’d
just kick me out of the way. I was just like a
lump of clay being pushed from one place to
the other.

[ felt utterly useless, and I was, with the
bosun yelling at me, “Hey! Hey, Daz!” (That’s
where | began to be called “Daz,”—instead
of d’Azevedo, “Daz” or “Whitey” sometimes.)
“Hey, hey! Just stand over there!”

[t was just awful the first few days I spent
like that. Rather than up in the wheel house
or in the chart room doing the job I was sup-
posed to be learning up there, I began to
spend my time down in the mess room with
the crew and on deck watching and learn-
ing. There’s where [ felt the challenge. I felt
[ had to conquer that.

By the time that trip was over, | was a
pretty good ordinary seaman. [ knew my way
around deck; I knew where to stow the lines;
and I knew how to handle purchase; and I
could climb the rigging, and even do look-
out. That’s what I wanted to do.

So did these liberty ships have sails?

No, but you’ve got booms because you're
loading cargo. You've got all these purchase
lines out. You know, the booms had to go over
the side onto the dock, and you got winches
that bring the cargo up and take it back. It’s
a pretty complicated bunch of material that
you work with, and so you learn it. It’s a spider
web; you have no idea where you are some-
times.

But were you doing what you were supposed to

do?

Well, I was doing a little more of that
than I was supposed to be doing. On the other
hand, nobody stopped me because the offi-
cers didn’t give a damn; they didn’t care
whether I'd pass my exams when I got back
to port or not. Their view was as long as |
was doing something that was useful, it was
all right.

[ got very friendly with the crew. I remem-
ber when we took off—that horrible two or
three days | was getting acclimated—I was
out on the bridge with the first and second
mates as we're leaving the dock, and I was
watching the whole process. That fascinated
me—Ileaving the docks and letting the lines
go, watching the way lines were rolled up and
made fast for sea, and how all of those booms
had to be in and in their cradles and tight-
ened, made secure for sea. That was what |
was watching all the time [ was supposed to
be watching the first and second mates do
their duty, so that I could take over. [laugh-
ter] Somehow that just didn’t interest me. |
also was very interested in being able to
handle the wheel in the wheel house, like a
good seaman is supposed to do, because all
seamen took turns there.

I always thought the officer . . . .

Oh, no. Officers never touched the
wheel. [laughter] You went up on your watch.
You put in your four-hour watch, you put in
an hour or an hour and a half at the wheel.
So you actually handled the wheel?

Actually steered the damn ship.

Oh, that’s great! I didn’t know that!
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Oh, yes! That’s part of your duties as a
seaman, as a naval seaman. And even the
ordinary seamen had to learn that. You take
orders; the mates, the skipper are yelling
orders at you—a hard right or three degrees
left, that sort of thing. But you do it. Oh, that
part fascinated me, too. But all the business
of cargo, and stowing cargo in the hold, all
of the records that had to go into the log
about this or that and the other thing—I did
some of that, but I wish I had done more.

Where were you going?

Well, we didn’t know. Nobody told you
anything. You were way out at sea before you
knew where you were going, and we were
three or four days out before we learned that
we were going to Australia. And that was my
first trip, down to Aussie land.

Were you excited about going to Australia?

Oh! [ was excited about being at sea. Oh,
yes. In fact, we also went to the South Seas
and everything, but the fact that we were
going to Australia, yes, I had never intended
to go there, but, my god, you know, Australia!

And, of course, we were on sub alert as
soon as we got out of Seattle. We were con-
voyed for a short distance, about two days.
The convoy was going further east, and we
went part ways with them.

That was an escort of military ships?

Well, also other ships, and some were
navy, but groups of ships. And then we were
on our own.

Also, all liberty ships at that time had gun
crews. We had a navy gun crew—that is, a
gun aft and a gun fore. What were they?
Thirty millimeter, fifty millimeter? There was

a gun crew of about twenty guys on almost
every ship during the war.

So we were on our own as we left this
convoy, and [ had to put in my time in the
program like everybody else, and I liked that.
[ liked anything that made me feel like part
of that group down below. That was terribly
important. | had a peculiar bias. [laughter]

[ was ashamed of being an officer. Strange
thing. That’s a strange business, where that
came from. After the first two or three days,
[ began to feel a little less humiliated by my
ineptitude.

Did you get seasick at all?
Never.
Was it ever very rough?

Well, I was on the verge of it, but I learned
very early by being on a small boat, what you
do about seasickness. I knew how to hold
myself, and [ never would eat for the first day
out. I never would eat a damn thing.

That’s a good idea.

Yes. Well, it was told to me by people who
were supposed to know. [laughter] And al-
ways to be alert about the position of your
body in relation to the ship—that you would
never go with the ship. You never sit and
allow yourself to move with the ship. But you
always had to move . .. if the ship’s going
this way, you move that way. [opposite] You
always keep yourself erect in relation to grav-
ity, and that process somehow keeps you from
that nauseating feeling of swimming and ver-
tigo.

Oh, did you ever learn to swim? I mean as part
of your training?
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Yes. | always was a swimmer. But, yes, they
had swimming training at Treasure Island,

and life boat drill.

I also wanted to ask you what books you took in
your seabag?

[ don’t know if I took any on that first
trip, but every trip thereafter I had one bag
that had tons of books. If I can remember
what they were. [laughter]

No, that first trip I was too involved in
just getting along, and not knowing what was
expected that I should have with me on a
ship and all that. I took only what I was told,
and just bare necessities in one seabag. But
then later on, I was taking two or three
seabags.

So you were told to take only one seabag?

No, but whatever it was, it was sort of
the standard equipment that you keep with
you. I might have had a few other things that
[ don’t remember. [ know I had writing pads;
[ did a lot of writing on that trip and a jour-
nal.

Yes, you weren’t taking your [music] records yet?

No. I had a journal on that trip. A very
naive journal I wrote on that one. I was very
patriotic and very much the doing-the-right-
thing kind of guy, which I didn’t feel. I felt
it, but it wasn’t deep. It was something that
was part of the patina of the whole thing,
the excitement of going to sea. However, it
wasn’t the way [ wanted to do it, you know.
But, nevertheless, I was there. And before
that trip was over, I was not only a seaman,
but I knew exactly what kind of seaman I
wanted to be, and I was getting along very
well with crew.

The Bret Harte, was a liberty ship, one of
those early liberty ships. In fact, it was one of
the first that had been built. And we were
heading south. And now I recall that when
the ship was in San Francisco, it’d come down
from Seattle and Portland. In fact, as I re-
member now, | and my fellow cadet, Schuller,
had missed the ship in Portland. We were
sent up to Portland. It wasn’t our fault. The
ship had left earlier than our papers had told
us, and then we had to come back and get
the ship in San Francisco. The ship loaded
at a couple of docks in San Francisco, then
went over to Oakland and loaded on some
more materials. As a cadet—I was the deck
cadet, and Schuller was the engine cadet—I
had to help the mates, the first mate in par-
ticular, work on the cargo inventory.

And it’s there that I got a hint of where
we might be going, because many of the crates
were labeled “Sydney” and “Melbourne,” et
cetera. And, therefore, it was quite clear that
that’s where we were heading. However, there
were supposed to be wvery strict rules during
that period about knowing anything about
your cargo or where you were going. | remem-
ber myself and the mates being rather
disturbed that we were allowed to see where
the material was going and that it had been
so plainly marked. Because at that time, of
course, everybody was very concerned about
submarines; and there were daily reports of
sinkings in the Pacific.

In fact, San Francisco and the Bay Area,
all the cities on the coast and all the inland
towns, were practically in a state of siege at
that time, with the blackouts, and concern
about Japanese attacks. Rumors were horren-
dous and fictional and highly exaggerated
about the possibility of Japanese attack upon
the coast. Sightings of submarines off of the
coast were made all the time by people who
either lived on the coast or were driving along
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the highways, and suddenly—it was like fly-
ing saucers—they saw a submarine and they
would report it and everybody would get very
excited.

Nevertheless, for people like ourselves
going to sea, and me for the first time, it was
a real source of worry about how far out of
the Golden Gate could we get before we saw
asub or were attacked by one. And, also, that
wonderful slogan, “Loose lips sink ships,” was
postered everywhere.

All of us were keyed to that and were very
concerned about it. Watching the cargo be-
ing loaded and seeing these marks of
Melbourne and Sydney, | remember the cap-
tain expertly and judiciously saying, “Oh,
well, that’s to deceive us. We're not going
there. We're going somewhere else. They
wouldn’t do that.” And, of course, he knew
all the time where we were going. [laughter]
He was probably very upset that we had got-
ten this hint. So he said, “No, I haven’t
gotten my papers yet. | haven’t gotten my
directives, and they wouldn’t do this. This is
the way they keep people guessing.”

So this is your first experience with misinforma-
tion?

[t was my first experience with the stu-
pidity and the lack of organization going on!
[laughter] That awareness grew all during the
war. | was aware of, in the first place, the
amazing amount of organization it took to do
just what was being done—across the
Atlantic and across the Pacific in the war.
The fact that anything was being done, con-
sidering the lack of experience that people
had, on the one hand, was amazing and re-
markable. But on the other hand, there were
goofs and problems in organization and direc-
tives that in some cases made you feel that

you were in a position of great danger, and
we were.

But, anyway, we got loaded, and I didn’t
have a chance to go ashore to say good-bye
to people. That was the period, of course, the
newspapers were loaded with reports of the
war in Europe. I think that was the period in
which the British were being driven back by
Rommel in North Africa. And in 1942 the
British finally were able to drive the Germans
back in North Africa. But, also, the Germans
were pushing on Stalingrad and had pretty
much overrun most of eastern Europe and
were pressing on France. For most people,
that was a very upsetting period when a lot
of Americans thought that we were really,
for the first time, in jeopardy; that the United
States, though not getting involved in a large-
scale world war, was in danger of attack itself,
which was an unusual experience, I think,
for most Americans to think that was pos-
sible. So the paranoia and hysteria was
sometimes extreme, like on the West Coast,
in particular, about Japanese submarines and
Japanese attack.

Is that pretty credible? I mean did you personally
acknowledge or live with the idea that the
Japanese could actually invade the West Coast?

[ think most of us didn’t know. All you
had was the media and rumor. And at the
same time some of us felt there were a lot of
exaggerated reports and that we wanted to
be cool and not appear to be too worried. So
we would always say, “Well, let’s wait and
see.” | think that somebody woke up early
and saw some lights someplace in the ocean
or saw an accidental light on a fishing boat,
and that becomes a submarine. I remember
all these back and forth controversies. And,



ON THE BRET HARTE 171

of course, seamen and people in the armed
services were supposed to be very cool about
these things and not take too much too seri-
ously. Nevertheless, that was the atmosphere.
The atmosphere was one of being on the
verge . . ..

And you also said that there was a lot in the
papers about the war with Europe.

Well, because that was the main one, in

the....
But not in the Pacific.

Well, yes. The Pacific was just heating
up. Pearl Harbor had taken place, and, you
know, the Japanese had become a very seri-
ous threat. But at the same time, the war in
Europe got most of the attention, except on
the West Coast where what was happening
in the Pacific was important. Nevertheless,
that was the period in which the United
States and England and France were having
a great deal of difficulty with the Germans.
The Germans were moving in all directions.
[t was very clear that they were planning to
invade the whole of Europe and even
England.

And then the fact that Russia was now
attacked put another level on it. We were
suddenly becoming friends with the Soviet
Union. That registered on a lot of people. |
remember even my parents—not only my
parents, but that world of people in which
my parents lived and who were very conser-
vative politically, and yet to some degree
knowledgeable—they had been very anti-
Soviet. Suddenly there was this whole new
picture where we had to look upon them as
allies. And it created confused atmosphere
about who were the good guys in world and
who were the bad guys? The Soviet Union

began to be among the good guys—“Uncle
Joe Stalin” and all that sort of thing was go-
ing on. [laughter]

And, of course, for the Left, which I
wasn’t too involved in at that time it was a
major shift. [ knew people in it, but I wasn’t
myself part of any movement and I hardly
knew what the Communist Party was, except
that it existed. I'd been reading on socialist
relations at the Twentieth Century Book-
store, et cetera.

Nevertheless, | didn’t see it as part of my
own orientation, excepting in a general, so-
cial sense. I was very pro-socialist, pro-Soviet
Union; angry when I'd hear people talk about
“commies” and all that sort of thing. Because
[ felt that this was an extremely advanced,
progressive orientation in the world.

When you say that your parents’ generation and
the world that they moved in were primanrily pretty

conservative up until this point during World War
Im....

By conservative, | mean they would rep-
resent conservative American opinion,
except they weren’t necessarily right wing.

Well, was conservative American opinion at that
time sympathetic to the overthrowing the czar and
czarina? I mean was that part of it?

Oh, no. No, no. No, they weren’t sym-
pathetic at all. The so-called Bolshevik
revolution was an anathema that had bred
the wave of communist influence around the
world.

Well, and bred anarchy and . . . .

Anarchism, and as I was beginning to
learn, the IW'W and the great wave of strikes
and movement among labor in the 1920s and
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1930s—all this—created some division of
opinion in American society, and it remained;
it’s still here, still with us. People took sides,
and I would say most ordinary, average
American people were anti-communist, anti-
Soviet, and felt that our values and way of
life were threatened by these movements else-
where in the world.

That would be up until the time when
Germany attacked the Soviet Union, and the
Soviet Union became an ally of ours. And
then, I would say rather quickly, people who
had been anti-communist, anti-Soviet, were
on the defensive. And that I found fascinat-
ing, a very fascinating turn in American life.

Weell, were you conscious of it at the time, or are
you talking about something you thought about
in retrospect?

No, I was conscious of it happening, but
[ wasn’t particularly partisan, and I wasn’t
politically oriented to the far Left. However,
[ felt sympathetic to those views. I felt that
this was really the answer to fascism. I was,
in a sense, a kind of unread and unskilled
socialist. I just felt that that was the way so-
ciety was moving and should be—the only
really effective answer to fascism.

And, of course, a lot of the commentary
was that the far Left and the far Right really
meet and are one, you know. But, oh, very
early I knew that wasn’t so. The far Left, with
all the mistakes it might make and all of the
effects of contemporary society upon them—
that would be the Soviet Union and the
socialist-oriented countries—that they never-
theless represented something opposed to the
kind of atrocities, the kind of elite-centered
organization of the fascists. National social-
ism, to me, expressed it. National socialism
meant the control of society within quotes
“socialism,” under the guidance of the

wealthy, under the guidance of great corpo-
rations, of the elite of a society. Whereas
socialism, ideally, was not that.

See, this was very important now when I
look back. I hadn’t thought all this through.
[ just had as an emotional acceptance of the
idea of socialism. I think I had a socialist
orientation ingrained in me. [ still am a
socialist. I still believe something like that
has got to take place in the human condi-
tion of this planet if we are to survive.

In the society.

Yes. And, you know, without that, the
alternatives are horrendous and in a sense
almost predictable. [laughter] So I've always
felt that way. And that wasn’t new for me at
the time, excepting what was happening in
the world confirmed certain assumptions |
already had.

So I began to have this positive view of
the Soviet Union as at least the standard
bearer of a socialist orientation in society, and
only later became aware of how it had dete-
riorated within. Nevertheless, that didn’t
change my view that that way of looking at
the world and that sort of social relationship
was and is the most positive one that our so-
ciety, the Western civilization, has known.

Is Chinese communism in the picture at this point
at all?

Not really yet. That was really a post-war
phenomenon.

Nevertheless, things were going on that
we didn’t know about, you know. [laughter]
And then Japan had moved into China very
early But somehow or other the resistance to
the Japanese and what was really going on in
Chinese society, I wasn’t aware of at the time.
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Right. Well, I'm not sure anybody . . . . I don’t
think it was part the . . . .

Well, some people may have, but I didn’t.
Yes. But I mean it wasn’t in the papers like . . . .

[t wasn’t a general concern. China was
that great big, spacious, populous area of the
world that the Japanese were moving into and
threatening to take over. They also threat-
ened to interfere with our trade and our
activities in the Far East; and were making it
very difficult for us to develop a fully confi-
dent strategy in the war.

Do you think even then, though, that people
might have had—and this might have been an
unconscious trend in the general media—more
identification with atrocities against Europeans
because of our European orientation and the
dominant political and social scene then, and that
the Japanese were messing with the Chinese

and . . .?

That’s very true. Particularly in the area
that I grew up in on the West Coast. You
know, the idea was, “A plague on all their
houses.” On the other hand, there was a kind
of a sympathy for the poor Chinese peasants
who were being overrun by these wicked
Japanese.

My understanding and feelings about the
role of the Japanese as Asians was affected
by my relationships with Japanese friends that
[ had at school and what had happened to
them in the first stages of the war. So there
was in me a feeling of sympathy, not for the
Japanese regime as it was developed during
that period, and certainly not the military
aspect of Japan, but certainly a feeling that
the Japanese might have had some sort of jus-
tification in the feeling that their need to

expand, their need to develop, was being
overlooked by the Western world.

[ was anti-the Japanese military and anti-
the Japanese government, certainly when
they made their alliance with Germany. |
mean, this was a very serious thing for it
meant that they had joined in a fascist con-
tract with Germany. But that wasn’t the only
thing. Later on, when I actually got to Japan
almost at the very end of the war and after |
had met my Japanese friends in Honolulu I
was almost equally critical at that point of
the United States and the West for its role
in Asia as [ was of the Japanese. Then there
was Hiroshima! But no one could overlook
the kind of atrocities the Japanese and the
Japanese military were involved in.

The kind of theocratic orientation of the
Japanese government and the role of the
emperor, et cetera, were things that I began
to think about more seriously later on. But
at this point, the Japanese were a threat
directly in terms of ships being sunk in the
Pacific, as far as [ was concerned, and to the
seamen that | was with on the ships.

So we left San Francisco. As I've already
said, we got through outside the Golden
Gate, and there were a number of sightings
of what were thought to be submarines.
When I was on the crow’s nest one day . . .
and I remember that wonderful feeling of
swaying back and forth on a watch for two or
three hours.

Was it during the day?

[t was day and night. As a cadet I didn’t
have a regular crow’s nest watch, but some-
times if there was something special for the
crew to do, I'd be asked to put in time on the
crow’s nest. And to me it was an absolutely
remarkable experience.
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Did it bother you at all climbing it, or did you
just . . .?

Yes, but I loved it. I took to climbing the
rigging very quickly. I didn’t do it very well
at first; I was a stumblebum at sea for at least
that trip. I learned the hard way. But I re-
member that day making a report to the
bridge. You had a little buzzer that you could
report to the bridge.

Oh, from the crow’s nest?

From the crow’s nest. I reported that I had
seen this object. It was early in the morn-
ing—I guess it was dawn—and I'd seen this
object skimming along some distance from
us that looked to me like the periscope of a
sub. I reported it, and I remember that the
order went around throughout the ship, “Not
one light, not one match, and the portholes
down.” It was terrible at night because the
ships are very hot, and the engine room turns
out a great deal of heat. And when you have
the portholes down, particularly in the
tropics, it can be deadly.

So my report called all the portholes
down. The guys had to be awakened and drop
their portholes shut, because even an acci-
dental match—all that sort of thing might
attract a sub, or let them know exactly where
you were. We never confirmed that sighting,
but I was praised for reporting it, and the cap-
tain had seen it. That was the good thing;
otherwise, I'd have been up the proverbial
creek. The captain had seen something he
thought probably was a porpoise even though
that wasn’t the area where you expect them.
Or it might have been a whale. But we didn’t
see anything again till later. We got many
sub reports later. And there were reports of
sinkings along the Northwest Coast up into

the Aleutians. And ships were being sunk
around Australia and the Solomon Islands.

Now at this point you're not part of a convoy?

We were not convoyed this trip. Another
thing that worried us: we were sent out all
alone. [laughter| Lonely little ship, the Bret
Harte. And I remember Captain Rogenes,
this fine, old man, saying on the bridge one
day, “Well,” he said, “all my friends,” (mean-
ing his skipper friends on other ships) “are in
convoys. And here [ am an old man, a lonely,
old man, out on this new tin bucket liberty
ship and with no convoy.” He said, “It
wouldn’t take a bomb; a torpedo could get us
with just a good blow.”

It wasn’t because there just weren’t
enough naval ships, and it depends on where
you were going. Convoys had to be pulled
together, and there had to be an organiza-
tion of all the plans of the navy in the area.
If there weren’t a few small destroyers avail-
able, or other ships weren’t ready to go, you
went out alone.

Well, do you think, also, maybe whatever was
going to Australia wasn’t as high a priority
as...?

[t was fairly high priority because all of
the materials, the cargoes, were being fun-
neled through New Zealand and Australia
and the South Pacific islands for all the im-
pending problems that we knew we were
having in the Solomons. There were many
ships going down. We just didn’t happen to
be at the time when enough ships were to-
gether to go, and there were navy ships ready
to patrol. There also was the view of some
people that sometimes it’s better not to go in
convoy; you're not as likely to be seen. Never-
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theless, destroyers running around on the
outside like little guard dogs, sheep dogs, were
nice to have. Well, one did have a sense of
security later on when we were convoyed.
You're in a convoy, fifteen to twenty ships; |
mean the feeling was sometimes, well, maybe
they’ll get a couple of ships, but it won’t be
you.

Like a school of fish. [laughter]

Like a school of fish. Yes. One takes the
hook, and the others get away, or any ani-
mals that flock together. Deer and ungulates,
crowding together and running, being chased
by carnivores, and only one of them is got.
And they stop and look and watch and say,
“Oh, it wasn’t me!” [laughter| So there was
something of that feeling.
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PoLiTics ON THE HIGH SEAS

HAT TRIP DOWN was my first

experience being on a ship, and now

[ think it’s rather important, as |
reflect on it, that when I'd gone into this
maritime cadet school at Treasure Island with
the idea that this was going to the merchant
marine, it really had not dawned on me that
[ was in a kind of officers’ corps, an elite corps,
and that when I got on the ships, [ was going
to be with the officers. Well, I learned it that
first trip, and it had a great impact on me. |
really was more interested in talking to and
living among the crew than I was with the
rather stuffy officers’ mess.

Was the crew generally more ethnically diverse?

The officers were not. The officers on
most of the ships that I was on were almost
entirely Caucasian. But yes, the crew on that
first ship was white; and this is where I be-
gan to learn about the difference between
unions and a union orientation.

The crew that I was with was from the
Sailors Union of the Pacific, and the Sailors
Union of the Pacific had halls in most of the

ports on the West Coast. And because the
crew that I first worked with was essentially
SUP, that was the seamen’s union to me. |
wasn’t really aware of the National Maritime
Union, the CIO union. I was aware of it, but
it was fairly new. It wasn’t until in the late
1930s that the National Maritime Union had
come forward as an important seamen’s union
and had a hall on the West Coast. But some-
how or other the Sailors Union of the Pacific
was what [ knew about. [t was the older union
that'd been there a long time.

The crew of the first ship I went on was
all white. The deck gang was all white. The
steward’s gang was mostly black and some
Hispanic, some Filipino. The black gang was
mostly white; “black gang” is the engine crew.
This was the old division of ethnic groups
on ships and in the unions up to that time.

Only later did I learn, through the kind
of literature that came aboard our ship or that
[ saw in ports that the National Maritime
Union was this new, progressive union that
was calling for the end of discrimination and
for integration on their ships. It was the
source of a great deal of contention even the
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first ship that [ was on, in which the word
“nigger” was commonly used. The idea of any
kind of mixing of the crew was considered to
be against dall of the values and the laws of
the sea. [laughter] You know, “How could you
bunk with a nigger?” and all that sort of thing.
This bothered me a great deal, and had a great
impact on me at that time, because I was
thinking about what this meant in terms of
the war and the future. And I, of course—
not at that time but a little later on other
ships—was reading NMU literature, which
was very left wing. The NMU was not led by,
but had a great number of active members
of, the Communist Party. It was considered
the “red” union.

Hot beds! [laughter]

[t was a red-hot union. But it took me a
while to get fully aware of that. | mean, I
wasn’t that politically savvy at the time, but
[ was socially oriented in terms of learning a
lot about what was going on, not only in the
world, but just among average people. I spent
all my spare time with the crew rather than
studying and reading and doing my assign-
ments for the cadet corps that I was supposed
to do, in order to be elevated to the next
grade—from cadet to something else. When
we got back to the States we were to have all
of these lessons done on seamanship and
navigation and so on. Well, I sort of ignored
those completely, and I spent most of my time
with the crew! I ate with them if I could.

[ remember the captain and first mate
admonished me a few times, saying, “You
know, ‘D’ ... “ (I think I was known as “D”
on that ship. There were a number of ships |
was both “D” or “Dee”—“d’Azevedo”, no-
body could say that—or “Daz.” [laughter]
And also “Whitey.” For some reason or other
[ was referred to as “Whitey.” I guess I was

blonder in those days.) But, nevertheless, 1
remember the captain talking to me in a very
fatherly way ... he was the only fatherly
captain I sailed with. All the rest were
absolute bastards. [laughter] No, not all—
some—just most of them were. But he was a
very kindly, old-time sea captain, who’d been
to sea on sailing ships, very tolerant and very
easy going, and he said, “You know, D, after
all you are a cadet, and you're supposed to be
up here with the officers. You’re supposed to
be learning the manners, behavior, and the
knowledge of seamanship up here on the
bridge. And your stateroom is not a fo’c’s’'le
up here.” [laughter] And this again was that
kind of rebelliousness that | had in those days;
maybe still do in some ways.

[ felt much more identified with the mot-
ley bunch of the deck gang, the steward’s
gang, which was mostly black, and the black
gang, the engine crew. And whenever I got
the chance I would go down to the mess with
them or hang around the mess hall. I was fas-
cinated because these were people of a kind
that I had seldom had any connections with.
It was all new to me. I have notebooks,
scribbled notebooks that I find I still have—
almost unreadable. But these notebooks are
just loaded with observations about the things
they would say. To me, wonderfully fascinat-
ing, eloquent cussing and scatology, which
to me was not necessarily new in content but
new in its marvelous inventiveness. I mean,
[ can still remember some of them, but I don’t
think it appropriate for me to repeat them
here. [laughter]

Anyway, to me it was beautiful language.
[ was interested in language; I was interested
in writing. And [ remember telling a ship-
mate of mine somewhere later in my sailing,
that—he was also a person who was writing—
“The language is Chaucerian, you know;
[laughter] it’s marvelous; it’s classic. It’s a clas-
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sic and wonderful language.” And I was taken
up with this.

[ remember writing notebooks full of ob-
servations about not only what people said
and did in their lives, where they’d come from
and how they had gone to sea, and what they
were doing now—but their language, the way
they talked. And now all that’s old hat. I
mean everybody would be familiar with some
of the richly larded and brilliant observations,
particularly of people, you know, a crew of
thirty, forty people over a period of weeks or
months.

There’s a tremendous amount of inter-
change and of openness about their lives.
And the boredom stimulates one to create,
to fictionalize, not only their own lives, but
the situation, to elaborate verbally on what
they think and do. To me that was a highly
stimulating period.

Well, for example, I'm thinking of Sparks.
Sparks would be the name we always gave
the radio operators on the ships. The Sparks
were usually, in all the ships [ was on, strange
guys. They were the intellectuals, or at least
they were the technicians. They knew some-
thing very, very special, like how to run a
ship’s radio and how to communicate. And
they’re the ones you got news from, because
they could pick up short wave, and they’d
tell us what was going on in the world. And
so we’d hang around the radio operator’s quar-
ters—the “radio shack,” is how we referred
to 1t.

Was that common parlance? I mean, the “radio
shack”?

Oh, the radio shack? Oh, yes, “the shack”,
“up in the shack”, and “Sparks works in the
shack”, yes.

[ remember the Sparks on this first ship
that [ was on. One time in the mess room he

blew up at one of the seaman, one of the
A.B’s... I wasjust a cadet. And as [ say, |
always felt [ wanted to be an A.B., an able
seaman, working on deck, not a guy who went
ashore in the monkey suit I had to wear. |
was ashamed of my uniform. But I should say,
[laughter| I wore it with a certain pride when
[ went home, because of my parents and their
set. People they knew were impressed by it,
but I personally felt awkward in it. And par-
ticularly at sea, I didn’t want to wear it. And
all I had other than that were dungarees that
had been issued me. And the dungarees is
what [ wanted to wear all the time! [laugh-
ter] But when ashore, I was ordered to wear
my uniform, and that spoiled so much of my
shore leave for me, to go ashore . . .

It was probably meant to! [laughter]

. to go ashore with a crew or to see
the crew ashore and to be wearing this
damned outfit. I remember getting a hotel
one time later in Melbourne and going and
buying an old pair of pants and shirt, wear-
ing that ashore, but putting on my uniform
to go back to the ship.

Nevertheless, as I said Sparks was down
there in the mess room, and the ship made a
tremendous roll; had been hit by a very large
wave. [ would say we tipped forty-five degrees,
and when that happens, of course, everything
falls off the tables and out of the racks. The
mess room was a total mess, because the mess
men had laid out some dishes and cups and
things like that, and everything crashed to
the floor. And one of these A.B.’s, an old guy,
bursts out laughing. He thought it was the
funniest thing in the world. He was scream-
ing with laughter and pounding the table.
And Sparks yelled—a little guy. Sparks was
really a little, skinny guy with a long hawk
nose and beady eyes, and intense and intel-
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lectual. And he pounded the A.B. and yelled,
“Shut up! Shut up! Goddamn it, you bastard!
[t’s people like you who are ruining the world!
What'’s funny about things that the human
ingenuity and human effort has created be-
ing destroyed!” And he gave a speech about
how the world was going . . . “If this goes on
and people like you are in the majority, the
world is going to hell! But it’s people like
me . .. the more of us there are, people like
you will die off like weeds!” This wonderful
speech! He pounded the table, and he went
back to the radio shack, and we were all very
impressed! [laughter] We sat there quite im-
pressed.

Well, do you think his status gave him a little
more free reign; he could get away with that?

No, it wasn’t necessarily status. It was just
that he made a point, and we were impressed
by it. There were a lot of these kind of people,
constantly preaching and yelling to each
other and calling . . . .

And that was permitted? I mean it didn’t cause a
fightor .. .?

[t depends. Oh, it might, but it didn’t,
because everybody felt that he was right!
[laughter] He was basically right! And it was
a mess. Everything was . . . .

Well, sometimes that makes people madder,
though, the righter you are.

Well, somehow it came off; it came off.
And he was such a funny little guy anyway
that nobody would want to hurt him. And
you just listened. He had us all sort of back
on our heels. Nobody wanted to laugh about
that anymore. In fact, it’s very much a part
of a pattern. There were a lot of men on early

ships that I was on, particularly the SUP
ships, a lot of the older sailors who had been
Wobblies, had been IWW members way back
in the 1920s, or even earlier; some of them
were old enough to have been . . . .

Are Wobblies the term for IWW?

IWW, International Workers of the
World. And they and the early SIU, Seamen’s
International Union, were one of the first
national seamen’s unions which eventually
became extremely conservative and reaction-
ary. The CIO, in a sense, grew out of the
National Maritime Union, out of reaction
against the Seamen’s International Union.
But they had been, at an early stage, very radi-
cal with an anarchistic orientation among the
workers of those unions. The Wobblies were
in a sense anarchist. I guess they were anar-
chists, against all big business, against all
centralized control. You know, everybody
should be free and do what they please, and
the hell with the governments and all the
business. [laughter] And you’d hear these old
guys sounding off sometimes about this, that
the ship owners, the bosses (all that language
of the early labor movement) had finks and
stool pigeons everywhere, even on the ships
during war. “We got government finks”; “We
got ship-owner finks on this ship, and they’re
listening to us.”

By the way, my notebooks were a prob-
lem, because here is a guy taking down notes.
“What are you writing, Whitey? What have
you got there?” And I'd have to show them.
I'd just say, “I'm just putting down ideas; I'm
just writing to my friends at home; I'm just
writing to my folks; I keep it as a diary.” But
there were some old guys who just thought
there’s something suspicious about even writ-
ing at all! [laughter]
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One of the things that had gotten this
Sparks earlier was that one of the old guys,
who was known for when he’d get mad, he’d
throw tools over the side. A chisel, a chip-
ping hammer, or if he was using a paint bucket
and brush, and he’d get mad at the mate and
he’d throw everything over side! And this
was, of course, an old Wobbly anarchist tech-
nique of protest. You wreck the tools that the
ship owners need to earn their great evil
wealth. The way to get back is to destroy the
tools, you know! When Sparks heard about
what this guy was doing that, he also flew
into a rage. “Here again, you see, these people
have no respect for human ingenuity. It takes
thousands and millions of years for human
beings to develop tools . ...” (And by the
way, with my early experience in anthropol-
ogy, this made some sense. [laughter] [ mean,
“man the tool maker,” you know.) “And
here’s this bastard—he’s destroying what the
human mind was able to create and produce.
And the people like that will end up by
destroying the world.”

And then, of course, there would be argu-
ments about that: “Well, what do you mean?
Are you going to let those guys suck your
blood and take everything that you got and
then give you a goddamn hammer and tell
you to take the rust off of a ship?, and then
complain when you don’t do it exactly the
way they want! The hell with it! Throw it
all overboard!” [laughter] And there was a
lot of that kind of early Wobbly feeling, very
strong among some older guys.

On this first ship there were three or four
old guys—wonderful old men, tremendously
skilled. They were good seaman, and they
were respected by the officers because they
did the job. But don’t get them mad. They’ll
throw everything over the side! [laughter]

Right. And it’s kind of the ultimate protest be-
cause you're not getting it back! [laughter]

Yes, the ultimate protest. “Hey, Lars,
where is that bucket of paint you had out here
yesterday?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know. I guess it’s
deep-six. It might be deep-six.” [laughter]

Well, those things registered on me. I had
a tremendous interest and fascination with
these various kinds of people. There also
were, because it was wartime, ex-profession-
als—a lawyer, men in their thirties and forties
who had gone to sea because they didn’t want
to be in the army. And a number of teachers.
[ remember on my first or second ship, there
was a teacher or two. Many kinds of people
together, so that the conversations and the
disagreements were wonderful, were rich.
And I'm glad I have reference to some of
them in my notebooks. They’re just magnifi-
cent. That one of Sparks—I just love
that—the speech.

Well, Sparks also—this same Sparks—
was known by one of the guys that sailed with
him on another ship, and they’d stopped at
Los Angeles where there was an earth pen-
dulum, Foucault’s pendulum. I forget where
this was, someplace in Los Angeles, a mu-
seum or an observatory, and the crew had
gone out to look at it with Sparks. And one
of the crew had reached out and tried to grab
the line of this great metal ball that it’s swing-
ing on. And Sparks blew his cork. This former
shipmate of Sparks told me, “Yes, you should
have seen him when this guy tried to stop
that earth pendulum. He went crazy. He went
absolutely crazy! He said, ‘Do you know what
you're doing? You're interfering with one of
the more brilliant, scientific inventions of our
time? [laughter] It tells us about our planet
and what'’s happening in the earth around us?
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And you—ryou little pip-squeak—reaching
out....”

[ can’trepeat . . .. I couldn’t believe what
he had said. A wonderfully eloquent sermon-
izer. And then he made up this fiction, that
if you had stopped it, there would be a great
earthquake. And that was his way of . . ..
The guy who was telling me about it said,
“That got to everybody!” He said, “We didn’t
believe it, but nobody wanted to take a
chance!” [laughter] So, anyway, that’s what
was going on.

And also at the same time, [ was learn-
ing a lot about seamanship. [ was very proud
of myself; I had a great sense of accomplish-
ment when I learned a new knot. I knew a
little about splicing, but when I could turn
out a good eye-splice on half-inch to two-
inch, to an inch and a half of manila rope. I
was able to do those basic things: I was also
able to chip paint, which I hated to do, and
chip rust. Chipping rust had gotten passé
before the war. They had pneumatic ham-
mers to chip the rust off of the bulkheads of
ships. But during the war, apparently that was
not allowed, because of the danger of the
sound and the use of electricity. I'm not sure,
it was something to do with the fact that you
had to do it by hand. And so we’d be out
there chipping with hammers, and these great
flakes of rust and old . . . .

Literally with a hammer against the metal, or
did you have a chisel?

Chisels and wire brushes. And you never
got it clean because that rust was deep. Even
on this fairly new ship, the rust had already
begun, so that you’re always chipping. Some-
body was always chipping—buck, buck,
buck—somewhere on the ship. But | remem-
ber feeling very productive doing these
things. Later on, of course, I got like every-

body else. On later ships, the whole thing
was a terrible bore.

[t never occurred to us that the red lead
paint was dangerous. We were breathing red
lead and dust, and the rust from the ship; and,
oh, my god, later, when I think of the oil
tankers that I worked in with others. The
fumes and nobody ever worried about what
was going to happen to us. They worried
about what’s happening to the oil, to the ship,
but not what was happening to us. But, any-
way, here we were breathing all this red lead
all the time. We were loaded with lead and
probably still are, but no adverse effects that
[ know of.

Anyway, all that splicing . . . .
learned to wire-splice, something I used to
watch these old guys do.

I never

You mean like cables?

Yes, very heavy wire cable. A lot of the
supports and the lines for the booms you had
to splice around an eye. And it was very hard
work and it took a lot of skill. And I used to
watch these old guys, but I could never re-
ally get the hang of it, because it took a
tremendous amount of skill to work the
strands of the wire. Firstly, it took a lot of
strength to get them through and braid them
properly, and then they used a mallet to ham-
mer them down so they were smooth. I never
could get the hang of that. [ always avoided
that the rest of the time I was at sea, because
[ couldn’t do it right. And by the way, very
few could do it, but these old guys could do
it, and you better not get under their skins if
you're an officer, because they’ll take that
whole spool of red cable and throw it over
the side. And all the tools would go with it!
[laughter]

[ was very proud to get my first fid. I think
[ still have it. A fid is what you use to splice.
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It’s a pointed, wood kind of a . . . what would
be the name for it, alternate name? Anyway,
it was a pointed object that you pushed
through the large, heavy line, to open it up
in order to splice strands into it.

Oh, OK, so you'd sort of wedge it open?

Yes, a wedge. It really was a wedge, a very
beautifully polished wooden object, hard
wood object. And I have one with my name
scratched into it. It was given to me by one
of the seamen. [ was so proud that I had my
own fid, you know. [laughter] [Note: A fid is
more like an awl.] All those little things
added up that first trip that made me feel
highly identified with the crew.

[ also was beginning to be aware of the
separation between the steward’s gang and
the deck gang—the steward’s gang doing all
the serving and the cooking and the clean-
ing of the inside passages and all. We were
concerned with the deck outside; steward’s
department did all the cleaning inside, pre-
pared all the food and did all the serving.
Though there were some Caucasians among
them they were mostly black. There were no
blacks among the deck gang. Any white who
was in the steward department was always
looked upon as somebody who was probably
the dregs of humanity, you know. So I be-
came very aware of that distinction.

However, I was also aware that there was
a great deal of camaraderie on the ship. Never
off the ship. I mean you never saw these guys
off the ship. There was some degree of cama-
raderie, but not to the extent of . . . I mean
the guys would play cards together; they
would bullshit together and all that. But the
steward’s gang actually ate after we did, but
that just seemed to be understood; it wasn’t
anything that anybody did anything about.
However, you had to be careful with the

steward’s department, because if they didn’t
like you or like the officers, there’s no telling
what would be in the food or coffee.

[ can remember just one mate—maybe it
was the next ship I was on—that was really
hated by most of the crew, but particularly
the steward’s gang. He complained about
everything that he got—food and everything
that came to him. The coffee was bad, and
everything was bad. Sure, the coffee had to
be bad because it'd be pissed in as it went up
to the bridge. [laughter]

Everybody would take turns.

It would have been pretty awful if he'd said,
“Now, this is a good cup of coffee.” [laughter]

The joke was he liked it better that way
than not! So there were ways to get back at
people. I mean it was always good to keep on
good terms with the steward’s gang.

Oh, yes, the name of the chief cook on
that [first] trip was Honeysuckle. A great big,
very good-looking black man. He wasn’t a
steward; the steward was white. Honeysuckle
was in charge of the whole steward’s gang.
He was the chief cook, a proud, dignified
man. | had a lot of respect for him. He al-
ways dealt with people with dignity, and he
handled difficult situations with great skill, a
knowledgeable southern black. He knew his
way around.

Was he an older man?

[ thought he was probably in his thirties,
forties, but he just had style. I remember
having a great deal of admiration for
Honeysuckle. And we’d all break out some-
times when we liked the food; we all sang
“Honeysuckle Rose,” you know. [laughter] Yet
he was always very distant, very dignified.
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Now, could you eat with the crews that you
wanted to, or did you have to stay segregated
with your own?

Well, I was supposed to eat with the of-
ficers. But I wouldn’t; I would break away
sometimes, particularly if I had some duties
on deck, and eat with the crew. And they
would joke with me about that.

[ felt this great uneasiness, that I didn’t
want to be an officer; my goal became to be an
able seaman, an A.B. I thought, “Well, I've
got to go to sea as an ordinary seaman and
become an able seaman,” which is the next
thing up, because you had to show certain
skills to become an able seaman. And I re-
member feeling very strongly about that, that
[ was not doing what I wanted to do.

[ had no trouble with the mates. I liked
this old captain very much, and I also learned
a lot from him about the ship’s inventory and
stowage. The second mate helped me learn
to use a sextant. | couldn’t do it today, but I
got to like it; actually take a reading, and find
position. And I'd often make mistakes, but I
was able to get the idea and do it. I learned
to handle the log, which is what you write
into, like the ship’s diary. But I was told what
to put in it.

Oh, I see, there was a formula.

[ often wrote out the log for the captain
and the mates when they were on duty. And
I'd go into the chart room and make out the
log according to their specification. I learned
to read charts—all those things that I prob-
ably couldn’t do very well now, but I got so
that [ was able to cope with that sort of thing.
And, oh, I was able to use my semaphore
training. | had gotten a certificate as a sema-
phore man, and [ was able to signal other
ships later on.

Now, what’s a semaphore?

The flags, where you where you actually
work out the letters of the alphabet with flags.
And I was fairly good at that. [ was able to do
it. I knew a little Morse code—not well, but
[ was able to do it if I had to. Oh, I knew
something about the various flags and pen-
nants that the ship used for signaling. I had
learned something of that kind on the bridge
and as a cadet. I learned something about
navigation, though I must say that a lot of it
was beyond me, and [ was not going to apply
myself in learning some of it. But, neverthe-
less, I picked up a lot in that one trip, with
the help of a very helpful mate.

But my heart was down there on the deck.
And I used to watch them as they worked,
because | wanted to learn so that [ wouldn’t
make a complete fool out of myself like I had
done in San Francisco before we left.

[ was worse than any ordinary seaman,
even though I had been in cadet training.
They hadn’t really shown us how to handle
a ship or how to work on a ship. And, I'd had
that brief stay in the Sailors Union of the
Pacific training school for a few weeks, which
was helpful; so [ had an idea of what the tools
were and what was around. But when I got
out on that deck the first night when we were
leaving San Francisco Bay, and I had to put
on my dungarees, and I went down—as the
captain said I should, to see what the crew
did, and to work with the crew. But I was in
the way.

[ remember one of those old guys was
pushing me aside and saying, “Get out of the
way, move!” [laughter] Because all the spa-
ghetti of lines, [ just thought I was in a spider
web of lines and ropes. I didn’t know what
was happening to the booms, and [ was in a
total, complete panic, in a fog. I was so em-
barrassed and ashamed about that, I would
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watch every time the crew went out on deck.
Even if | wasn’t among them, I'd watch to
see how they handled things, what they did.
And so little by little I was able to join them
and be a little useful.

[ was no worse than the average ordinary
seaman by the time I got off that trip. But I'll
never forget the shame, the utter humilia-
tion, I had first worked among the group. I
suppose that really spurred me, my basic pre-
dilection for wanting to be one of the gang,
one of the work gang, to be worker, rather
than an officer or a member of the elite.

That old problem I had about my back-
ground, and this great yearning | had to be
accepted by a group of workers, you know,
and to know what to do, to be able to handle
myself.

Were you writing letters at this time?
Oh, I was writing letters to send when I

got to port, and [ wasn’t getting letters. This
was a period when the mails were very un-

certain. People writing you didn’t know
where you were.

When were you told where you were going?

When we got there. A day out [from their
destination]. And we began to guess, and the
word would start coming down from the
bridge. I knew as a cadet—that was one of
the few things [ had to offer the crew—they’d
ask me what was going on up there? [laugh-
ter] You know, “Where are we? How far are
we! What latitude and longitude are we?
What are we near?” And [ would know on
the charts, and so would others; I wasn’t
alone, but the word would sift around the
ship.

But on that trip, we didn’t really know
for sure where we were going until we were
really past the equator. So | was writing a few
letters, just keeping them until I was able to
send them, and didn’t know from where; I
had no idea where I was going to get to send
them.
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HEN WE GOT to the equator

there was this great extravaganza,

which I later learned happens on
every ship that crosses the equator or the
international date line. There is this cere-
mony of King Neptune and his queen and
his minions initiating all the slaves on their
first crossing. And the scenario was different
on every ship, depending on who was there.
And I got all involved in this; I thought it
was just wonderful. And I remember I drew—
[ still have it—I drew a very nice line drawing
of mermaids and porpoises that was used for
the celebration menu, and it was highly
praised. Especially with my very seductive
mermaids.

In fact, I guess one of the things that I
felt made a contribution, that was appreci-
ated by the crew in general, was that I would
make drawings, for various events, like holi-
day meals or crossing the equator. And I'd
make drawings and run them off on this gela-
tin pad [a way of making reproductions that
preceded the mimeograph machine]. I got a
certain degree of prestige for that. I felt good
that I was recognized as an artist, indepen-

KING NEPTUNE AND
THE ALBATROSS

dent of being cadet or another member of
the crew.

The ceremony of crossing the equator is
recognized on every ship, and even today has
become a tourist thing. Anybody crossing the
equator on the Atlantic or the Pacific oceans
goes through a kind of a ceremony with King
Neptune and his queen. But, I'll tell you, on
cargo ships, they’re kind of marvelous, be-
cause the scenarios vary from ship to ship.

Later, I remember on troop ships that I
was on, you'd have a thousand men, raising
hell out in the middle of the ocean, all dressed
in weird costumes and playing out the sce-
nario of King Neptune giving orders and
making slaves of everybody who has not been
across—the “shell-backs” and “throw-backs”
who have not been across the equator. Some-
times the hazing would be very serious; there
were reports of people being accidentally
thrown over side and lost at sea or being badly
maimed. I saw things that got close to that,
particularly on crowded troop ships, where
you had wild, lonely, mixed-up guys on their
way.



188 WARREN D’AZEVEDO

No, on this ship it was a fairly sedate
thing. But Neptune had to be dressed up in
some kind of a king’s outfit with a crown,
and then his wife had to be chosen. And that
was always a wonderful thing to the. ...
There was a young kid, who was in the
firemen’s gang, I think. And he was chosen
to be the queen. [laughter] Of course, that
was a subject of much joking. And I remem-
ber they put halved grapefruits on him, and
somehow or other constructed a brassiere, a
woven brassiere, and gave him some kind of
a costume. And his hair was a mop. That was
very common, using a mop as a wig.

How did they select Neptune?

Neptune? 'm not sure. I think in this case
it might have been the bosun, who was a big,
heavy-set, ugly guy. And everybody thought
he was very funny.

So it was sort of voted . . . agreed on?

Oh, yes, it was . ... The whole idea is
that Neptune takes all these neophytes who
have not gone across the equator and teaches
them a lesson and initiates them into this
new world of being one who has done this.
And the hazing can be very rough. But usu-
ally they’re just sent on errands, cleaning all
the johns with their hands, and not using any
brushes or anything. Sweeping up the decks,
or kissing the queen! [laughter| Kissing her
breasts and all these kinds of wonderful cha-
rades. [ can’t remember all the details, but it
really was a quite marvelous, wild event. And
if there was any liquor aboard, it got drunk
then.

But was that pretty controlled, the drinking liquor
and . . .?

Well, because people would run out.
[laughter]| I mean there would be a few who
would stow away a couple of bottles and bring
them out on occasion or hide them and take
asip now and then. And I remember the cap-
tain—he had four or five-fifths of liquor in
his cabinet, and now and then he’d break it
out for the officers. But, no, people just ran
out. And anybody who was addicted to alco-
hol or even tobacco and hadn’t taken along
enough with them would get pretty shaky
before the trip was over. But if there was any
alcohol aboard, it was drunk during these
celebrations, and there would be a few
drunks. And, of course, people who acted out
their strangest proclivities, and you’d learn
who was slightly weird, in those days, “queer,”
you know, by how they behaved.

And often somebody was chosen . . .
either a very young kid was chosen to be
queen, and that was a wonderful joke—a
queen, you know—or somebody who was not
only suspected, but gave every impression of
being either a homosexual or close to it. And
this was an allowed time. This was when
everybody celebrated. It was like the Mardi
Gras, you know. I'm putting this together
from a lot of different ships, because that
happened on different ships, not on this par-
ticular ship. I think it was just a kid who was
very embarrassed, but did very well. Stood
there while he was being fondled, while his
grapefruit were being fondled. [laughter]
With his mop hair. OK, I went through it,
too. I was one of the neophytes; I had to go
through all of this.

What were your errands, do you remember?

My task was to . .. what was I supposed
to do? Oh, oh. To move the slops. You
couldn’t throw garbage over the side; it had
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to be kept in barrels in the back, because of
submarines, not because you were polluting
the sea, but because it could be detected.

So there would be these barrels of slops,
they call it. I had to move slops from one big
barrel to another, and bring some part of it
to the king. I forget what it was—something
[ had to bring to King Neptune.

So you had to find it . . .
[ had to find things.
. in the slop?

[ forget what it was, but it was a messy
job. It stank. And maggots were just... a
mass of maggots. In fact, there must have been
thousands, just a solid mass of maggots in
some of the barrels. And I had to bring back
maggots. Anyway, stuff like that was going
on.

Well, so what did you do with the slop? I mean
later.

Oh, it had to be done as you got close to
shore. There were places where you could
dump. Not in harbors, but near harbors we’d
throw all that over and watch the sharks fol-
low the ship. And it was all a great sight to
watch not only sharks, but the dolphins
would apparently come to play around with
the garbage—the seagulls, albatross, all that.

That’s another thing: I'll never forget, oh,
before or just after the equator, seeing my first
great white albatrosses, that wonderful
moment. ['ve even dreamed about it since—
being in the crow’s nest and swaying back
and forth on a beautiful day with the clouds,
with these marvelous thin clouds scudding
by, a blue sky, and moving down and up and
down, back and forth like a great swing in

the crow’s nest, and having a feeling that I
was being watched by something close to me.
And looking out to my right, and seeing this
great white albatross just floating with the
tip of its wing within about four feet of me.

[t must have had a wing span of six to
eight feet. It was very large and with a big
head, a beautifully white thing with those
black eyes, and just gliding—gliding next to
the ship, next to the crow’s nest—and look-
ing at me!—[laughter] cocking its head and
looking into the little slit that we had to look
out through in the crow’s nest. And for about
ten or fifteen minutes, this damned bird hung
there, and finally it just sort of glided away
and went swooping out to sea. Well, the
mythology, of course, of the albatross really
got to me. There were many, and they skim
for weeks without landing on the sea. Later,
when [ went to Midway, there were hundreds
and hundreds of these great white albatross,
and sea terns—those white sea terns with
black, forked tails. And when we saw those,
often we'd see them as a kind of compass
needle. They’d fly in a V shape. And you’d
see them going by; they are very fast and fleet
little birds. And sometimes they’d land on
the ship and perch, you know, and then
they’d rest, and then go on. And gooney
birds. Those are the lower classes of the
albatross.

They have great big feet or something?

They have big feet. They’re kind of brown
and black, and they waddle. You'd call some-
body a “gooney bird,” at sea it meant he was
a clod.

Did they ever land on the ship?

Yes, well, one time one fell on the ship,
landed and couldn’t get its bearings to take
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off. It went waddling around on the deck for
a while. We were all trying to help it get go-
ing, take off, and it would just waddle about
and squawk at us. A rather big bird. Eventu-
ally it managed to get itself together and fly
off. They don’t seem to land, either. And
albatross tend to skim the sea.

Right. Like you said, for days, sometimes . . . .

Oh, the big ones will feed at sea in some
way. They can land on the water and take
off, and they do fish from the sea. But I never
saw them do that. I always saw them in the
air.

And then at the equator and below, we
began to see the lights in the ocean. That, to
me, was fabulous—looking down and seeing
these great searchlight-like phosphorescent
clouds turning on and turning off. Some
called them “dishpan lights.” They were

either groups of jellyfish, or sometimes there
were enormous, large ones. They’d be under
the water ten, fifteen, twenty feet, and they’d
turn on their bioluminescence. And when
you had a crowd of those around the ship,
hundreds of them going off and on, it was
one of the more fantastic sights that I had
ever seen. You felt like you were sailing on
air, because you could see these lights under
you, going on. And at other places you'd get
the small jellyfish that would float around in
thousands, in clusters of thousands. And they
would twinkle and just go off and on under
the water. So the whole sea sometimes was
luminescent. And being in the crow’s nest,
and seeing—as the ship went, it would ex-
cite these bioluminescent creatures,—the
whole sea would be on fire around you. So
those were all new experiences that I found
terribly meaningful and quite exciting to me
at the time.
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OING ON were arguments, political
G arguments on the ship. [ remember

the different views about trade
unions, and some of the old-timers so angry
at the young guys because they didn’t know
anything about all the terrible times during
the development of unions among seamen
back to the early part of the century. The old
Wobblies were particularly political about
this and the development of the Sailors In-
ternational Union, SIU, and, you know, the
great struggles that had taken place. They
would argue and preach and berate us, be-
cause we were so stupid and ignorant. We
didn’t realize what it had taken to even have
a union at all.

“What do you think they’d be doing with
us during this war? We’d be slaves on these
ships. They could do anything to us. They
could throw us over the side; they could kill
us, and nobody would know the difference.
They’d just put in the log ‘mutiny’ or ‘refus-
ing to obey an order,’ and throw you over side.
You had no rights at all; they could work you
twenty-four hours a day and you couldn’t
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argue. You guys don’t know!” I was very
impressed by this kind of . . . .

Well, were you generally impressed that work-
ing conditions were pretty reasonable?

Well, I had nothing to compare it with,
except what I was told.

Right. But I mean were you told that things were
pretty reasonable?

Oh, yes! Oh, and when we complained
about the food, I remember a couple of the
old-timers would yell at Honeysuckle, the
chief cook, “Hey, you belly robbers! Look at
what you're giving us!” And then after they’d
do it, they'd say, [in a low voice] “We never
ate like this before.” The food was really not
good. It was wartime food.

Not on that ship, but we got served sheep
testicles. They were called mountain oysters.
And that steward had a bunch of them in
the freezers, and he just served them. And
they were like golf balls. [laughter] I mean
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they were tough! And the crew raised hell
on that ship about that, serving mountain
oysters without telling them. You couldn’t cut
them. And he said, “They’re good for you!
They make you strong; they make it stand
up,” you know. [laughter]

But, anyway, these old-timers would say,
after they’d complain, it was just part of their
nature to complain. If you don’t complain,
things will get worse. But they’d say they
could remember eating—this was five, ten
years earlier—meat with maggots in it, and
everything was rotten. The vegetables would
be rotten and full of bugs. And everything
stank. But you either ate it or you didn’t. And
they’d say, “You guys can’t complain. Look
what you're getting. You can even get a steak
once a week; you get that.” Yes, there was a
lot of that kind of talk.

And argument about the value of unions.
There were always some right-wingers
aboard. There’s always somebody, some con-
servative, you know, “Well, what are the
unions doing for us, anyway? I mean, really?
What can they do? It’s wartime, anyway. You
can’t complain about anything.”

And the others would say, “Well, if you
didn’t have the union, when you got home,
you would have nothing. You would have no
place to complain. At least you got a patrol-
man coming aboard. You can lay out your
beefs and all that, and at least somebody will
hear it.”

But then some old guy said, “If you raised
any complaints, you never got a ship again.
You were blacklisted, in the shape-up lines
in the ports, where you had to stand in line
and wait for a job. And the guy who was call-
ing the shots could pick out the people he
wanted and just send them to ships.”

We heard all of that, and it registered on
me. [ think I began to—I never was anti-
union—feel a very positive sense of the role

of unions as a means of protest, a means of
making a statement, a political statement.

And then news was coming from Europe
and the Japanese theater of war, about sub-
marines and ships being sunk. By the time
we got close to New Zealand, we had passed
through the Solomons, I guess. We came
south near the Ellice Islands and then on
south. By that time we had heard about at
least ten, fifteen ships being sunk, and that
Japanese subs were claimed to be all through
the waters that we were going into. And in
fact, on one ship that was sunk, I knew the
cadet that was aboard, and apparently it was
sunk and everybody lost. That was just north
of Australia. By the time we got within a day
or two of New Zealand, we knew where we
were going. We were going to, if possible, stop
at Wellington, New Zealand, which we even-
tually did. We didn’t really get ashore that
time. Then we went up to Auckland, where
[ did get ashore. And that was wonderful.
Auckland was magnificent.

And you said this was about a month at sea?

Oh, at least a month—a month and a half
getting down, because we had to take a
round-about way. Let’s see, what did we do?
After New Zealand, we went around
Tasmania. Oh, it took us a long time to get
to our final destination. But we stopped at
Wellington briefly; I guess we unloaded and
loaded some cargo.

[ keep forgetting that we had a gun crew
aboard. We had twelve navy men, who were
in a sense part of the crew. They ate with us
but sometimes by themselves. And they
manned the two guns we had fore and aft—
what are they? Thirty-, fifty- millimeter guns.
Whenever there was an alert of any kind,
they had to run up to the gun turrets.
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You know, one thing that you haven’t really dwelt
on was the fear factor. I mean how many alerts
did you have?

Oh, we had an alert at least once or twice
a day. They weren’t always serious. If any-
body felt they saw something, nobody was
going to question them. So, you know, alerts
and hatch-downs and all that sort of thing
were frequent. And then a serious one, on
the way down, I'd say five or six times.

We actually saw planes along the hori-
zon sometime, and weren’t sure if they were
Japanese or ours. You couldn’t signal them.
You couldn’t do anything. You just waited,
and you'd see these planes. I saw them on
lookout once—two planes skimming along
the horizon at quite a distance. They un-
doubtedly saw us. And, of course, then, for
the next day or two we were sure that those
planes could report you to submarines. So
there was a lot of that kind of anxiety, but it’s
amazing how you get into a kind of a groove
where you can’t think about that all the time.

Right, there’s no point.

You just go on doing your thing, and the
ship certainly has a life of its own. You get
very worried and frightened sometimes when
you are expecting something to happen. But
young people are amazing, you know? It
doesn’t last long. It’s part of the adventure,
too, plus a sense of, “It’s the way it is,” and,
“Ain’t we got fun?” kind of thing.

[ remember Charlie, my co-cadet who was
with me, saying one time, “Would the people
back home believe this if they could see us
here now? Wouldn’t they wish they were
here?” You know, we’d joke about that. “Hav-
ing a great time, wish you were here,” and
“Wouldn’t they love to see us right now sit-
ting in this fo’c’s’le looking out at the sea?

Who could get a view like this?” Be a lot of
that kind of joking. “Who could ever have a
vacation like this? I mean it'd cost you hun-
dreds of dollars to do this!” [laughter] So there
was a lot of that kind of youthful good spirits
that carried us through.

But there were a few times when we were
scared as hell. I mean, when for hours or a
couple of days we’d be waiting and looking—
everybody was out watching the horizon and
looking at the ocean. The lookouts were not
the only lookout; everybody became a look-
out. We were looking for any sign of a
periscope or a plane, because as we got closer
to New Zealand and Australia, that’s where
it was happening.

By the time we got past the equator, we
were pretty sure where we were going; we
were going to go to New Zealand and
Australia. What ports, we weren’t sure, but
we knew that probably Auckland and Sydney
were among them. At Auckland, I went
ashore, and [ had a wonderful time. I got on
a train on leave—I had two days off. And I
got on a train and went up to Lake
Rotorua ... Whakarewarewa. | wanted to
see the Maori, you know. I had read about
them; they were mentioned in one of my
classes, and I had to see Whakarewarewa.
And so as | was on this train going up to the
mountains, a middle-aged guy, a heavy-set
New Zealander, was sitting next to me, and
we got talking. And he said, “Well, you're
going to stay with us tonight!” And he took
me to his ranch, which was near Lake
Rotorua. And he and his wife, you know, gave
me a room and told me to enjoy myself, and
in the morning he drove me around, took
me to the lake. [ saw the Maori settlement at
that time. It was not really a tourist thing, as
it’s become. But beautifully carved buildings
or facades. And I remember I got some beau-
tiful carved boxes at the shop that they had.
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And beautiful people. I just remember think-
ing what beautiful people they were. And
now and then they’d do a dance. I guess there
was some, not tourism, but some kind of eth-
nic center that they had at the time.

[ forget the name of it. There was a
school, and there was a cultural center. And
they would perform so that the young people
could learn dances and other things.

That’s really interesting for that time.

Oh, yes. But now I understand that you
go up to Lake Rotorua and Whakarewarewa
regular tours, and they put on great displays
and sort of fake Maori dances and all that
sort of thing. [laughter] But I was really moved
by that.

And then [ remember this rancher, in the
morning he got up at four or five o’clock, and
came back with six or seven enormous, beau-
tiful trout from the stream right near his
house.

And we had trout and scrambled eggs and
fried potatoes. And I hadn’t had a meal like
that in months! And they were extremely
nice people. They were very cordial and
happy about Americans and how wonderful
it was that we were coming to help and all
that sort of thing. While I was in Auckland,
as well, I went to the university, and went to
the English Department and met one of the
professors whose name eludes me right now,
but somewhere in my notes I’'m sure I have
it. He was a young guy who was teaching
English literature. And he told me all about
Australian literature.

One author was John Lawson . . . Harry
Lawson, something like that—sort of an
Australian outback writer, something like the
western writers in the United States. He'd
written some very popular stories and poems.
He gave me that book, and then a book of

his own essays. It’s terrible, I don’t remember
his name. He was very nice, showed me
around the university, and we talked litera-
ture and art. And I went back to the ship.
[laughter]

Now, did you seek him out specifically because
you were looking for things to read or did it just

happen?

No, I went to the university not because
[ was looking for things to read; I wanted to
know what was happening in those circles
there—what the New Zealanders were do-
ing and thinking, what was happening. And
because I had taken courses in English, I
thought I'd go to the English Department. I
met this guy who was extremely nice to me,
and showed me around and talked to me
about New Zealand literature. And I used to
know a lot about it, but I've forgotten. I knew
quite a bit about what was going on in New
Zealand and Australia in the local literature
at the time.

Were there some things that were very different
that you could characterize from what the scene
was that you were used to?

[t was provincial. I mean, even this guy,
as an English scholar, interested in classical
literature, didn’t really have much of a hang
of what was happening now. Later on, two
or three years later, one of my stories in a
magazine that my friend, George Leite, put
out, got banned in New Zealand and
Australia. But that was before I really was
thinking in those particular terms. But, no,
when [ say “provincial,” I mean that it was
an out-of-the-way area. But he was remark-
ably intelligent and eloquent kind of a guy,
well informed on classical literature. I was
very interested in what was happening in
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New Zealand and Australian literature, the
writing that was going on. And what struck
me about that was it was very much like
Western American writing of the early part
of this century. A lot of the cowboys-and-
outback kind of stories about men against the
elements and all that sort of thing and kan-
garoos, but surprisingly little about the local
indigenous people.

[ remember asking about the Maori—
“Oh, aren’t they wonderful” kind of thing.
But nobody knew a Maori—and more so in
Australia.

It was so brief, but was your impression that
maybe somehow these people had literally disap-
peared or been assimilated or . . . ?

No, they were there, but they were seg-
regated. I don’t remember there being any
overt antagonism or anything; they just were
the native people. As I know now, in fact
there were a number of Maoris who had gone
on to higher education, who had important
positions in government later on. But at the
time you had the feeling of segregation, of
separation, and yet a very benign attitude
about the Maori as a wonderful people, ex-
cept “they’re lazy”—the old . .. the young
ones. ...

Well, you could be benign. There was no threat;
I mean there was no . . . .

No, there weren’t really enough to be a
threat as the abos [Australian Aborigines]
later became in Australia. So, anyway, then
we left Wellington and were ordered, as I re-
member, to go back around the southern part
of New Zealand and around the southern part
of Tasmania. And [ knew a little about
Tasmania from my earlier reading—the utter
destruction, the wiping out of the

Tasmanians. I remember having arguments
on the ship about that. “We wiped them out,
we wiped them out,” and somebody saying
about them “What are you talking about?
What use are they anyway? They weren’t
doing any good. They probably died out be-
cause they weren’t strong enough to put
up ....” There was a lot of that social
Darwinism attitude. [laughter]

The reports were that the Japanese sub-
marines were thick in the northern part of
the sea between New Zealand and Australia
and on the northern Australian coast. So we
were ordered way south. And [ remember the
officers and our captain being very upset, and
the crew also, when we heard from Sparks
that the British in Australia had learned
through the wireless the report of our ship
and of other ships. Where we were, watch-
ing out for submarines, we thought it was the
most ridiculous and horrible thing we’d ever
heard of. They named the ships exactly, told
anybody who was listening where we were,
and then told us to watch out. So our cap-
tain was furious. I'm not sure just exactly what
was said by radio, but our position had prac-
tically been given.

Broadcast?

Broadcast. So there was intensive look-
out all through this whole trip down around
Tasmania to Melbourne.

Were you in sight of land going around?

We went way out and came back around,
[ suppose because subs were most likely to be
closer to the coast. Then when we came
down under Tasmania, we were close enough
so I could actually see Tasmania. I'd at least
seen Tasmania!
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Of course, we were now in the southern
seas, remarkable, too, for sea lights. My god,
loaded with phosphorescence and biolumines-
cence. You couldn’t move in the ocean at
night without these great flares—these dish-
pan jellyfish. And they'd go off and on like
searchlights. Great big things. And you’d look
down, and you could actually see some of the
insides of these great creatures. And they'd
go flash, and then they’d go dark, and flash,
and another one would be flashing nearby. It
was really quite wonderful. And then, of
course, dolphins following the ship or lead-
ing the ship toward land. And they were
wonderful creatures. I saw lots of whales. It
was to me a marvelous time when I think of
those good things.

So we got to Melbourne. I don’t think
we stayed there very long. Probably just to
get orders or something.

Were you unloading?

[ don’t remember. We may have. We may
have had something from Melbourne, but I
don’t recall Melbourne very well. We then
moved on to Sydney, where we did spend a
week or so, and unloaded, and took on a load
of ... what was it? [ don’t recall. I was partly
in charge of it, and I can’t remember what
we loaded. Something that was going across
the ocean when we left. Anyway, we docked
at Woolloomooloo—I love the name.
Woolloomooloo was the sort of slum dock
area in Sydney, the kind of place that “you
do the things that you generally don’t do.”
[laughter] One of the older seaman made up
that song after Gilbert and Sullivan. [laugh-
ter] [sings] “Oh, Woolloomooloo is a place
that you do the things that you generally
don’t!”

And so, you know, there were a lot of
drunken nights in Woolloomooloo, while

myself and two or three others—those crew
members who were interested in such
things—went to see Gilbert and Sullivan.

[t was great. The D’Oyly Carte troupe was
down there at the time. And they were won-
derful, as I remember.

The D’Oyly Carte?

D’Oyly Carte, I think, was the name of
the Gilbert and Sullivan opera troupe from
England. They were from London, it was a
fairly well-known troupe, and they were do-
ing wartime tours and were in Australia. We
saw The Pirates of Penzance, and a number of
others I don’t recall now, but two or three
others. And we hung around the bars in
Sydney; the Australians were so much like
Americans, and yet so different. They were
like Western Americans in the nineteenth
century; they gave you the impression of be-
ing early westerners, pioneers; a very rough
and tumble group.

And Sydney, which has a beautiful har-
bor, a beautiful town, a small town in those
days. Australians were extremely nice to us.
Everybody was cordial—invited us to dinner
and invited us out. And we had girlfriends
hanging around and inviting us to dances. It
was a lively time.

Oh, yes. And I was very interested in the
Aborigines. I got in a number of arguments
with Australian soldiers and navy men in bars
about, “Where are the Aborigines? Where
are the tribes out there?”

“Oh, what do you care about them for?
They’re out there; they're doing all right.
Leave them alone! Don’t bother them; they
won’t bother you!”—[laughter] that kind of
attitude. I didn’t see any, and I wanted to.
And, “Ah, they’re way out there. They’re out
there in the bush. They’re out there in the
outback. Leave them alone! Don’t worry
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about that. What about your niggers and your
Indians? What about them? Tell me about
them!” You know, there was a lot of that kind
of banter going back and forth.

[ remember that the black guys on the
ship didn’t go ashore very much. If they did,
they would go with the white members of the
crew, they sort of went in, looked around
during the day, and came back. I don’t recall
them really hobnobbing around.

Well, weren’t Aborigines at that time called
niggers in Australia?

They may have; I don’t remember. There
were all kinds of names: nignogs, wogs, and
all those wonderful British terms, too, crept
in. But [ don’t recall the details about that. |
think the word nigger was used throughout
the world for the whites against any dark-
skinned people.

I'm just wondering how the American blacks
were treated on shore in Australia.

[ don’t know. All I know is that they did
not go ashore much, and I didn’t pay much
attention. I wasn’t really that hung up on
those problems. But I recall that Honeysuckle
stayed on board all the time. “Yes, I don’t need
shore leave. I got work to do here.” That kind
of thing. And I don’t know if I really under-
stood at the time how to interpret that. I don’t
remember seeing him ashore.

And, oh, there were wild and woolly
times. I mean those bars in Sydney. There
were ships from all over the world. Oh, my
god, there were British ships, all the New
Zealand, and Australian; there were South
American ships, and there were British ships
from India and Indonesia with their crews—
there were Asian crews. The place was just
packed with a wonderfully strange assortment

of people, having wild and exuberant, des-
perate kinds of good times, mainly drinking
themselves sick. That Australian gin was
horrible.

And people were being dragged to the
ship, taking taxis—taxis with gas bags on top
of the hood. Gasoline was almost impossible
to get, and they were using natural gas, in
great big balloons. And you’d see these taxis
careening along with a balloon. And so these
taxis would roll up to the ship to the gang-
plank and just dump two or three guys out
on the ground. And they would be slobber-
ing all over; then we’d go down and pick
them up and bring them up. And that was
before we were taking off for lord knows
where. And there was this great feeling of
desperation and, “Do it while you can.”

But, also, just having a good time after
being hung up all that time. And I’'m sure
the prostitutes had a very busy time during
that period. [laughter]

There was a lot of prostitution, I mean
why wouldn’t there be? There were thousands
and thousands of new people in what had
been a rural town, pretty much, a small town.
So then we took off and . . . .

Did you have a ship’s doctor? I don’t know why
prostitution makes me think of doctors, but it
does. [laughter]

No. The third mate knew how to put on
bandages, and give laxatives, and . . . .
[laughter] Oh, yes! The third mate, Phillips,
[ forgot about him. A strange guy, who really
thought he was a doctor, a medical man. He
wasn’t anywhere near it, but one of the. ..
who was it? [t was the electrician—a young
guy, a very interesting young guy, very witty—
got a swelling in his groin that was
undoubtedly venereal, and it was enormous.
And as a cadet, | was supposed to help the
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third mate do something for him. I remem-
ber when [ went into the third mate’s cabin,
he had the electrician propped up like a
woman about to give delivery on a chair with
his legs apart, and he had this enormous swell-
ing in the groin—very red, painful. It looked
something like a hernia, but it was obviously
an infection. And he had had gonorrhea ear-
lier but thought it was over, and this could
very well have been a later complication.
And here was the third mate boiling up some
lancets and knives, because the electrician
just said, “Look, it hurts so much—do some-
thing.” And here is the third mate sweating,
you know—sweat’s dripping down on his
hands and onto the tools, and this poor guy
splayed out.

[ was supposed to hand him the instru-
ments while he lanced it. And it was loaded
with pus. There must have been a cup that
came rolling out and spraying all over every-
thing. And I remember feeling very sick,
terribly sick! And all I remember was the
third mate standing back and said, “Well, how
do you feel?” and the electrician saying, “Oh,
that’s a relief!” [laughter] And, you know, this
terrible thing had happened to him. I was
thinking the guy’s going to die of an infec-
tion; I thought this was just terrible. Leave
him alone. But the third mate loved it, and
he kept working on it, squeezing it and get-
ting stuff out and dabbing peroxide, and the
peroxide was foaming up, you know.

And the guy said, “Oh, that hurts, but,
gee, it feels a lot better. Thanks. Thanks,
Third. Thank you, Third.” [laughter] And as
far as | know, he healed. He hobbled around

for a few days, you know.
Kd: No antibiotics?

No, peroxide, and there may have been
some other things that were smeared on it,

but, no, nothing taken internally. Oh, that’s
before antibiotics, 1942 . ... When did the
first ... 1943, 19407

Kd: Well, that began with the war.
Yes, but not on ships.
Kd: Probably not.

Penicillin was the early 1940s, wasn’t it?

Kd: Yes. We heard about this wonderful
drug, but you couldn’t get it.

By 1944, 1945, it was common. In fact,
everybody was using it for everything. Every
time you went into a commissary, you'd get a
penicillin shot.

Kd: But even if it was just a cold, it was
used for anything.

For anything. But in the early 1940s, I'm
sure that even if it was available, it certainly
wasn’t on our ship. And the third mate
wouldn’t have known what to do with it,
anyway. He liked what he was doing. He
loved his old, sharp instruments and things,
and he felt very, very wonderful that he had
made the guy feel better. The electrician had
a hard time getting out of there that day, be-
cause the third mate was enjoying every
moment of this. [laughter] And the crew was
lining up to watch, you know, smoking and
coughing, and the electrician was the . . .

It’s unbelievable.

. was the star of the afternoon. And |
felt really nauseous about that, and worried.
[ mean I liked this guy; the electrician was a
nice guy. I remember he went hobbling, and
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everyone was joking that he had just been
screwed, you know. “Look at him,” you know,
“Look at the way he’s walking. He’s really had
it, boy. The third mate’s given him a full
dose.”

And he went hobbling up on the deck
and hobbled around on deck for a few days
and then began to feel fine and said that he

really was grateful to that third mate. “The
guy ought to become a real doctor, because
he’s good,” you know. And when I think of
that young mad man standing there with that
gleam in his eye! [ mean, you felt that he was
sort of a Hollywood villain, sweating and his
eyes glazed! [laughter]
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O, BACK ACROSS the ocean through
the southern sea. The main thing is
it’s a different kind of ocean when you
get down there close to the Antarctic. And
although we were far north of the Antarctic,
there’s something about that absolutely spa-
cious sea—very flat, very leaden looking. The
sun was a dark orange and gold; the skies kind
of hazy. And you knew that you were a thou-
sand miles from anything all the time. Lots
of albatross; lots of terns, when you were near
land. When we saw terns, we knew we were
near islands beyond the horizon. Polynesia
was just north of us, and I'd always think,
“Oh! Why can’t we get there?” you know?
We were south of Tahiti, south of the
Tuamotu Archipelago and all that.

And at this point you don’t know where you're
going?

We knew we were going to South
America.

Oh, you did know.

[ ATIN AMERICA

Well, that we were going east. [laughter]
And then about halfway across, | remember
we had three days in which the engine
stopped. Something went wrong with the
screw and with the steam pressure. And the
engine gang was in a real sweat to try find
out what was wrong. We just rolled. We had
to put out a sea anchor to keep us going into
the current.

Now, that would be the black gang, right? The
engine crew?

Who were responsible for keeping the
engine going, yes.

But I remember there were three days of
the most strange and most awful silence, a
sense of remoteness and isolation. Everybody
felt it. There was very little talk on the ship;
the ship just rolled quietly. No, when you're
hearing engines for weeks at a time, there’s
something reassuring about that thump,
thump, thump, thump of the turning of the
screw and the prop. Then sudden silence, and
you're just rolling. You're at the mercy of
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every wave. And so you put out a sea anchor,
which is a long line in back with a kind of
a... oh, it’s the same principle as a para-
chute. It’s a large, circular kind of a pan, that
gives a drag, so that the ship then faces into
the current rather than rolls with it. So that
would stop that rolling, but before the sea
anchor went out, you just rolled, and you felt
that any moment the ship was just going to
roll over.

There’s something about even what ap-
pears to be a quiet sea, those swells—the ship
just turns and rolls. And half the crew got
seasick. I didn’t. I'd get sick leaving port if
I'd eaten too much or drinking.

Were you totally dependent on that engine crew
to fix it, because you couldn’t get help?

We would have been out of luck. We’d
have just been floating around and probably
ended up either on the icebergs to the south,
or. .. [laughter] I used to fantasize, “Maybe
we'll just float to an island.”

Yes, to Tahiti! [laughter]

Float to the Marquesas and something
fantastic like that! [laughter] Or find a little
Tuamotu island and wash up on the reef. But,
no, I guess a signal could have gone out, but
that could have been sighted by a submarine.

We were far south of any of the sea routes.
We were the only ones that we knew or that
Sparks knew in that area.

So you're still on your own? No convoy.

Oh, no, we didn’t have a convoy. We had
a convoy going from New Zealand to
Wellington. And we had a convoy part of
the way out after we left Auckland, but then
it left us going north to Solomon Islands,

because that’s when the Americans were
opening up the Solomon Islands, and so the
convoy went north, and we went on—our
lonely, little ship.

[ remember not worrying about the dead
engine until about the third day; then, “This
is too long,” you know. It was kind of inter-
esting up until then. Finally, they managed
to rig up something, jury-rig something, and
get that old screw going. And, boy, what a
feeling when I could hear that “hrrrmmm,
hrrrmmm”; the great big prop, the screws
finally moving. And the engine crew—I
could hear screaming down below—Ietting
out a great cheer, there was a great yell going
up on the ship, and everybody was relieved.
Certainly I remember the captain and the
mates, you know, they had been really wor-
ried. The crew wasn’t so worried because they
were just eating and playing cards and sleep-
ing; they weren’t concerned. But the officers,
who were really thinking about where they
were going and what they had to do, were
very tense. And I remember feeling that way.
And we were moving; we were being slowly
floated south, I guess, which meant in over a
week or two we’d be in the Antarctic and in
very bad weather. There were no big storms.
We were quite lucky at that particular point,
with a quiet, oily kind of sea all the way over.

We ended up in Antofagasta, Chile, and
that was a strange place. It was a little vil-
lage, really, with a couple of great, rusting iron
buildings. It was the copper port, where cop-
per was brought down in ingots, slabs of
copper.

We had an empty hold; that’s right. I
don’t think we unloaded anything. We had
to have something for ballast—it was water.
Nevertheless, we loaded all three holds with
copper ore. It was beautiful, these slabs of
copper. I brought some home, but I gave it
away. They looked as though you had drizzled
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copper, molten copper, on the ground, and
then let it cool, and then lifted it up; like
lacy slabs, really. And the holds were just full
of this copper.

Well, do you mean it looked like Swiss cheese,
orwasitfull .. .?

Yes, it was full of holes and lacy. While I
was in Antofagasta—this was my first time
in South America—I went around this
strange, little village, this town of
Antofagasta, full of these workers from the
mines bringing the stuff down from the
mountains. The second day we were there, a
couple of shipmates and myself, we decided
to go up-country, and there was a path that
went up to the mountains—I can remember
the appearance of it—up to the mountains
to the ore, to the mines. And we went up
there, and there were sheep all over, and it
was very much like the trip I made to San
José, Guatemala—same kind of going up the
side of the mountains. But all around there
were steam vents coming out of the oceans.
Chile was an extremely volcanic and active
area for geysers. So as we came to
Antofagasta, we saw all this long line of gey-
sers all along the coast, hot steam coming up,
and earthquakes like every fifteen minutes
the ground shook, but nobody paid any at-
tention to it. So we went up, and we looked
in one mine—there were many mines fur-
ther back in. Here were all these very
repressed-looking peasants and workers—
women and men and children—bringing
these buckets of slabs out from the foundries.
First the ore had gone from the mines into
foundries and then came out. They carried
the slabs in buckets on their heads or by their
sides and put them on a little railroad that
went down to the docks. So we went up and

saw that, and drank around the little bars,
these little, horrible open-shed bars.

What was the food like?

[ don’t remember eating ashore there. It
was a pretty depressed-looking place. There
were some buildings. I guess it did have some-
thing of a town, but as I remember, there was
nothing there, nothing to do. [laughter]| But
[ was fascinated by it. And we’d go along the
beach and look out along where these vents
were coming out, and every now and then
not only the ground would shake, but the sea
would shake, you know. It would get glassy
and start to shake like Jell-O. [laughter] And
nobody thought that was very important—
something that happened every day, I guess.

Sounds kind of hellish, really. I mean the steam
and the earth shaking . . . .

Oh, yes, it was Dante’s Inferno. We went
north along the coast and saw these steam
vents, these geysers and steam vents, all along
the coast. And there were reports of real
earthquakes and of villages being destroyed,
even while we were there. It seems that ap-
parently it was an ongoing thing in that
region.

We went north up toward Panama, and
went ashore there. It was my first real im-
pression of very, very volatile black life.

Did you go through the canal?

Yes, yes. Right. That was quite an expe-
rience for people who hadn’t been through
it. The Panama Canal is a remarkable thing.
And Panama City was a small town at that
time. But two or three times [ went ashore
and wandered through the big black ghetto.
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[t was an enormous ghetto of not only
Indians in some places, but of black South
Americans. And I remember at night there
would be sounds of this wonderful music.
What would it be like? It was a mixture of
American jazz and blues. It was a heavy kind
of wild, early, not jazz, so much as South
American . . . I guess it would be rumba, and
some of the other South American music that

[ had never heard?
Kd: Black flamenco, yes.

Yes, lots of drums and these wonderfully
wild voices. I remember going up one night
on a third or fourth floor of a large building,
and the lights were on, and something was
going on up there. I went up this stairway,
and these black couples, very well dressed,
were coming down. I'd never seen this—kind
of really dressed to the hilt in glorious attire,
and beautiful women, you know.

You mean satins and . . . ?

Yes. Yes, the works, but elaborate and very
overdone—party stuff. And we were going
up the stairs, three flights, and coming into
this room with all this dancing. I came from
an area where you never saw . . . you know,
really marvelous and wild rumba and all those
various movements that later were going to
be African dance and South American
dance. I wish I remembered the names of
these kinds of musics and steps. But it was a
wild, orgiastic kind of scene—the crowds,

the . ...
Was it really mixed, or is this all basically black?
Well, it seemed to me all black; there

might have been Indians there. But it was
black Indian, whatever the Panamanian aver-

age class is. And a big band playing. Mainly
the drums got me, the big, heavy, loud drums,
and guitars and singing, and all this dancing
going on. It was a wild and wonderful scene.
And I came down out of there, and I thought
[ had seen Panama! [laughter] I remember
this night particularly, when I was walking
back along the main street, there was a horse
pulling a buggy, like those Russian droshkies,
you know—an open cart where people lie
rather than sit. There was one man in it, and
[ remember he was very white, very thin,
emaciated looking.

I'll never forget that sight. A young guy
in his twenties or thirties, with an open shirt,
well dressed, but very casually, with his arms
dangling out on each side of this thing, be-
ing carried through the streets. He was
fanning himself. He either had malaria or
something, but he was obviously from a very
well-to-do, rich family. And he was out tak-
ing the air. And he looked sickly and awful.
And I remember the contrast of coming out
of this wonderful wild and wooly party going
on with this music, and then seeing this white
kid taking the air in his carriage.

Yes. So were you ignored or acknowledged,
or...!

[ don’t recall that anybody paid any at-
tention to me. After all, I was, you know, a
twenty-one, twenty-two-year-old kid, and I
was dressed very casually, and I was wander-
ing around, and 'm sure . . . “Here’s another
roustabout; here’s an American wandering
around.” When [ was upstairs at this big party,
nobody paid any attention to me at all.

Yes. Did you dance or . . . ?

No, no, I was too intimidated by the
sights. At that time I don’t think I'd ever
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danced anything, you know. [laughter] Maybe
awaltz. And I'd never seen anything like this,
not until I got to Africa years later.

Well, did you leave just when you'd absorbed
enough, or . . .?

When I felt that [ might be in the way or
about to be noticed . ... [laughter] I was
never aggressive about those things when |
was younger. But I observed, I watched, and
[ listened, and I appreciated.

So I went back to the ship and went
through the canal. The canal was to me a
great experience, too. And most people to-
day haven’t seen it or gone through it, but it
is pretty impressive.

Then we went up through the Caribbean,
which was really frightening because there
were sub reports every hour or two the whole
time we went up through, past Cuba, in par-

ticular. I remember we were getting reports
all the time of German subs infesting the area.
Apparently dozens of ships had been sunk just
east of Cuba and even along the Atlantic
coast of the United States. So we were in
convoy—thirty or forty ships with a number
of destroyers. We saw a ship sunk. There was
a big explosion way out on the edge of the
convoy, and the destroyers were zipping
around. There was a ship on fire and smoke
pouring from it. It had been hit by a torpedo.
We weren’t able to stop; we just moved on,
and apparently that ship was left behind, and
a destroyer was looking for the submarine
around it. We never heard, never learned
later what had happened. But the ship was
hit, and it was out on the edge of the convoy.
We felt very safe; we were in the middle.
[laughter] Everything was all right; we're in
the middle of the “school of fish.” And then

we arrived in New York.






25

SuBs AND OTHER TERRORS

OMETHING that [ didn’t mention

that I just sort of take for granted, was

in coming down to New Zealand and
Australia, in the area that was so richly in-
fested with Japanese submarines, that we were
unescorted most of the time. We’d, as [ had
mentioned, come alone, which I've been told
was fairly unusual, but it really wasn’t unusual.
[ can remember a lot of ships were going off
by themselves when convoys could not be
assembled in time. And there was some no-
tion that was bandied about that sometimes
you were safer as a single ship than as a con-
voy. Of course, in a convoy you were like a
school of fish—it would appear more likely
that one would be enough to appease the
carnivore, and the rest would go off free.
[laughter] But, nevertheless, those differences
of opinion did exist.

But one thing I do remember, was the first
time I ever heard depth charges when we
were near New Zealand. And this went on
all through the period that I sailed during the
war, the sound of depth charges from destroy-
ers in convoys. And when you heard that,
you knew that they had sighted something;

they had sighted a sub or felt they had sighted
a sub. And sometimes they’d be far off on
the edge of the convoy, and, as I say, when
we got to New Zealand, we had partial con-
voys from there on around Tasmania to
Melbourne. And sometimes an air convoy . . .
air patrols would follow us and search around.
So that gave you a feeling of safety. But when
these depth charges go off, if they’re anywhere
near you, like, say, a quarter of a mile, the
sound was one of the most ominous and pecu-
liar sounds that I can remember.

You'd be lying in your bunk or at work,
and you'd feel something like an earthquake.
You'd feel not only the ship shake and every-
thing rattle in it, all the bulkheads seem to
be straining; it was a kind of a pounding, deep
moaning, pounding sound. And if they
dropped off a number of charges, this would
last for minutes, this peculiar sense of being
on a volcano. And sometimes very loud, be-
cause it would reverberate through the ship.
All the metal in the ship seemed to respond
to it.

And then later on in the war in the
Caribbean, as I remember, two ships at dif-
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ferent times were torpedoed, and, of course,
they were left behind with a destroyer or two.
Some of the convoy would search out the sub.
But the sound of a torpedo hitting a ship,
blowing up a ship, if the ship, particularly,
was carrying fuel or carrying combustibles of
that kind, was a terrible thing to hear. You
just knew that it was a ship being hit. There
was something about that sound and that
blast out there at sea, where things were, ex-
cept for the sound of the ship, relatively quiet.
And that happened a number of times. So
that although [ was in this kind of adven-
ture, this youthful frame of mind, and
everything being kind of wonderful and ro-
mantic, | had forgotten in talking about it,
that a lot of the time we were in this state of
tension, working or sitting in the mess rooms
or lying in our bunks, wondering if at any
moment, you were to hear that. And if you
were convoyed, in particular where there had
been some worry about the sighting of a sub
or a distant plane on the horizon, thinking
that any moment your ship may be the one
that blows; and that you would have very
little warning, if any, and suddenly there
would be this enormous explosion and con-
flagration, through which you might live, but
you'd end up in the drink. That was night-
marish.

But it wasn’t all the time. There were long
periods of voyages, particularly on merchant
ships, where things were very quiet and went
on like some sort of a vacation, in a way. We
were working hard, but there was routine and
you had the sense of being safe and far away
at sea. But the moment you had any indica-
tion of problem, then all these fantasies—
they were terrible ones—would take hold of
you for days at a time, wondering, “Is it go-
ing to happen?” And you got so that you
learned to put those things aside. You learned
to think of other things, and it didn’t bother

you even when there was something to worry
about.

Do you think there was a code among the crew
in general, just as a way of coping, of not dis-
cussing fears and apprehensions?

Oh, well, yes, but the code wasn’t that
kind. There was a code of, of course, cool-
ness. Not only Americans, but any group of
men working under dangerous or difficult
conditions, don’t show their fear. The idea is
you appear nonchalant, and you may talk
about other things. On the other hand, you
may tell horror stories. And I can remem-
ber . ... [laughter] And that’s a kind of
counterphobic activity, you know, when
things are very, very dicey, and you’re under
a pall of concern. Some members of the crew
were stimulated to sit around telling these
terrible stories that they knew of other ships
that had sunk. Oh, like, the ship that came
into San Francisco; it had been a troop ship,
and it limped back; it had been hit by a sub,
but it barely limped back to San Francisco.
And in the hull were hundreds of dead sol-
diers floating in the bottom of the hulls. And
stories like this were told; old stories by old
seamen about people dying at sea and being
put in casks of rum to preserve them. And
then the sailors who didn’t know that there
were bodies in the casks would go out at night
and drink the rum and get drunk. I mean
these wonderful stories. And one story was
about a seaman who, when he heard what
he’d been drinking, jumped over the side and
went into Davy Jones’s locker. [laughter]
And, yes, this kind of thing would go on. The
code was, “Show your nonchalance by talk-
ing sometimes about the worst horrors you
can think of.” And there were a lot of racon-
teurs. A lot of these guys that you shipped
with, even though it was early in the war,
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had been through some rough times. . ..
One had been to Murmansk already, in the
Atlantic sea, where all the ships were being
sunk.

Now, Murmansk had a particular aura about it
of real danger. I mean wasn’t that one of
the . . .?

Well, that was the famous Murmansk
Run across into the north Atlantic, around
occupied Norway, Denmark, and Finland, et
cetera, and all the way around, way up to near
the Arctic Circle, to Murmansk. A terribly
difficult run, and merchant seamen . . . hun-
dreds were killed on that run. And it was
legendary. So later on you’d hear about the
Murmansk Run frequently. I was only on part
of that; I never really did much sailing on
the Atlantic—a little. I would have gone on
that run, but you never knew where you go-
ing. Most of the East Coast seamen were the
ones taking the Murmansk Run.

[ had forgotten that. I was sort of dealing
with the romance of sailing and the wonder-
ful adventure, being off on my first trip and
all that. But there were long periods of time
which were terribly strained and difficult and
new. But just like everybody else, you get used
to it, and except for some things—some cri-
sis that occurs suddenly, and is very
frightening, like seeing a sub or something
of that kind—there wasn’t much fear. I had
it at times, and others had it, but didn’t show
it. You went about your work, or you tried to
appear as though it wasn’t important.

One thing I was interested in when you were
talking about being on watch and reporting that
you'd seen something, you just made the com-
ment that no one ever questioned somebody else’s
sighting.

Not when it happened. Later they might
say, “That son of a bitch was half asleep, and
he was dreaming,” or something like that.
[laughter] I mean if nothing happened, you
always had these wonderful stories about the
characters who had reported. Nevertheless,
nobody ever took lightly any report, no mat-
ter how crazy the guy who reported it was
thought to be, or whether he was considered
to be drunk, or whatever. You took it seri-
ously; it could very well be. Oh, yes, I mean
lots of times, at night, particularly, in south-
ern seas, you could see streaks of light on the
water, and, of course, that’s one of the things
that tells you about a sub with its periscope
out, going through luminescent water. There
would be a streak, almost like fire. Well, many
times streaks like that were reported, but they
were either dolphins or whales or flying fish.
Schools of flying fish can make a tremendous
fire in the sea. But you reported them, be-
cause you didn’t know, for sure.

That accommodation with a certain amount of
background tension all the time . . . did you
develop more or less of that through the war as
you went, on these ships?

Of detachment? Not right away. I mean
you tend to see it in others, and there were
other new people aboard, too. If any of them
began to show a kind of . . . oh, what would
you call it, uncontrollable fear or terror, or
talk too much about it, or panic, nobody said
anything to them. They just ignored them
and looked away and made them feel embar-
rassed by really isolating them or paying no
attention to them.

See, you know, any group of men, and I
suppose with women, too, where they
worked, develop a kind of understanding of
things that are projected through group beha-
viors that way, small-group behaviors. Where
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there’s a way of telling somebody something
without saying a word.

Weell, it’s part acculturation, too, isn’t it?

Yes, yes. It’s an acculturation. And you
can be very embarrassed by the looks on the
faces of your shipmates if you said something
that would seem to be silly or childish or fear-
ful. However, you could express fear in all
kinds of ways: you could express it by telling
horror stories, which some of the old-timers
were great at. And some during our worst
times, sitting in the mess room, the guys play-
ing cards in these hot, dank mess rooms with
all the port holes down, and the engine room
odors coming up from below, and all the stink
of the galley and the garbage that you couldn’t
put out. Then you get word that something
had been sighted, and sometimes an auto-
matic alarm would go off. And everybody had
to run to their fo'c’s’les, pick up their life
jackets and get ready for some kind of alert.
Under those conditions, walking hurriedly
but nonchalantly was extremely important.
You did not run through these narrow pas-
sageways, you moved with a sense of duty and
a goal, and with awareness of others around
you. You helped them if necessary, and all
those little things. But there would always
be somebody who was an absolute nut and
would run freaking and yelling through the
passageway or going up to the officers deck
and asking, “What'’s happening? What's hap-
pening? What'’s happening?” They would just
be ignored, but everybody knew, and they
were talked about later, but seldom to their
faces. The idea was, “It’s a small world we’re
on, and everybody has to sort of get along.”

That’s something over the years | have
learned, and it becomes part of your nature
after a while. You know what to do; you know
how to handle yourself. Working under those

conditions, if you were on watch out on deck,
you were really aware of the ocean around
you, and you were looking. But you didn’t
say much about it. You just went about your
job. You did your job. And that style of be-
havior was acceptable by everybody. You were
not supposed to be distracted by these things
from doing your job, because your job was
first. That had to be done, and particularly
during a storm.

[ mean some of these storms . . .
times we’d welcome storms, because we knew
a sub couldn’t do much in them. But I re-
member going through storms where if you
were in your bunk, you could be thrown out,
because the ship would heave to to such a
degree, and sometimes poise on the edge.
And you just felt, “Is it going to go on, or is it
going to come back?” [laughter] Because a
ship can capsize, particularly if they get one
of those very large fifty-, sixty-foot waves. If
asecond one hits after the first one has keeled
you over, and a second one comes—avham!—
it can capsize a ship, particularly if that ship
isn’t well balanced. So, I mean sometimes I
can remember being in my bunk and think-
ing, “Uh-oh! There is one.” Everything inside
the bunkhouses and the galley and everything
crashing, and, you know, it was like going
upside down. And then slowly that ship—
you’d hold your breath—would start to come
back, and you’d roll the other way. And if
you were out on deck during a storm like that,
you had to go out. You weren’t sent out un-
less it was absolutely necessary—something
is breaking loose, and you had to secure some
barrels or whatever it was that might be loose.
That was sometimes the most, not only
frightening, you just felt you were close to
death, because when that sea would come
over, you could be washed over so easily. |
mean you're just a little feather, and the size
of those seas. So often you'd tie yourself. You’d

some-
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have a line to tie yourself to go out and do
something. And | remember being swept
from one side of the deck to the other by big
seas. But then the largest ones coming over
would snap your line if you were out there.
But I can remember joking about this . . . we
felt better when it was like that than if we
were in calm seas and somebody reported
there was a sub in the vicinity, because at
least with the sea you had some kind of a
chance of living.

In fact, those old liberty ships, were
known to split in half, because they were
made in such a hurry—although they were
great ships; they actually saved the war in a
way, particularly during the lend-lease period.
If it wasn’t for the liberty ships, we wouldn’t
have had enough ships. They were put out
in a hurry, but they were remarkably good
ships and stable ships, excepting the riveting
and the joining of the sections, the bulk-
heads, et cetera, would give way, usually about
mid ships. And some liberty ships were
known to break in half—just two halves!
[laughter] So when we’d hear a particularly
loud crunching sound or grinding sound or
this kind of rending sound that metal makes
when it’s tearing, everybody would say, “Uh-
oh, there it goes,” and we’d have to go around
down to the hulls if we could get to them
and see whether there was any break.

[ remember being on a ship that had leaks
from that sort of thing and splits, but I never
was on one that was seriously cracked. But
there were fellow seamen and crews often
who had been on some ships where they ac-
tually cracked and water came pouring in.
So all those things are on your mind when
you're out there at sea. It wasn’t just a glori-
ous trip, as I may have given the impression
earlier, because that was going on, too.

Everything was glorious to me in those
years. | was, you know, twenty-one, twenty-

two, and the world was just a magnificently
fascinating place, and everything was new,
and everybody I met—even the screwiest,
wildest member of the crew, the most far
out—was to me a fascinating individual.
They all were wonderful, and I had my note-
books—full of conversations with the various
guys, and the language, the terms, the won-
derful colloquialisms that were so new to me
and to me so marvelously expressive. I've
notebooks loaded with those things! Because
that’s where my head was. I thought I was
being a writer, and I was pulling my material
together, and at the same time [ was, by vir-
tue of being what [ was at the time, fascinated
by everything.

That fascination and sense of adventure
carried me through all that with these other
things being there as a kind of . .. I guess
the drums and the bass fiddle underneath.
They would come forward every now and
then in experience—I mean frightening, dis-
turbing and terrible moments—and they
were frequent. But one tends, looking back
at it, to gloss over those things and see only
the part that was glorious. And so, in think-
ing about this, it keeps coming back to me
that it wasn’t all glorious.

There were some terrible and ugly times
later on, some very ugly times, in places like
Okinawa and Bikini, and the Ellice Islands.
During the war not only did we hear horrible
things that were happening in the war, we
saw the results of it—the troop ships that I
was on, bringing back wounded soldiers and
dead soldiers; and taking them on, then hear-
ing about what had happened to them after
we left them off. So, you know, there were
these terrible things, but at the same time, I
think when you’re young, you tend to see it
all as a great drama. And I tended to do
that—something that’s a fault, I guess; at the
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same time I think it got me through a lot.
[laughter] I felt so lucky to be a part of it.

Did you have a sense that you were collecting
material for a future creation that you were go-
ing to write?

[ think all through my early life I thought
that I was experiencing something that I
wanted to do something with later.

You were going to interpret it later, or . . . ?

[ was going to write novels. Early in life,
[ guess from the time I was fourteen, fifteen
years old, even earlier, I had a sense of being
an alert observer. I kept a rather disorderly
journal, little notebooks, with ideas in them
for things that I was going to write about, or
poems that I was going to write or did write.
Now, that’s the kind of a role one gives one-
self ideally, that one is the observer of the
world, all that. But for me, I felt I had such a
great, empty void in me to be filled with expe-
rience. [laughter] I mean that my job in life
at the time was to experience and do, and to
try to understand and interpret what I saw,
mainly about people. [ wanted to know about
various kinds of people and why they behaved
the way they did. [ wanted also to know them
and to interreact with them and even to be
accepted in other groups and people, differ-
ent from the ones that I had grown up among.
This business of getting away, of distancing—
finding another group, finding another world,
learning to live in another world among other
people—that was a very exciting kind of
thing to me. That was a sense of achieve-
ment or real accomplishment, because I felt
that | was getting along in a really different,
strange group of people. And going to sea was
really that! [laughter]

But among the officers, among the people that
you no longer wanted to be a member of, do you
get the sense that maybe it’s because they weren’t
strange and wonderful enough?

No. They were also new and interesting
to me. I guess it was a status thing. I didn’t
want to be in the position of command or
authority, particularly if [ felt I hadn’t expe-
rience enough or know enough. I had this
awful feeling sometimes while I was a cadet
on ships, “Who am I to be out there making
even a slightly better wage than these guys
down there?” They’re doing all the work; they
have the knowledge, and some of the new
officers didn’t know.

Nevertheless, my feeling about that was
just a matter, | imagine, of class. I thought
the officers were in a different world from the
one that I wanted to be in on ship. I didn’t
dislike the officers, though I did have prob-
lems with authority, as will come out later. I
did have problems with what I considered to
be the unearned authority of ship’s compa-
nies. These are litmus papers—the feeling
about the ship owners. One old-timer used
to talk about the goddamned ship owners.
One old-timer used to talk about the
goddamned ship owners and somebody be-
ing a company stiff, somebody who’s always
praising the company or overworking, doing
more of the job than had to be done, trying
to impress the company. I dug that. [laugh-
ter] And in a way, most of the officers were
company men in that sense. They had to be.
That’s what they were; they were paid by and
hired by the company to do a particular job.
And there were very few of them that I liked
personally, although I was very interested in
them. I tried to get along. I wanted to be part
of that too. But my real interest, during my
first trip was gravitating toward this motley
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crew—all these fascinating, different charac-
ters down there. The fact that they could
work so easily and so efficiently in as com-
plicated a situation as a ship during the
war . . . the engine crew, steward’s crew, the
deck crew. Somehow just the romance of the
work situation, had a great appeal.

The officers were connected with author-
ity, were connected with the institutions that
also, in my growing radical political frame, I
saw as being the causes of war. Governments
caused war; people in authority and bureau-
cracies mindlessly created wars for their own
interests. And all of those things that later
became jelled into a political view, were sort
of pre-political, proto-political views that I
had that were feelings of class differences.
And so [ was very easily influenced by the
notion of “us against the ship owners.” [laugh-
ter] And later on during the strikes that was
a very important basic view I had.

Now, you didn’t go to Hawaii on this first trip?

Oh, I forgot while I was in Australia . . . .
I’ll just throw this in, because it was kind of
iconistic and romantic. I found in a little
pawn shop in Sydney, a little dusty place.
Looking into one of the cabinets, I saw this
beautiful, large, black opal, and it was in a
funny pin setting, a silver pin setting. And it
was just beautiful, a terribly beautiful thing.
[ wanted to bring something back like that

with me. [ gave it to Kathy, but I'm not sure
that [ had her in mind when I first got it, but
maybe I did. [ have the idea that [ was going
to give it to somebody. Anyway, working on
aship, I had about seventeen dollars, and that
was a lot of money in those days, and that
was a good part of the payoff. And the guy
wanted twenty, and I got him down to fif-
teen. [laughter] For fifteen dollars I bought
this magnificent black opal, and now it’s one
of Kathy’s prized possessions. I had it reset
later; it’s very beautiful. So that’s one thing |
recall. I brought that back with me.

And then in New York, coming through
New York, while I was there getting ready to
come west, there was an auction of the
William Randolph Hearst collection in New
York. It was in a great big, sort of rambling
auditorium, kind of a dingy auditorium,
where thousands of things that came out of
whatever collections, whatever warehouses
that Hearst had, were laid out on tables. And
they were being sold off; sort of, I guess, the
minor things of their collection. And I didn’t
have any money, you know, what could I buy?
And I remember [ came across this beautiful,
little, silk painting, a Chinese silk painting,
with a plain, dark, wooden, beautifully
molded frame. And I got it for seven dollars.
[laughter] These are the little things that one
remembers at the side. I brought that back
and gave it to my mother, I guess. And now
we have it—one of our possessions.
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AFTER THE CADET CORPS

HEN THE BRET HARTE got to
New York, I went ashore. By that
time I had made very close

friends among the members of the crew, and
I made up mind what I was going to do. |
went ashore, and [ went up to the merchant
marine training office and told them I was
resigning and handed in all my papers. They
took it very casually, this wasn’t unusual at
all. They had me give back certain documents
[ had. And they handed me a document say-
ing, “Report immediately to your draft board,”
which I was ready to expect. [laughter] Now,
what did I do? I think I didn’t have much
money. | had just enough to take a bus back.
That was the first time I came across country
alone by bus.

And this is your first time in New York, too,
right?

Probably. You know, I don’t think I'd ever
been to New York. And I didn’t have much
time there. I don’t remember that I did much
there. | was really overwhelmed by the fact
that I was now out of this service, and I

thought I could be picked up and either put
in the army or fined or jailed or whatever.

Well, what was the plan?
My plan was to go to sea—the right way.
The right way.

So I went across country on the bus, and
[ really don’t recall this very clearly; I just
went. It took three, four days in those days
to....

Sort of just sleeping and eating dary and night?

Yes, sitting all the time. It’s funny [ don’t
have a very clear memory of that; [ don’t re-
member doing anything in New York. I think
[ just got out of there. And went back. First
thing I did when I got back after seeing my
family briefly, because I don’t know if I saw
them first, and did I see you? [to Kathleen

d’Azevedo] This is 1942. Although I knew
you, I don’t think we . . .



216 WARREN D’AZEVEDO

Kd: Well, we knew each other, but I

don’t remember. . . .

[ was in a frenzy of getting placed again.
And [ went to the SUP Hall and went back
to that little school and got my union ticket
in the Sailors Union of the Pacific and got
ready to ship out. Within a week or two I
was shipping out. I don’t think that I gave
the dates of that first trip that I went as a
cadet on the Bret Harte. See, we left San
Francisco, on June 12, 1942, and I didn’t get
back to New York until November tenth. So
about a week later I was back in Berkeley,
having gone across country and resigned from
the Cadet Corps. But, there are a couple of
things that [ didn’t mention that were signi-
ficant to me.

When I got to Sydney in Australia on
the first part of that trip, [ had very little mail.
[ got some mail from my mother, I think, and
my brother and one or two of my friends. But
there was a tube, a long tube, and it was from
Berkeley. And I opened it up, and there was
my B.A. degree! [laughter] My diploma! A
very ornate one that I unraveled, and much
to the glee of my shipmates, showed it around.
And they thought it was extremely funny. But
then the funniest part of it, the most amus-
ing part to me was I had only gone two or
three weeks of that semester at Cal. [ had not
completed my final semester for graduation.
And I had pretty well given up the idea that
[ had a B.A. from the University of
California. And so here it was—B.A. in
English and Anthropology from University
of California. Totally unexpected and a gift
from the gods on high. And I gathered from
later conversations, when [ talked to people
at Cal, that they had done this for a number
of people. This was doing something for the
boys during the war, who had either enlisted
or been recruited right after Pearl Harbor.

And there was such an uproar, and everything
was so awry, not only on campus, but, of
course, everywhere on the West Coast, that
[ suppose the decision of the deans and the
president of the university was “to give them
their degree.” So I got my degree by default,
and I've always been very proud of that and
happy of the fact that I got it under those
conditions.

OK, so I got back to Berkeley. And it was
a very excruciating kind of experience to get
back to my digs in the Bay Area, with all the
people that were still there that I knew. In
fact, most of my closer friends were either in
the army, the navy, or the air force. And there
were piles of letters waiting for me from them,
telling what they were doing. And I learned
that Kyoshi, my Japanese acquaintance from
Fresno, was now in the army. He had finally
been inducted after being through these hold-
ing camps for COs [conscientious objectors].
But he managed to get into some sort of non-
combatant work.

My friend, Pershing Olsen, who was
probably one of the skinniest and most un-
likely looking privates in the army one could
ever imagine had been inducted; though he
did have reasons for being given a 4-F status,
health reasons, but they inducted him any-
way, and took him somewhere to Texas in
some camp, | learned. And I have a letter
from him, which I still have, which is abso-
lutely marvelous; he was a very witty guy,
talking about the fact, “If they want me, they
can have me, but what are they getting?”
[laughter] He was terribly witty! Yes, he was
about five-foot-seven or eight, and he
weighed about 110 pounds. And he had a
head like the bust of Cicero, you know. A
strange, marvelously intellectual skull and
face; really a very unlikely looking private.
And he said that they put him through a
number of tests, and they put him in the tank
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destroyer corps. [laughter] He said after three
hours in it, he was told to step aside and was
sent to a psychiatrist! [laughter] He said, “I
don’t know what my physical prowess has to
do with my mind, but they think so.” And I
heard over time they finally decided that he
probably was not good material for the army.
And later—this is after I got to Berkeley—I
think he went back to Fresno State. At least
he got his 4-F standing. And he was willing
to do it, but he said, “If they can use me, they
can have me, but they don’t want me,
so....” [laughter] And my friend, Pierce,
was in the air force. My brother, Donald, be-
came a navigator, a bombardier navigator in
the air force.

All this had happened within a year. You
just had the feeling that the world was turn-
ing upside down, the world you knew. The
group from Lyon’s class, most of them that I
knew, had either volunteered or been in-
ducted. And we were all writing letters to
each other. So all these letters were there
from them with all this “new world,” the new
military world. There were still these terrible
stories of ships being sunk right outside of
Golden Gate and all along the coast, and
particularly up in the Aleutians. The
Japanese had finally gotten that far after tak-
ing the Philippines, and they were moving
up. | think they controlled most of the
Aleutians until later in the war. When [ went
to the Aleutians, we had most of it, except
the farthest Aleutian island which they were
still on. The name escapes me, but it was the
last of the Aleutian chain. And I think they
had been driven back to that. It was a very
lively area along the Pacific coast.

All that was going on—the worries about
the war, and the fact that [ was back now,
having resigned from the Merchant Marine
Cadets, and was now moving into another
venue and a different domain. And [ had this

feeling of being lost, not knowing what [ was
doing, really, whether I was doing the right
thing. And some people telling me, particu-
larly my family, I should have stayed in
because | was safer there, that lord knows
where they will put you now. And [ was 1-A,
a draft classification that meant I had to get
back to sea pretty quick, establish myself as a
merchant seaman, but [ wasn’t sure if that
really would prevent me from being inducted.

Oh, I see. So you didn’t know.

No, you don’t know for sure, because they
could always say that having left this one
thing to another . . .. I was getting encour-
aging things from the union, and when I was
back east, the cadet corps officer had said,
you know, “Get a ship as soon as you can.
Everything will be all right as long as you're
sailing, as you're at sea, and you are helping
the war effort; nobody’s going to bother you
at all.” But, nevertheless, I was in that limbo.
Not only pressures, but the seductive pull of
what I had been doing before, and the
students that I knew at Cal, like the
Phillipsborns. They were still there, Ellen and
Renata, whom I had known very well, also
Kathy was there now.

Before I had gone into the cadet corps,
Kathy and I had known each other, and I
think we had dated a few times. But then this
time I saw more of her, and we began to be
fairly thick. I remember thinking of her as
probably one of the more intelligent and bear-
able women that [ knew. [laughter] And she
was extremely beautiful. I was impressed by
the fact that she was a professional dancer
and that she had been in two or three differ-
ent ballet troupes. And I saw pictures of her
in which [ remember the image came to my
mind—Dorothy Lamour in a sarong. [laugh-
ter] She was much lovelier than that. She
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was terrific and a terribly sharp woman—still
is, I think. And she and I had a lot in com-
mon because her family lived in Alameda;
born in Oakland, I had grown up part-time
in Alameda. And also we had a similar sort
of feeling, | imagine that’s very typical of late
adolescence, of having to separate ourselves
from our families. Not that we disliked or
hated them, but we just had to get out, get
away. And she had this feeling of wanting to
get away.

By the way, when I got back from this
trip and I was in Berkeley, she was working
in a shipyard. This is the Rosie the Riveter
period. So she had a job in shipyards, and
sometimes she was doing something with
social security benefits or something like that.
And then also she wanted to go to school,
and so at one period she was staying with
Ellen Phillipsborn and Doris Woodhouse and
starting Cal, taking some courses. That didn’t
last long because it was a terribly disruptive
period.

So many things were happening, and so
much was going on, and she needed the
money, and the shipyard offered that. I just
thought she was one of the most beautiful
women working in a shipyard; highly glam-
orous. And there were a lot glamorous things
like that because they were new and won-
derful. Later on, I learned an old girlfriend of
mine, Esther Dinkin, had been the first
woman to apply to go to sea as a merchant
seaman. And it created an enormous stir. That
was later; that was in 1945, 1946. But, any-
way, | had great admiration for women who
did things like this. Kathy was a great dancer
and did all sorts of things.

We saw a lot of each other, and [ saw a
lot of my friends that were still around or on
leave. My friend, George Leite, had taken
some merchant ships before the war, making
me very jealous. Then he had gone up and

down the coast in a fishing boat and done
some fishing in Boston, and [ had a tremen-
dous sense of the wonderful luck he had in
doing these things, and the feeling of envy,
deep envy, because he and I were very com-
petitive—very close, but very competitive.
Somehow or other he had not been inducted.
[ think he had some kind of disability. I don’t
remember what it was. He had some prob-
lem. And he had started the bookstore in
Berkeley on Telegraph Avenue; it was called
Daliel’s. Earlier he had worked for Creed’s—
that was a famous, old bookstore there, now
gone. And George had worked there, while
he and [ were going to school together. Then
later he got to know a lot of the poets and
writers and artists in the area; he started the
Daliel bookstore, which became well known
as the avant-garde bookstore on Telegraph
Avenue. He was very good at that and did a
fabulous job of bringing in new materials of
very special kind.

And so when [ saw him, he was thinking
of starting a magazine himself, in competi-
tion with this little thing that we had
done—Doris Woodhouse and [—and he had
helped with on campus, New Rejections. And
so George was talking about this new ven-
ture. He even had a name for it already; I
think he called it Circle. Later on it became
amajor small mag in the country for a period
of years.

Anyway, that was sort of gestating. And
Doris, who had been working on the next
issue of New Rejections which was to come
out in 1942 (1941 had been number one,
while [ had been away) had written me, tell-
ing me, you know, “Get your tail out here
and help me get this thing going. I can’t get
in enough contributions.” And so when I got
back, I ran around seeing various people that
[ knew and writers that [ knew. One of them
was James Yamada. [ don’t know what hap-



AFTER THE CADET CORPS 219

pened to him. But he wrote a wonderful story
for that particular issue we were working on.

I notice the covers are all the same.

That was our emblem. A young guy
named Alec Hugh Thornton volunteered
this. He just turned that out as a woodcut, so
we used it throughout. You know, pearls be-
fore swine kind of thing. [laughter] We
thought we were extremely clever. And so
there was James Yamada, a young Japanese
guy who wrote two or three excellent stories;
we had people like Evy Blum, an old girl-
friend, who was connected with the Blum
candy people in San Francisco—a very sharp
young writer; Frances Slater, the poetess, she
became fairly well known for a while; George
Eliot, who also wrote quite a bit of poetry at
the time, and was sort of thought of as the
young and up-and-coming poet; then Dean
Jeffers . ... Oh, who were some of the oth-
ers! Jordan Brotman—I don’t think he ever
went on to do much, but he was very able.
Claude Capel; Lloyd Saxton; George Leite
wrote some poetry and pieces for the thing. |
wrote some stories; oh, and Robert Barlow.

Robert Barlow, was an amazing poet; in
fact, he was something of a force in the art
world in the Bay Area. Not terribly well
known outside, but he was a glorious kind of
a poet. Strange guy. We knew him very well.
In fact, he knew Paul Radin very well. And
when Radin would hold his soirees, for a
group of people, Barlow was usually there. But
Barlow killed himself, oh, I don’t know, three
or four years later. Very unhappy guy. He had
done a lot of work in Mexico; he even had
done work on transcribing Aztec and things
of that kind, and his poetry reflected this
Mexican and South American experience. |
have noticed recently some of the small
magazines in the Bay Area, and poetry groups,

mention him. He’s something of a heroic fig-
ure of the past, pre-Beat. This was during the
days of the Bohemian movement.

Do you think the war added any energy to that
creative scene there in Berkeley, that literary
scene’?

I’'m not sure it added energy, so much as
created a whole new kind of energy. There
was a lot of, oh, what would it be, confusion,
about what was important. You know, “What
are we doing? Is this worthwhile? What kind
of crap is this we're messing around with?”
Art and poetry, literature, you know, right in
the middle of the war. And there was a lot of
that kind of feeling going on.

Was it explicit in some of the stories and litera-
ture?

Yes, I think one of my stories in one of
these issues deals with the kind of defeatist
position of the intellectual and the artist.
Who in the hell do they think they are? And
yet I couldn’t help myself—I was doing it.

And there are people like Robert
Duncan, who became a very well-known
poet, a western poet. Kenneth Rexroth in
San Francisco, whom [ didn’t know myself
personally, but saw him, and we knew his
work. He was pre-Beat, very, very hard-hit-
ting, crusty kind of poet.

Do you define the Beat generation as after World
War 117

The 1950s. Yes, I would say when the
group that came from the East . . . it was the
easterners taking over the West: Ginsburg
and Keasey, and a whole slough of people,
and City Lights bookstore, and all that—the
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Broadway/San Francisco phenomena. That
was in the 1950s. This is before, pre-Beat.

Like Josephine Miles, whom [ knew fairly
well at the time, would have groups of us over,
and we would talk poetry and writing; and
Benjamin Lehman, who was chairman, I
guess, of the English Department. He in some
way was spurring people on, he had been a
professor of Earl Lyon’s.

And, then Paul Radin—I'd almost for-
gotten him. That’s where I first got to know
him. Coming back, I had taken courses and
sat in on lectures of his as an outside exten-
sion student most of the time. [laughter] And
Radin was something of a character. I could
see why Kroeber and Lowie were askance at
him a good part of the time, because he was
a real Bohemian, and yet a very simple,
straightforward, little guy—kind of rotund
and very witty. And his wife, who was this
very large, impassive woman—we never
really knew her, we used to call her the
“Magic Mountain.” [laughter] And he would
meet groups of young people, artists. He knew
people like Varga, and, oh, I forget some of
the others, and even Miles and Barlow. He’d
have a lot of us over, and some anthropology
students, as | remember.

Later on, when I saw Radin after the war,
after I'd left going to sea, I saw him a couple
of times doing the same sort of thing. He used
to have these parties where he was one of
the first people to use finger painting—others
had been doing it, but it was not well known.
Most people didn’t know about finger paint-
ing. He’d have these parties where he’d have
finger paints and big sheets of newspaper.
And everybody would have to do finger
painting. Drink and finger paint. And then
everybody would have to pin theirs up on the
wall and talk about it. [laughter] And he
thought it was wonderful. He said it was kind
of a Rorschach test [or ink blot test—the best

known projective test in psychology] where
everybody had to see the work. Well, all that
was kind of new at the time.

Of course, | took some of Radin’s writing
to sea with me, and Kroeber’s wonderfully
strange rambling introductory text on anthro-
pology, and even Lowie’s, Primitive Society.
God, nobody reads that anymore. It was won-
derful. But three or four things of Radin’s,
the work he’d done with the Winnebago,
Crashing Thunder. I also had some of his field-

work notes somehow or other.
Oh, really?

He was very free with these things. He
would give these things out, you know. And
so all that was going on in the few weeks that
[ came back to Berkeley. It was just a pot-
pourri, a great stew, a lot of my own making.
[ had created the conditions by which I came
back and found myself. So I was torn in many
different directions about what I was going
to do. I think I thought again about declar-
ing CO and refusing to do anything, go back
to sea or anything, but staying and doing this,
you know; that I was going to stay home and
hide out and go to the mountains and write
and all that sort of thing. That was just fan-
tasy, though, because [ still wanted to go back
to sea. | wanted to become a regular seaman.

Did you find that this group you were reintegrat-
ing with in Berkeley was a . . . I mean could
you tell them your sea stories? Could you relate
your experiences to them in any kind of way
meaningful to yourself, or was it an alternate
reality?

Well, yes, we were all a very loquacious
bunch of people. And, of course, | had a lot
to say. | was loaded with stories! I was loaded
with impressions. And certain of them
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became key mantras for me, I would tell them
over and over and over again.

Kind of defining moments and . . . ?

Yes. Yes, self-defining kind of stories,
things that I had seen. Oh, yes, and every-
body had some stories, except those who
hadn’t gone anywhere, they just hung on our
words and slathered and all that. [laughter]
Or looked askance and critical about what
we were doing. Some, you know, anti-war
people, “What are you people doing? Just
don’t go.” And on the other hand, most
people, though, found what you were doing
very exciting; and you knew others doing
exciting things, so it was a highly efferves-
cent kind of time. And yet at that particular
time I was very lost. I wasn’t sure what I re-
ally wanted to do, and I was getting a little
scared about my future. When the war was
over, what was I going to do? And some of
this came from my parents and my brother,
you know, who’s a very fine guy. He wrote
me some of the most wonderful letters dur-
ing the war—very funny letters—that he
would not now admit that he had written. I
mean the wild times that he had or bragged
about or invented or whatever . . . ! [laugh-
ter] But also he kept prodding me that I
should do something that would get me some-
where when the war was over. What was |
going to do? And that worried me, and I think
it worries everybody at that age, you know.
Somebody looking you in the eye and say-
ing, “What are you going to do with your
life?” [laughter] And you haven’t the slight-
est idea what you really can do with your life.
You don’t know what you want. And so all
that yeasting was going on. But we, Doris and
[, managed to put the second edition of New
Rejections together, and there were a lot of
people around who were sort of part of this

operation. And we got it out, but I guess Doris
had to distribute it later after I left.

[t was in many ways overwhelming.
Everything was happening at once, it seemed
to us, to me. It was a terribly stimulating, and
terribly distracting kind of environment,
coming back to where we’d been. And the
whole world was distracting and excited at
the time.

My friend, Pershing, as I had forgotten,
actually had come back from his experience
trying to be in the tank destroyer corps or
whatever and was working for the Sonora
Duaily. So he got some newspaper work before
he went back to Fresno State. And a number
of old girlfriends . .. I had letters from
Virginia Hess and other wonderfully intelli-
gent women at the time. | always wondered
what happened to some of them. One of them
married me. [laughter]

That was the beginning actually, not of
the women’s movement, but of a very sharp,
aggressive, intellectualization among certain
young women, as a new breed. They had been
there at the turn of the century, in the 1920s
and 1930s, but the war brought this out—a
great deal of independence.

Doris Woodhouse was one. She was a
marvelous woman, terribly able and bright,
and she was determined to do everything that
was not the right thing to do for young
women: she swore, and she sometimes
smoked a cigar, and she did this, and she did
that. But she was also a very wonderful, rich
kind of a person, who did a wonderful job, in
fact, of putting our magazine together.

And Frances Clark, whom I had known
when [ was in junior college in Modesto and
kept in touch with later; and Pershing kept
in touch with her. Another very bright, mar-
velously sarcastic and ironic woman. I always
wondered if she lived past thirty; she must
have been a magnificent older woman, if she
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ever managed to get past thirty. She was
pretty wild and wooly.

And Ruthie Haugen whom I'd known
when [ was in Camp Tallawanda. She and |
kept a correspondence, and her parents had
a place up at Lake Tahoe. And Bobbie Jean
Miller, whom Kathy knew very well and
stayed with in Modesto. And the
Phillipsborns, whom I continued to see. They
were very important to me in many ways.

Where were you living? Where did you stay?

[ lived around with different people, and
[ think I stayed in my old digs up on Ridge
Road where I had stayed as a student.

OK. So you still had that?

Well, different people that I had
known—Pershing at one point, Phil
Hoffman, and a couple other people had lived
there. So the old landlady, when I came up,
you know, always found me a way to have a
bed or something. And that was one place |
stayed. Different people; I stayed with friends.

Later that year when I came back, I stayed
with the Millers where Kathy was staying,
and then she and I got to know each other
very, very well at that point. And that was
really the beginning of a relationship, really.
Before that we just knew each other and
dated occasionally. But that was pretty heavy.
That was a little later.

Then, of course, now I had to do some-
thing about going to sea. At the same time,
while all of this was going on, I was living for
a while being the Bohemian. I say Bohemian
now, not in the antique sense, but in the sense
of the avant-garde Bohemian set. I don’t
know if we had any other name for what was
going on in the writing and art world of the
Bay Area at that time. It was very lively. But

they weren’t Beats—you know, the Beat gen-
eration was later. But [ use Bohemian in that
sense; | mean something of an avant-garde

group.

Well, analogous to the West Bank in Paris
and . . .?

Well, in a way, but not that grand. But,
yes, | guess they considered themselves like,
you know, Greenwich Village.

Taos?

Taos? Oh, yes, excepting those places had
a rather grander image. [ mean the Berkeley
and San Francisco scene was not quite as fully
developed as all that. But these people there
were very talented, doing a lot of work.

Weell, it was more youthful and untested or what-
ever, but . . . .

Yes, well, not any more youthful; there
just wasn’t that much going on. It was the
West Coast, and there were some very good
people there and good work coming out of
it, but it hadn’t really . . . it wasn’t really a
“scene,” in that sense, yet.

Did you have a feeling, when you were there,
that you were part of something new that was
developing, or had Berkeley already acquired an
aura of being conducive to the new and avant-
garde?

Well, Berkeley had always been that, on
the West Coast and particularly for a lot of
the rural characters like me, coming because
it was twelve dollars a semester at the time if
you were from California. [laughter] I mean
you were coming to the metropolis and to
the center of learning and of knowledge and
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of excitement. And everything was happen-
ing. And to have that as a university, it
was . . . . Berkeley, as a wonderful university
town in those days, had that image. But it
was also connected with San Francisco and
the work that was going on there. So the Bay
Area had a certain panache in that sense. But
[ don’t have enough objectivity at this point,
looking back, to know to what degree that
was a special phenomenon.

Well, were there other people who had started

literary magazines like you did or . . . ?

[ don’t recall whether early Ferlinghetti
and others were putting out magazines. Cer-
tainly things were being published and
distributed in presses. But, you know, I don’t
know if there had been previous Bay Area
magazines. There must have been, but I don’t
know.

And people like Josephine Miles, and,
well, Duncan was too young then, but she
was a noted West Coast poetess, poet—used
to say “poetess.” Isn’t that interesting? There
are no “poetesses” and “actresses” anymore!
[laughter] They’re poets and actors, and that’s
good. But, no, I don’t recall.

So when George had this idea of starting
a magazine with a number of others, it was
really one of the first magazines that I know
of out of central California or northern
California, anyway, that began to have a
national, international standing as a small
magazine. Do you know of any other literary
magazines in the Bay Area then?

Kd: No, that was one of the earlier . . . .

Well, I really don’t know. I don’t know
whether the Bay Area was considered to have
a degree of standing as an “art scene” at that
time, like you know, Taos, sort of like Green-

wich Village, or the West Bank. The people
who were there felt that way, but that doesn’t
mean that they . . . .

Well, it'd be interesting to know if it was consid-
ered amecca for young, aspiring, creative people
that wanted to go someplace where there was this
sort of ferment. You make it sound very exciting.

It was. It was full by people who had
aspirations.

Kd: Well, quite well-known people came

out of it, like Phillip Rexroth and Everson
and. ...

Oh, Everson! Right. I knew him very
well. He later became Father Antonias.

Kd: Yes, but I mean he was quite a well-
known poet.

In fact, I think we have some of his poems
in the early magazines.

Kd: We did. [ remember that.

Yes. There were a lot of people there. We
were talking about whether or not it was con-
sidered to be a special scene that . . . .

Kd: Well, obviously it was, because it did
produce a number of people.

But like the Beat generation period in the
1950s.

Kd: Yes, it was before that.
Yes. It didn’t have that kind of . . .

Kd: Didn’t have the national focus and
publicity.
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That focus, the focus of being a center,
with all of the publicity and excitement of
the Beat generation. It was pre-that. There
was a lot of stuff going on, but it hadn’t con-
gealed, I don’t think. A lot of things
developed later. I think with Circle, George
Leite brought some kind of early pre-Beat
focus to the Bay Area—that’s true for writ-
ing, anyway. But in 1942, this was not even a
glimmer yet in our eyes.

There were artists like Giacomo Patri,
whose work we got in New Rejections—a very
well-known artist around there at that time.
Varga on the coast.... Oh, and Henry

Miller had now begun to make his mark. I
read everything that he had written. I was
very impressed by Miller’s work and, of course
Joyce’s work. I have mentioned Robinson
Jeffers and Aldous Huxley. Those are the sort
of works that I was all involved with at the
time, plus many others.

Now, anthropology—ryou asked what I
took to sea: Kroeber’s textbook, some works
of Lowie, Radin, and Herskovits. Herskovits’s
Myth of the Negro Past had just come out, and
[ was very taken by that, and it had a great
effect on me later on.
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HILE ALL THIS mishmash was
going on in 1941 and 1942 [ had
had these three or four or five

thickly larded weeks of confusion, and I was
torn in different directions. I had to get back
to sea or do something else. So I began spend-
ing time at the SUP hall, the Sailors Union
of the Pacific, in San Francisco. I've asked
myself since why I didn’t check in at the
National Maritime Union at the time, which
[ later, for reasons we’ll talk about, became a
member of. But I think it’s because the Sailors
Union was the best known at the time. It’s
the one that, when I was seventeen or eigh-
teen, | had gone to, to try to ship out.

The National Maritime Union really was
a very young union. It started in the East in
1937 or 1938. And I’'m not even sure what
kind of a hall they had in the early 1940s.
They were there, but I just don’t remember
being aware of them. All I know is that the
Sailors Union had been the one that people
that I knew sailed, had gone out from.

Including George Leite, right?

BAck TO SEA

Well, I don’t know if he went through
the SUP. He may have gone non-union; I
have no idea. He was shipping out on some
god-awful old freighters. He may have just
shipped on anything available, through any
crimp on the water front. [ don’t know.

But the SUP would have been the one
that everybody knew about. The crew on the
ship I was on [Bret Harte] was Sailors Union
of the Pacific. And I had heard a lot from
the old-timers about the early struggles not
only of their union, but of Andrew Furuseth,
the old leader of the SIU, and then later of
the Sailors Union; he became really the
founder of the Sailors Union of the Pacific. |
heard about his struggles with the ship own-
ers and his impact upon Congress and
legislation. He was a very old Norwegian
guy—came over as a kid, as an immigrant,
and became a major American labor leader—
quite a remarkable figure. Later on, I became
aware of his conservative right-wing views,
not only about politics but his anti-commu-
nist position. He was not very strong on
integration. Nevertheless, he was a great
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labor leader. And unfortunately the mantle
of Furuseth was passed on to Harry
Lundeberg, who was probably, in my view,
one of the more corrupt influences on the
labor movement on the West Coast. But he
was proclaimed as the heir to Andy Furuseth,
which is a lie. But I have my own beef with
Harry Lundeberg on a different matter.
[laughter]

So, anyway, | got my union card and my
number. It was a very early number because
there weren’t many members.

So it wasn’t hard to do, I mean, once you went

in the hall?

No, it wasn’t hard to get into the union
because they wanted to grow. Well, it wasn’t
that easy. | had already been to sea; that
helped. I mean you had to go to sea as an
ordinary seaman or something to get a card
or be tried out or whatever. I forget ... you
had to go to the “school” for a length of
time—wasn’t a school—it was kind of a get-
together with old-timers showing you how
to splice a line and telling you what to do on
deck, which was very useful. But I'd already
done that, so I just went perfunctorily. But I
got my card, and I knew I had to go. Around
the turn of the year, the period that I began
to know Kathy very well, I began to go to a
hall. You have to go and wait for your num-
ber to be called. You are in a line. That’s the
union hall dispatcher’s job really to line up
people in terms of when they applied to come
to take a ship. And you have to be there when
the ship is called and your number is called,
or you miss out.

And go to the bottom of the line again?

You go to the bottom of the list, unless
you have some very good excuse, or you left

anote in advance that you can’t be there. So
[ began to go to the hall, and my number got
closer and closer and closer. And finally, I
guess it was early January . . . .

What were you classified as, or would you have
been classified at this point?

Well, at this point I was an ordinary sea-
man. In fact, I didn’t know much more than
that, but knew a lot more than before I took
that cadet trip. Two trips later I was an able
seaman, so I moved up rather quickly, which
[ was happy about. But I started as an ordi-
nary seaman.

So I began to hang around the hall. I got
a lot of the feeling of what shipping out was
like from the hall, met a lot of people that I
later would ship with. I think I met Bob
Nelson on the ship that I took, the Mahi
Mahi, or maybe the John B. Floyd later. But,
anyway, the ship that came up was the Mahi
Mahi. It was an old, dirty, long scow, with three
or four hatches. And it was docked out at
the Crockett Sugar Refinery—or was that
Spreckels?

So this is not a liberty ship.

No. It was a big old tub, a rust bucket. It
was a true, for sure rust bucket.

An old freighter?

An old freighter, and it really was a sugar
boat. It made the run back and forth to
Honolulu from the Spreckels refinery in
Crockett, in the bay, and sugar would be
brought back. It looked to me like a thou-
sand booms when [ got out there. It had four
hatches. It was a big ship, and it had booms
that looked like a cockroach on its back. An
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enormous ship. And you had to go through
this big Spreckels sugar warehouse.

Kd: It wasn’t called Spreckels. It was C
& H or something like that.

C & H... well, now it is, but I don’t
know what it was then. I'm not sure what
company owned it.

Kd: I think it was Crocker.

Well, yes, I can’t find that I have the
name of the company and whether it was
even the sugar company that owned the ship.
But, anyway, it was really a rust bucket. There
was so much rust on it, it looked like it'd been
painted in red lead. And you went through
this great big warehouse—and most of it is
still there—the sugar warehouse and the
offices along the docks there at Crockett. A
cavernous place. And I went through there
and thought, “Oh, my god! Where am I go-
ing? What is happening?” Had my seabag, and
[ got aboard the ship. And it was like being
thrown back fifty years and going to sea.

There were two or three ships that [ was
on that were of this ilk. Another one, which
[ will mention later, was the SS Alvarado, the
ship that went faster backwards than forwards
whenever there was a current. [laughter] But
the Mahi Mabhi, this great, sluggish, rusty
scow—the quarters were in keeping. They
were the grungiest, dankest, darkest. It looked
like a ship that should have been part of the
mothball fleet—the ones that they took up
and left for years at anchor, you know, at
Suisun Bay or something, and ships that had
never gone anyplace. [ see now that it was a
Matson ship, one of the Matson discards. A
lot of ships that would have been torn apart
for scrap or taken to the graveyards, as we

call them, were running at that time because
there was a shortage of ships. So this was one
of those.

And I remember it with a kind of affec-
tion now, but I was horrified when I went
aboard. “Is this where I'm going to live? Is
this what I’'m going to do?” And we didn’t
know really where we were going, but every-
body thought it would be Honolulu. And,
since it had been a sugar tramp, taking sugar
from Hawaii, it was infested with billions of
cockroaches of various kinds. There were
tribes of cockroaches of various sizes and
varieties. And the little ones were the most
offensive; the big ones would just scurry
around like mice, and they’d stay out of your
way. But these little ones seemed almost fear-
less, except that they had a way with them.
[laughter] You’d come into the mess room,
particularly at night, and turn on the light in
the mess room, and the whole room seemed
to be alive. The whole room would move—
the walls, the floor, everything. You had
vertigo! You felt that the world was moving
around you. It was these millions of little,
half-inch to inch-long kind of an orange-gray,
orangy-looking cockroach, with very long
feelers. And they could scamper; they would
tumble over each other. And there were
waves of them; they’d go in waves.

They'd got into the corners, and you’d
see them pushing through little holes and
cracks and pockets, and a lot of them going
into the galley and into the food, and you
couldn’t control them. I don’t recall whether
any of the measures that were usually taken
on ships worked on that ship at all. They were
so deeply entrenched . . . this was their turf.
That ship had become their turf. And, of
course, there was enough sugar around in the
cracks and everywhere, so that they were
quite healthy.
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Did they get into your clothes and your sleeping
quarters?

Oh, oh! That was another tribe that was
in the fo'c’s’le. They were the larger ones, the
black ones. And I remember waking up some-
time in my bunk and looking to my side and
seeing one of these large cockroaches with
feelers pointed at me, feeling in my direction.
There was one that I got to know. It would
come every time [ was in my bunk. It would
come and look at me, and his feelers would
point. It obviously had some kind of nest
nearby. And I couldn’t bring myself to kill
that one, though we killed thousands. But
that one somehow or other, I had a feeling it
was a mascot of some sort, because it never
bothered me. It never came onto my bunk or
touched me, but it went along the ledge along
the bunk. And it would stop and then face
me. | knew it was aware of me. Of course, we
had all kinds of stories of cockroaches suck-
ing at the corners of your lips and your eyes
when you’re asleep. You know, we’d tell these
horror stories, and we’d be told these horror
stories. But this one never seemed to bother
me. [t was just going about its business, but it
was aware of my existence.

So it was that kind of a ship. And very
quickly, as I got aboard, I realized that it was
going to be a very special trip—my first trip
as a legitimate seaman, ordinary seaman. And
it was also an interesting crew. They were
mostly old-timers. For some reason or other,
a lot of them had made that run—they called
it the sugar run or the Hawaiian run—and
they had worked on the ships with that com-
pany. And they were mostly Norwegians and
Swedes, and that’s where I learned about the
great historical lore about Norwegian and
Swedish seamen, and their reaction to each
other, and I heard that wonderful song that

the Norwegian seamen used to sing, [with
accent] “Twenty thousand Swedes run
through the weeds, chased by one lone
Norwegian!” [laughter] And the Swedes
aboard had other things, but they were
quieter. The Swedes were more morose and
sullen and quiet, and the Norwegians were
loud and aggressive. And they would speak
of that as showing the difference between
Sweden and Norway. You know, Norway was
being overrun by the Germans, so the
Swedes would make comments about the
Norwegians, who gave up their land to the
Germans, and never fought back, and all that
sort of thing; the Swedes had something to
answer for, too, and certainly the Danes and
the Finns. [ got into that.

Well, were there American seamen who were
signed on?

Oh, yes, most of them were, but some of
them were naturalized, they were immigrants
or from recently immigrated families, living
in pockets of America where they could
pretty well maintain their identities, you
know, and their accents.

Did you hearken back to your oun Swedish roots?

Oh, yes. Oh, I was very much involved
thinking of my Swedish grandpa, who would
have understood these guys very well. They
talked a lot together in either Norwegian or
Swedish to one another. So there was a sec-
tor of the crew like that, and then a lot of
motley seamen from various backgrounds—
a Filipino or two, which surprised me, because
the SUP was very racist.

But everybody on that ship was a member of this
union?
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On deck. But the Marine Cooks and
Stewards was another union on the water-
front. And they were still pretty much white
or Filipino. I think that the steward’s gang
was mostly Filipino. And then there were the
firemen, the marine firemen, and the black
gang, and that was another union. And all
these gangs were mostly white at that time.
But the Marine Cooks and Stewards and the
Marine Firemen were beginning to become
very closely aligned with the National Mari-
time Union, becoming more left in their
orientation. And so when you found blacks—
not Filipinos, they had been around for some
time in those unions—or Indians or any other
ethnic group, you'd usually find them in those
other unions, not in the SUP.

[ don’t remember ever sailing with a mi-
nority on the deck gang when I was in SUP.
That began to bother me a great deal, par-
ticularly because the National Maritime
Union was beginning to get literature aboard
the ships, and there was a lot of propaganda.

So it’s the way the unions worked, though, they
would monopolize one particular ship, or the ship
would have a contract with a particular union?

Oh, yes, yes. Matson certainly had to be
SUP, but certain companies were SUP; cer-
tain companies were NMU. And certain of
the jobs were one union or the other. The
electricians, the radio operators, the Masters,
Mates and Pilots, and all that were different
unions. But, yes, the union had contracts with

the company. The SUP had the deck gangs;
Ordinary seamen through A.B.’s and bosuns.

What's a bosun?
A boatswain, the sort of leader of the deck

gang, yes, the work leader of the gang. Like a
mate on the bridge—just below the third

mate was the bosun. And they were union
guys, too. They were men who had gone to
sea for some time and could handle deck
gangs. So on that trip I got a real taste of being
amember of a crew, and this was an extremely
varied, interesting crew.

[ don’t think there was a gun crew on that
ship. It was scheduled for Hawaii, and on your
discharge paper they called it “coast-wise” in
those days; Hawaii was considered part of a
coast-wise run, for whatever nefarious pur-
poses the war shipping administration had.

So the ship took off, and as I remember,
when we left bay, we were plugging along at,
[ think, probably six or seven knots, you
know, just barely moving. And I remember
the pilot joking about it. I was at the wheel,
[ remember, and I was very concerned be-
cause | wasn’t that knowledgeable, and [ was
getting my first taste of being at the wheel
with a pilot, you know, going out. You really
had to be quick, because you got all these
orders, you know, “Two degrees starboard and
four degrees . . . .” (I'm trying to think, some-
times the pilots would just say “left and right.”
Some of these things I'm forgetting. I think
sometimes it'd be “left wheel,” “right wheel.”)
Then you had to answer. But going out the
Golden Gate, I had this wonderful feeling of,
“My, gosh, here [ am at the wheel of a great
ship . .. this rust bucket!” [laughter]

[laughter] Full of cockroaches!

Full of cockroaches and a very mixed
crew. And [ don’t even remember what cargo
or if we had cargo going over. We were going
to bring sugar back. We must have had cargo,
because it was right after Pearl Harbor. I
vaguely recall trucks and jeeps and things of
that kind, some of them on deck, but it’s too
long ago for me to remember. We had some
sort of cargo, 'm sure.
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[ had this marvelous feeling, “At last, here
[ am, an ordinary seaman, member of a crew,
and I'm going through the Golden Gate, you
know, out under the new bridge.” And the
pilot gave me orders, and I was very, very alert
and worried that | was going to make a mis-
take. I didn’t, though. Because if you make a
mistake, they just call somebody out and,
“Get your ass off this bridge,” you know. Parti-
cularly a pilot, because they are very
concerned about rocks and reefs and things
of that kind.

So off we went. And it took a long time.
[ forget how long, but it was an ungodly time
to get to Hawaii, because like the Alvarado
later, but not quite as bad, we were lucky to
make ten knots. And that is very slow even
for a freighter. And most of the time we were
doing six and seven, and that, you know, is
just. ..

Well, what's an average speed for . . . ?

Well, it depends on the type of vessel,
and in those days if you could do twelve
knots, that was pretty good. Some could go
more; some could do fourteen knots or some-
thing—new ships. A good new liberty might
do that in good seas. But, you know, ten to
twelve knots was cruising speed in good
weather.

So you were lucky to do ten.

Oh, I think we were doing six or seven. |
mean that Alvarado would do two and three,
and then sometimes it was a minus two and
three if there was a current. [laughter] You’d
move out with the coastline, and you’d
see . ...

Going backwards! Things moving this way in-
stead of this way! [laughter]

So those are the slow scows. And yet it
was an interesting trip because it took a long
time, and, oh, the food was terrible. I don’t
know what was wrong, it must have been the
company. Everything was bad on that ship,
but it was a good, interesting crew, so we got
to know each other.

Particularly the Norwegians and the
Swedes were always at each other, joking and/
or getting angry, and arguing politics. And
then, of course, there was an awful lot of
union talk, a lot of union history. One of the
guys had known Andrew Furuseth very well.
(I think Furuseth died in the 1930s.)

And, oh, there was a lot of talk about the
labor struggles on the front, all the way to
the early 1920s and the turn of the century,
and the role of the SIU [Seafarers Interna-
tional Union], and of the dirty commies—a
lot of anti-communist talk because the SUP
was a very conservative union. However,
there were a lot of Wobblies and radicals. One
thing, when you talk about the left wing, you
have to include the radical left or the Wobbly
left, the anarchist left. A lot of that. And
people, you know . . . there was one of those
guys again who was throwing things over side.
[ mean it was the thing to do if you were mad;
and particularly if you were on a rust bucket,
an old scow.

Did you have to guard your books?

No. They wouldn’t mess around with
shipmates. [laughter] Just anything to do with
the company, the damn company.

And blacks were referred to as “shines,” |
remember. And [ used to get very, very
thoughtful and upset about the fact that if
you said anything against that, you were con-
sidered a nigger-lover right away.

Is that a slur on shiny skin or shoe shiningor . . . ?
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“Shines” ... your guess is as good as
mine. Yes, yes, shoe shine boys shined . . .
and ‘nigs,” you know, and ‘Japs.” Well, I had
had so many Japanese friends, I never during
the war was at ease with the colloquialism of
“Jap” for Japanese. And I would try to avoid
the term, but to say “Japanese” among people
who were using the word “Jap,” immediately
putsyou . ... So I would use all kinds of cir-
cumlocutions, so as not to have to name the
people from Japan. [laughter] Just, you know,
“Those people are over there,” or something.
And I found I was very uneasy about this.

In fact, my growing unease about that
eventually led me to the NMU. And I re-
member reading a lot of the NMU literature
on discrimination. It was in 1943, 1944 when
it began coming aboard our ships. A lot of it
was Communist Party literature.

Was it aboard that ship? The literature?

There were always some pamphlets. And
sometimes they were just left in the mess
room, and . .. the “sneaky commies,” you
know! “Oh, look what somebody left here.”
[laughter] And if somebody really felt strongly
about it, they would take them and throw
them over side. But every now and then
somebody would hoard a few just for read-
ing, out of curiosity, and I had a few.

And there were a number of excellent
pamphlets—in fact, | own some of them; |
saved some of them—which were war pro-
paganda and union propaganda. Some of it
was just straightforward trade union policy
and positions. And the ones on discrimina-
tion were to me very interesting, the
movement to integrate ships that gained
momentum all during the 1940s, and came
to a head really in 1945, 1946, and during

the CMU [Committee for Maritime Unity]
strike, the big maritime strike. And I would

think about our own crew: why was there not
even one black on board or even one dark-
skinned Hispanic, you know, a Filipino or
anybody? We used to be referred to as the
“lily white” union. We were the “lily whites.”
And so that all was coming together in my
mind on that trip, and I did a hell of a lot of
reading. | wasn’t reading any Marxist litera-
ture except these pamphlets, which, by the
way, gave me the name of being a hard-hat
Marxist later on. I find I didn’t have much
theory, but I had read a lot of propaganda—
picked up my left-wing views the hardhat
way. [laughter] Which was nice. [t was never
meant to be an insult. But [ was thinking like
a Marxist, | suppose, long before I ever be-
came one or read seriously. Even though at
school just before the war, I had begun to
explore this literature, it wasn’t really the clas-
sical Marxist literature. It was a little bit more
of the periphery of the literature.

Also, it must not have had any relevance to what
you were doing until you had this experience at
sed.

Yes, well, lots of relevance then, because
[ was anti-war and anti-fascist and knew
people who were, and probably some people
who were Marxist and communist. And [ was
pro-labor and all that, so | had been familiar
with those ideas and movements, but they
had not really registered in me. Actually, it’s
very hard for me to reassemble in detail that
period, excepting I think my political views,
if they could be called that, were more sort
of a general socialist orientation to events. |
had an anti-capitalist as well as anti-fascist
view. It was in my mind at the time, along
with many people that I knew, that fascism
or national socialism, was an extreme ver-
sion of capitalism, so we were sympathetic,
at least, to not only the Soviet Union, but to
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left movements throughout the world. In
China—to the growing mood of the com-
munists in China—not just because they
were communists at that time but because
the kind of things they were struggling for
seemed to be meaningful and reasonable to
me. And certainly the Spanish Civil War had
awakened that in me and in many, many
others. And by the way, many seamen, par-
ticularly in the National Maritime Union,
which [ didn’t know at the time, had gone to
fight with the Lincoln Brigade, made up
mainly of Americans; and many of them were
American seamen.

This was not necessarily something that
the members of the SUP that [ knew felt very
friendly about. That was, to them, a commu-
nist thing. However, that’s unfair, because a
lot of the sort of Wobblyesque, anarchistic,
and old trade-union men with that orienta-
tion were rebellious characters. They were, |
would say, radical. They didn’t have a par-
ticular political philosophy, but they were
radicals, and they had usually supported any-
thing that seemed to be radical. But somehow
or other communism had been already made
into a very special kind of threat in American
life, so that they always put that aside: That
is a special kind of enemy and problem. But
then they would praise a lot of people who
did things like that, and certainly destroying
company property was one of the great, heroic
things that one could do. That, of course,
caricatures them. That’s not fair, because
some of them were very thoughtful, think-
ing union men—thinking more in terms of
labor struggles than in terms of broader
political struggles.

Now, as [ remember, when I took this trip,
that probably was one of the worst periods in
the Pacific and of the war not only in the
Pacific, but generally. This was when
Rommel pretty well overran North Africa

and was going into Egypt. And the Germans
had attacked Stalingrad, which, of course,
was an important thing among the far Left
in the country, and to me, being a kind of, |
suppose, inadvertent fellow traveler at the
time, along with others: those Russians had
suffered so, and were putting up a great fight
at Leningrad, and then at Stalingrad . . ..
And there was a kind of admiration for how
plucky they were against enormous odds.

The siege of Stalingrad was a very im-
portant event at that time. It was a kind of
emblematic moment in the war, so that a lot
of people who were anti-Soviet and anti-
communist felt very positive about the
Russians at the time.

Also, there were a lot of ships sinking all
through the Atlantic, particularly in the Gulf
of Mexico and in the Northwest Coast area
in Alaska. Then there was that period of the
lend-lease. Of course, seamen looked upon
that in the seamen’s unions very favorably,
because this meant more ships had to be
manned to take the lend-lease materials to
Europe, excepting for the fact that Roosevelt
had made the agreement mainly with
Churchill, and that there was a lot of anti-
British feeling, as I remember at that time,
among seamen and probably elsewhere, too.
[laughter] “Those dirty limeys. Oh, those lime
suckers, for god sakes, what right do they got?
There they sit over there with their kings,
you know, and millions of dollars, and they
haven’t done a goddamn thing. Germany
ought to bomb the hell out of them.” It was
not pro-German feeling, but, you know, it
was such anti-British feeling, a “nuke ’em”
kind of view. [laughter]

Not everybody. There was an element
that felt this way, because there had been this
long period of the 1930s during the Depres-
sion, when England was considered to be not
necessarily our friend, you know. And dur-
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ing the period of American withdrawal from
conflict, isolationism, and all that, in which
the early British requests for aid prior to the
war were looked upon as handouts: the
British were demanding something, and, “To
hell with them,” kind of thing. There was a
lot of that sort of feeling. But all sorts of things
were going on.

[ guess the attack on Pearl Harbor shifted
everything, so that, at least on the West Coast
and among West Coast seamen and those in
the Pacific, where I spent most of my time,
the major concern was what was going on
with Japan. And Japan, by that time had not
only taken on the Philippines but a good part
of sections of southeast Asia and were mov-
ing in on all the islands of the Pacific. They
were not only pushing us back, but making it
difficult for us to even move in those areas,
all the way up to the Aleutians and China.
There was an enormous range of Japanese
control. So that was our concern. I mean,
“What in the hell are the Japs doing?” And
that word again, the “Japs,” you know. But
that’s what it was—the Japs, the squint eyes.
Squint eyes. “Hey, those squints.” The collo-
quialisms were rampant about the enemy. We
didn’t have as many about Europe and the
Germans . .. except for the limeys, the
goddamn limeys. [laughter]

Who were allies?

[laughter] Who were our allies? The
“Huns,” that was like the First World War—
the Huns and the Nazis and the wops. But
those were distant.

People on the West Coast were follow-
ing all this, but the real concern was what
was going on to the west, in the Pacific. Japan
had been extremely successful that first year
or so. [t wasn’t until the end of 1943 and 1944
that the United States began to move them

back—Guadalcanal. In fact, in late 1943
there was a great flap and headlines about
“Merchant Marine Refuses to Unload Ships
at Guadalcanal.” I mean terrible stories, that
there had been some incident where the
merchant marine seamen taking cargo down
to Guadalcanal during an encounter had re-
fused to remove the cargo, and that the
marines had had to do it. It was in all the
papers. [t turned out to be a complete fiction.

Oh, by the way, I think merchant marine
trade unionists were very aware that every
effort was being made in the American press
todiminish . . . demean the role of merchant
seamen. Now and then you’d get a praising
editorial somewhere about the heroic mer-
chant marines losing two thousand men out
of six thousand and all that. But for the most
part, it was this business, “Here’s our glorious
navy, the men in uniform, fighting the war,
and the merchant marine making all the
money.”

But of course, we weren’t. I mean there
have been studies made. We were making
much less than any navy person of equal rank.
And [ mean the most I ever took home was
two hundred dollars a month, and that was
because we had risk pay for being in the war
zones. For those brief periods we were in the
war zone, your pay was double. Well, I never
made more than nineteen hundred, two
thousand a year—that’s sailing all year round.
Our hourly rate has been calculated at thirty-
four cents. [laughter] And on and on. We
didn’t get any death benefits like the navy
did. We didn’t get allotments sent home to
our families, and certainly didn’t—though we
were supposed to—get the GI bill when the
war was over. Every attempt was being made
by the right wing and Congress to discredit
the merchant marine. [ was aware of this at
the time—this was before any kind of special
political orientation, ideologic orientation.
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[ was aware, along with everybody else, that
the merchant marine—because we were
union men—every attempt at the beginning
of the war had been made to make us part of
the armed services.

Completely militarize it, right?

Yes, so that there would be control. And
the unions fought that and said, “You’ll have
to take the union along with the men who
are skilled to work on these ships, or you
won’t have them.” But the efforts to under-
mine the merchant marine were well
orchestrated, and this newspaper story was
an example. This was a completely fictional,
false thing. Within three or four months
marines down in Guadalcanal, marine gen-
erals, came back and reported the story about
refusing to unload ships was false; it hadn’t
happened; that actually the reverse had hap-
pened. The merchant mariners had unloaded
ships under fire, they were on shore when
they didn’t have to be, and that was the re-
verse that had been reported. So that scandal,
the great Guadalcanal scandal, was some-
thing all of us talked about there in late 1943.
[ mean, this is the way it is, and this is going
to happen to us. They’re going to ignore . . .
if we get hit or something we’re, all going to
be called cowards and shirkers, anyway.

Well, now, I know you didn’t have a gun crew
on the Mahi Mahi, but when you were on ships
that had gun crews, including the Bret Harte,
were the relations between the navy gun crews

and the deck hands . . . ?

Usually very good. I mean, actually, they
were just considered to be a special comple-
ment on the ship, and they usually had their
own mess and their own quarters. Usually . . .
[ guess it was aft; the gun crew quarters were

aft on liberty ships in a special part way back
in the stern. They had nice quarters, some-
times better than ours. And although they
kept together a lot, there was a lot of inter-
action.

They would come in our mess rooms, and
we’d play cards and talk and listen to the re-
ports from Sparks, and all that sort of thing.
And usually they were young kids, very young
kids. This is wartime; these are kids, fifteen,
sixteen, seventeen years old, you know! We
never had any trouble with them that I can
remember. But there was a whole lot of jok-
ing about navy, and navy versus merchant
marine. There was that kind of bantering that
went on all the time: That it took ten navy
men to do what one merchant marine sailor
did. And alongside a navy ship, these great
big ships next to us, with a hundred men on
deck, and we’d have three, you know, taking
in the line. And then we’d call back and
forth, you know, “Do you need any help?”
[laughter| There was a lot of that. But  don’t
remember any nasty feelings; they were there,
I’'m sure, at times, but I don’t recall.

So this sort of campaign, you see, being placed
at a higher level?

But at home in the media and in Congress
Later on, with Senator Case
the Case bill prevented us from getting the
GI bill on the basis that we were not trust-
worthy; we might turn the guns of the United
States upon the United States. | mean abso-
lutely ridiculous and horrible kinds of things:
“They’re all communists, all scruffy charac-
ters, the lost of the world,” and, “We don’t
need them in the armed forces.” But all dur-
ing the war we were in the armed forces. We
were part of it. But the tension was because
we also had a separate, independent union
organization. That was the tension; that we

we were . ...
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could demand things. We couldn’t get them,
but we could demand them independently,
and we had a more relaxed kind of discipline,
and all that sort of thing. And then the myth
of our high wages, because now and then in
the Murmansk Run, for example, somebody
would make very high wages for being under
fire for weeks at a time; and their wages would
double. Nevertheless, the same person on a
navy ship was sending home extra allotments,
and if he got killed, his family got eleven
thousand dollars, and the merchant marine
was . ...

Got nothing, right?

There was, I think, a five-thousand-dollar
behest of some kind. But I mean none of these
extra things applied to us, you see. But then,
of course, the idea was, we were making a
great deal of money; we were a bunch of shirk-
ers; and draft dodgers . . . .

Almost like pirates taking advantage of the . . . .

Exactly. Yes. And, also, that we were
stealing from the ships. A lot of that hap-
pened, but I saw much more organized
stealing going on on the part of the army and
navy in ports that we went to. I mean big-
time, big-time racketeer kind of stealing. And
no merchant marine could actually have
swung the kind of deal as someone with a
uniform on, being able to re-direct trucks,
whole truckloads of cigarettes, as I saw later.
And so that was going on. There was a hell
of a lot of graft going on. There were fortunes
made abroad during the war; I don’t think
anybody has talked about that very much.

[ saw it with my own eyes, and everybody
knew that certain people in the army were
making fortunes ashore and stowing it away.
So, sure, there was pilfering going on. [laugh-

ter] I mean pilfering is in the nature of the
American way.

It’s just capitalism, right?

As a matter of fact, [ got a letter from my
mother that she had read about some sea-
man who had been put in jail in, I don’t know,
Portland or somewhere like that for stealing
blankets off of ships. He got three or four
years, and my mother wrote and said, “Do be
careful. Don’t take anything! Look what they
do!”

Well, I had done it! And others that I was
with, we never left a ship without something
like a good, heavy wool blanket to put in our
seabag, or those table cloths—on that Dutch
ship I was on—those wonderful, white,
damask table cloths that had come from the
days of the passenger ships. And they were
all beautifully brand-new, folded, never used,
but they were in the ship stores. All of us
took two or three of those; I took more than
that. Well, that was enough to put me in jail
for ten years, if anybody wanted to make
something out of it.

Pilfering, petty pilfering, was the nature
of the game. You never even thought about
it. In fact, toward the end of the war, when
the Seabees and the soldiers were coming
back, and we were bringing them back from
all kinds of god-forsaken holes in the Pacific,
when they got near shore, they started to take
off all of their clothes—the most wonderful
Seabee jackets and heavy, woolen pants and
socks and shoes. Some were throwing them
over the side; others were just throwing them
in the hold or leaving them in the various
quarters that they had. And when they all
left, here was the crew looking at mountains
of wonderful clothing that was going to go
probably to what became part of all those
surplus stores, years after the war. Of course,
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we took those. I mean I took all I could
handle, all I could carry or wear on me.
[laughter]| I wore them for years at sea. Won-
derful clothes. So, sure, that was going on.

But what did the press say? “The mer-
chant seamen are a bunch of thieves,
commies, anti-American, thisa