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PROLOGUE 

The date was Sunday, October 31, 1926. 
The setting was the two-lane Golden State Highway linking southern California with the San 

Joaquin Valley. 
In an Essex touring car northbound on the road that day were two young men starting on an 

adventure that lasted 20 years for one of them.  They were on their way from Pasadena to the 
little town of Selma (pop. 3,158) 15 miles south of Fresno, then, as now, the metropolis of the 
valley.  In the rear seat of the car were their personal belongings, including some books, an 
unabridged dictionary, a typewriter, and an assortment of boxes and suitcases. 

It took eight hours in those days to cover the slightly more than 200 miles.  There were three 
main obstacles to faster travel: the motor vehicle itself, the two-lane busy highway and the old, 
winding Ridge Route over the Tehachapi Mountains.  When a car got behind a slow-moving 
truck loaded with cattle or baled hay, it stayed there until the road ahead momentarily cleared, or 
until the next town was reached where a third lane was available. 

Theoretically, I was the passenger in the Essex, which was owned by Ernest W. Rapley. 
"Rap" had quit his job as "printer's devil" at the Pomona, Calif., Progress where I met him 
several years earlier.  At that time, I had promised to take him with me if and when I became the 
publisher of a weekly newspaper.  On the morning of November 1, 1926, I took legal possession 
of The Selma Enterprise. 

In the 20 years that followed, I tilted with the windmills of the Great Depression, irate 
subscribers who disagreed with my editorials, non-advertisers, upholders of the status quo, ultra-
conservatives, wartime foes of Japanese-Americans and those who wanted to do public business 
behind closed doors.  But I also made many good friends and had some loyal supporters.  I 
became a part of the community there as I never had elsewhere.  I found that a country editor's 
life is not an easy one if he tries to make the influence of his paper felt.  In retrospect, I wonder 
how I survived the strain of going to press once a week with all the news we could uncover and 
with all the available advertising, which dropped to some low points at times.  Then there was 
commercial printing, both a headache and a life-saver.  There was no such thing as an eight-hour 
day or a five or six-day week and few Sundays were free of editorial writing or proofreading. 
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Chapter I 

 
HOW IT ALL BEGAN 

From time immemorial, newspaper editors and reporters have dreamed of owning a country 
weekly.  In the early years of the 20th Century that dream was still possible, but elusive.  The 
days were over when a printer with "a shirttail full of type" could start a newspaper.  But there 
were weeklies on the market at prices within the reach of a neophyte willing to risk someone 
else's money. 

In addition to a desire to control the ''power of the press'', slight though it might be, there 
were other motives for my leaving the daily newspaper field.  These included dissatisfaction 
with working conditions where the unionized printers made more than the editorial staff; the 
subtle influence of advertising, usually denied by the publishers; the unwillingness of many 
editors to come to grips with issues of the day; and the conviction that I could publish the ideal 
paper if given the opportunity. 

The journalistic hero in my youth was William Allen White, a Kansas City Star reporter, 
who bought the Emporia, Kans., Gazette in 1895 for $3,000 and went on to become a nationally 
known editor. 

When I took the plunge into country journalism, I left a job as make-up editor of the 
Pasadena Star-News.  I had gone there in 1923 as a general assignment reporter and had covered 
everything from a morticians' convention to the award of the Nobel Prize to Dr. Robert A. 
Millikan.  Before going to Pasadena I had been for three years city editor of the Progress, an 
evening daily in my native city of Pomona. 

My association with the Progress began in 1913 when, as a high school senior, I had been an 
unpaid "leg man" for a reporter, whose father was the advertising manager.  When the 
advertising manager resigned to start a rival morning daily, the Bulletin, his son also moved to 
the new paper.  Following my graduation in June, I lost no time in applying to fill the vacancy. 

One semester in a typing class at Pomona High School had not been enough, so I still used a 
pencil.  The editor overlooked my shortcomings and hired me at $10 a week.  He and I covered 
the local news while his partner, the business manager, edited the telegraph copy.  At that time 
the wire news came into the office in Morse code and was transcribed by a skillful operator-
typist, whose deft touch on his typewriter keyboard I secretly envied. 

The editor of the Progress taught me many things, mainly the necessity for accuracy and the 
news value of names.  He insisted on a daily column of "Personals."  As nearly everyone traveled 
by train in those days, the stations were a major source of these items.  In the pursuit of them I 
visited the two stations several times a day just before "train time."  I accosted perfect strangers, 
asking them who they were and where they were going or where they had come from.  My 
recollection is that I was courteously treated, uncommon names were spelled for me and I 
suspect that the "interviews" enhanced the feeling of importance of the travelers. 
 

 

1 



A Weekly Miracle 
 
I began my daily duties by making the rounds of Pomona's several small hotels to copy 

names of "arrivals."  This was the Pomona Progress' version of the New York Times' "Arrival of 
Buyers" column.  I have wondered since about the accuracy of the names copied from those 
registers. 

While a student at Pomona College in nearby Claremont from 1913 to 1915, I was campus 
correspondent for the Progress and in the summers, the editor took me back as a full-time 
reporter.  I learned an invaluable lesson in reporting while covering college news.  A vocal 
soloist was scheduled to give a concert one evening.  Without attending the concert or checking 
on it, I turned in a brief report that it had been given.  When I went to college the next day, I 
found that the concert had been cancelled because of the singer's illness. 

When I came home from the Columbia University School of Journalism in the summers of 
1916 and 1917, a job on the Progress was waiting for me.  Then came a notice from Uncle Sam 
in September, 1917, and I found myself in the Army.  I served 18 months, including seven of 
non-combat duty in France.  In April, 1919, I went to work again for the Progress, two days 
after being discharged from the Army. 

While in the Army, drawing $30 a month and headed for France, I had married my high 
school sweetheart, even though I had still another year at Columbia before getting a bachelor's 
degree.  Even with a wife and what appeared to be a lifetime job, some small voice kept telling 
me to complete my formal education.  So my wife and I spent the 1919-20 academic year in two 
rooms of an apartment near Columbia, lived on a tight budget and absorbed as much of New 
York's culture as we could afford.  Top balcony theater seats were 50 cents, and we could 
occasionally afford seats in the top gallery of the old Metropolitan Opera House. 

After graduating from Columbia in June, 1920, we went to Springfield, Mass., where I spent 
two months as a $22.50-a-week reporter on the Republican.  As the hours were from 2 p.m. to 2 
a.m., and as the paper was on its way to oblivion, I was soon disillusioned.  An offer to return to 
California and the Pomona Progress as city editor at $40 a week was quickly accepted.  At 25, I 
had served my apprenticeship. 

Because of the competition from the Morning Bulletin, I drove myself and the reporters at a 
feverish pace.  For one thing, we didn't have as much time as our competitor to put together a 
newsy paper.  I was often at the office at 6:30 a.m. to plan the day's assignments.  We all 
worked six days a week, producing six issues.  No one had yet thought of a Sunday edition, 
leaving that field to the Los Angeles newspapers. 

It was not long until I had persuaded the business manager to let me edit the telegraph news.  
I had in fact, if not in title, become the managing editor and my weekly wage had crept up to 
$50. 

I can still hear the sound of the printer's mallet as he planed the page forms of type before 
they went to the stereotype room.  It was the signal that the day's work would soon be coming 
off the press. 

After three years I felt that I had gone as far as I was likely to go.  The editorial policies of 
the paper, or more realistically, the lack of them, irked me.  I felt that if the Progress had exerted 
its influence, many community proposals could have been enhanced or changed, but the name of 
the paper seemed to epitomize the extent of its advocacy. 
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How It All Began 

As I looked at other southern California newspapers, the Pasadena Star-News appealed to my 
sense of orderliness and good editing.  It seemed to reflect the high community standards of 
Pasadena and I assumed correctly that it had helped to set and advance them. 

For several months I haunted, in person and by letter, the office of its publisher and editor.  
In the fall of 1923 he finally succumbed, although at the time he had neither a specific job for me 
nor a vacant desk.  In 1924 Pasadena was to celebrate its fiftieth anniversary as a city.  Many 
conventions had been planned and I argued that the paper would need another reporter.  As a 
result, I spent much of that year covering a wide variety of these boring events. 

Working conditions were pleasant, especially after the completion of the new Star-News 
building on Colorado Street.  I enjoyed the association with a talented staff of editors and 
reporters.  But nothing seemed to erase from my mind the dream of owning my own newspaper, 
no matter how small. 
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Chapter II 

 

 
A DREAM COMES TRUE 

My search for a country weekly on the market led me first to Wheatland, Wy., where the 
Times was for sale for about $8,000.  I made a trip there to look at the town, 65 miles north of 
Cheyenne, and its newspaper.  Its only asset seemed to be that Wheatland was a county seat.  
Fortunately, I couldn't raise enough money for the down payment.  I've often wondered what 
might have happened to me in that isolated country.  The town is still there but the Times has 
ceased publication. 

Word that the Selma, Calif., Enterprise was for sale appeared in an advertisement in the 
Western Newspaper Union's publication.  An editor in Bellflower, Calif., called it to the 
attention of my World War I buddy, who, after a year on the Progress, was superintendent of 
schools there.  He sent the information to me and I got in touch with the owner of The 
Enterprise.  Strangely enough, it was not my first contact with him, as we were both stationed at 
Camp Kearney, near San Diego, before I went overseas.  He was editor of the camp newspaper 
and I had written some articles for him. 

I do not remember the exact sequence of events that led to my purchase of The Enterprise.  It 
happened that the legal owner was living in southern California, having already sought greener 
pastures.  Thus it was possible to conduct negotiations in Pasadena.  One weekend my wife and 
I, accompanied by my war-time friend and his wife, went to Selma to "investigate" the situation.  
Saturday and Sunday were not the best days for such an errand.  Selma's business district looked 
like a boom town on Saturday night.  Stores were open and we assumed that farmers sitting on 
the fenders of their cars and pedestrians were shoppers, whereas they probably were ''window-
shopping." 

The inspection of The Enterprise office and back shop, shut down for the weekend, was 
perfunctory.  The acting editor-manager didn't produce any "vital statistics."  We probably didn't 
ask for them.  We were aware by this time of the existence of the semi-weekly Selma Irrigator.  
In comparison with The Enterprise it was a poorly edited and badly printed paper and I 
incorrectly assumed that I could put it out of business in a short time. 

It had not occurred to me to seek the services of a newspaper broker who might have found a 
weekly in a non-competitive field.  But prosperous papers commanded high prices. 

The price tag on The Enterprise was $13,000, with a down payment of $5,000.  Monthly 
payments were to be $150, including principal and interest.  Having no capital of my own, I 
borrowed $1,000 from one of my high school teachers, a somewhat larger sum from my wartime 
friend, and the balance of the down payment from my wife's brother-in-law, who later became 
our "angel" when the going got rougher.  For working capital, there was only $500, which didn't 
last very long. 
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A Dream Comes True 

When Rap and I opened The Enterprise door on November 1, 1926, for what we hopefully 
called "business", the staff consisted of a society editor-bookkeeper, a Linotype operator (who 
doubled as foreman of the back shop) and a young printer.  I asked the outgoing editor-manager 
to remain for a month to introduce us to the community and our prospective advertisers.  To 
make room for Rap, who was to double as printer and reporter, I dropped the young printer.  
The "foreman" was not long in creating operational delays, such as equipment breakdowns, that 
led to the young printer's return.  Several months later I had to fire the foreman and promote his 
"indispensable" assistant, and peace was restored in the printing department. 

The Enterprise equipment included an old cylinder press, into which separate sheets of 
newsprint were fed by hand, and which could print four pages at a time; a Linotype, and a job 
press, vintage unknown.  There was enough type, printer's "furniture", a proof press and other 
equipment in sufficient quantity to handle all the business we were likely to get. 

Rap and I had a crash course in November and December in how to publish a weekly 
newspaper.  Our first issue consisted of six pages.  We had to fold the paper by hand as the 
folder, which was attached to the press, was set to handle eight pages (one full sheet printed on 
both sides).  There was trouble with the press, possibly contrived, so that we worked until 2 a.m. 
before the run was completed. 

A story in the first column on the front page announced the sale of the paper after six years 
under its previous ownership.  In the lead editorial, I pledged to print all the news, a policy 
which I tried to follow for 20 years.  I promised that The Enterprise would be politically 
independent, something that my Democratic leanings prevented me from fulfilling. 

Local returns from the November 2 state elections, tabulated on the front page, revealed that 
Selma had followed the statewide trend by favoring C. C. Young and Buron Fitts, the 
Republican candidates for governor and lieutenant-governor, respectively. 

Our first issue included one page of radio advertising that the acting manager had already 
sold to six dealers.  The makes represented were Grebe, Atwater-Kent, Fada, Kolster, Stewart-
Warner, and Freed-Eiseman.  Prices ranged from $77.50 to $163.00.  This issue carried a total 
of $130 worth of advertising.  The following week there were eight pages and $213 worth of 
ads. 

Rap and I were working long hours six days a week and we always went to the office for a 
few hours on Sundays.  After a few days at the Hotel Selma, we rented two rooms and bath on 
the second floor of a very comfortable home.  My wife had remained in Pasadena in an effort to 
sell our house there.  Her arrival in Selma was further delayed until February, 1927, because our 
five-year-old daughter contracted scarlet fever. 

Rap and I cooked some of our meals on an oil heater in our rented "suite", and ate apples 
and milk in the office for lunch.  Soon we found a small lunch counter where we could get a 
steak dinner for 45 cents.  Its hot cakes and coffee often sustained us during the long morning 
hours.  We went to Fresno occasionally for an extra good meal and sometimes were invited for 
dinner by our landlady or by our society editor-bookkeeper, with whose family we became fast 
friends. 

We were awakened every morning by our landlady's son practicing his piano lesson.  The 
story of his death in the crash of an Air Force plane in Kansas several years later was one of the 
saddest stories I had to write. 
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It did not take us long to find out that it was difficult to persuade Selma business men to 
spend money for advertising.  Neither The Enterprise nor the Irrigator (founded in 1886 when 
irrigation came to the San Joaquin Valley) had more than 2,000 "subscribers."  For many years 
the papers had catered to different factions.  The Irrigator was Democratic and "wet" and The 
Enterprise, founded in 1888, was Republican and "dry."  Selma was one of the first towns in the 
San Joaquin Valley to vote out saloons.  Like the valley as a whole, however, it usually favored 
Democratic candidates. 

The Depression, soon to sweep the entire country, had already hit rural areas of California.  
Banks had begun foreclosing mortgages on vineyards and orchards when farmers couldn't make 
their payments.  The newspapers derived some income from publishing the foreclosure notices.  
Even with the Christmas holidays approaching, the merchants took a dim view of advertising. 

After we got to Selma, we learned that the Irrigator had printed the great Register of Voters 
for Fresno County for many years.  The job went to our competitor because of his long and 
faithful service to the Democratic Party.  It assured him a major printing job every two years, at 
which time everyone had to register or re-register.  (Permanent registration came later).  The 
Irrigator publisher, J. J. Vanderburgh, marked his bi-annual affluence by buying a new 
automobile. 

In spite of our initial discouragements, Rap and I quickly became identified with the 
community.  I was invited to join the Rotary Club; Rap, the Exchange Club (now the 
Community Club).  Rap even attended a Sunday School class, taught by our society editor's 
husband, but this was not due to a sudden interest in religion.  The class was coeducational, and 
there were several "comely wenches" in the group. 

At the end of my first three days in Selma I wrote to my wife: "I am beginning to feel as if I 
had been at it a year."  At the end of two months, I was completely absorbed in the task of 
publishing a weekly newspaper. 
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Chapter III 

 
 

TWO YEARS OF COMPETITION 

What does an editor do when he is publishing a weekly newspaper in a small town in which 
there is also a semi-weekly and a one-man print shop?  What if the time happens to be the pre-
depression years, 1927 and 1928, in an agricultural community that was already beginning to 
feel the effects of economic stagnation?  He can do two things besides walk off and leave it all 
behind, which Rap and I had no intention of doing. 

First, the editor and his helper can work day and night, seven days a week, trying to get more 
than his share of advertising and job printing. 

Second, he can do anything legal and in good taste to attract attention to his newspaper.  This 
is now known under the respectable name of ''promotion", but we didn't have time to give it a 
title.  It became an exercise in looking for opportunities to proclaim the ''enterprise'' of The 
Enterprise. 

After two months of adjusting our lives to the demands of a newspaper which must be 
published every week and to a situation that would have discouraged more experienced 
entrepreneurs, Rap and I faced 1927 with unjustified optimism and hope.  When we were not 
working on the next edition of the paper, we were trying to develop that adjunct to all country 
newspapers - job printing.  It was no easy task for me to master the intricacies of the Franklin 
estimating system which must have been a forerunner of the computer.  Each week we added up 
the number of column inches of advertising and hoped for more the next week.  Each month we 
counted the number and charges made for job printing and exulted over an upward trend.  Each 
$2.00 paid for an annual subscription was welcomed with an unheard flourish of trumpets.  Each 
week we faced the hazard that we couldn't meet the payroll and often we didn't.  In that case, the 
printers got their wages and the editor and his assistant divided what was left, if anything.  If the 
size of our bank balance reflected general business conditions in Selma, the community was in a 
precarious condition. 

One of the first things we did to attract attention was to enter the 1927 contest of the 
Southern California Editorial Association for the best front page printed by a weekly newspaper.  
The SCEA later became the California Newspaper Publishers' Association.  We won an 
"honorable mention" and told our readers about it.  We were to win bigger honors later, but in 
1927 we needed "mention", honorable if possible. 

In February, The Enterprise sponsored a beauty contest to select Selma's entry for queen of 
the Fresno Raisin Day Festival.  Entry blanks, printed on the front page for several weeks, 
attracted nine comely contestants.  We printed ballots each week, which our readers could clip, 
indicate their favorite, and bring or mail to the office.  A popular high school girl won in a close 
contest but failed to win the finals in Fresno. 
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There was an unforeseen complication in connection with this event.  The father of one of 
the Selma contestants had recently resigned as a member of The Sun-Maid Raisin Association, 
sponsor of the festival.  It might have been embarrassing if this girl won the local or regional 
contests.  Perhaps because of this possibility, she withdrew from the competition. 

The Enterprise got another notice in the Southern California Editorial Association bulletin 
when we published a Christmas greeting advertisement paid for by the employees of the Selma 
Post Office.  It was a goodwill gesture on their part or perhaps they felt sorry for the editor.  
They didn't know that some day, as postmaster, he would be their boss.  But neither did the 
editor. 

At the time we began publishing The Enterprise it carried a Friday dateline.  The Irrigator 
was published on Tuesdays and Fridays.  Both papers were circulated by mail, postage being 
paid only on copies going out of the county.  In order to ''scoop'' our competitors, we decided in 
April, 1927, to publish Thursday afternoons and deliver by carrier those copies going to city 
dwellers.  We hired two high school boys to deliver these papers at one cent each, surely the 
minimum wage!  This "enterprise'' on our part satisfied our egos but scarcely had any effect on 
our subscription list or the volume of our advertising. 

Before this experiment ended, however, it led to the first threat to our personal safety.  One 
Thursday afternoon, one of the carriers was late in picking up his papers.  I was upset because 
this issue included a news item that I wanted to reach our readers before they heard about it by 
the ever-present ''grapevine.''  I made several telephone calls in an effort to locate the carrier, 
including one to his mother, who worked in a nearby store.  Finally, the boy came in, was mildly 
reprimanded, and sent out on his route.  When I thought that the matter had been settled, the boy 
returned to the office, accompanied by his father, a six-footer, who accused me of insulting his 
wife.  He then announced that he was coming behind the counter and beat me up. 

At this point, I began talking to forestall violence, which seemed to be my only recourse.  
Rap heard the argument and emerged from the back shop to lend me aid if I needed it.  The irate 
parent managed to take off Rap's glasses but Rap was an artful dodger.  He said later that if the 
boy's father had struck him, he was going to the back shop and get a "foot stick" (a metal item 
known to any printer) and wrap it around his assailant's head.  Outnumbered, the tall intruder left 
us alone but for many years he avoided speaking to me. 

One of our first public service projects was giving the correct time to persons who called the 
office, a-service not yet available from the telephone company.  How we arrived at the correct 
time ourselves remains an unanswered question! 

Music criticism is to be avoided in a small town newspaper, I discovered in June, 1927, 
when I "covered" a concert given by five Selma women in the town's largest church.  They were 
all studying voice with a Fresno teacher and the concert was intended to show their progress as 
vocalists.  My criticism was directed at the program rather than at the singers' voices, which I 
had no competence to judge.  I suggested that simple songs would have been more appropriate 
than operatic arias. 

As soon as the papers reached our readers, the ire of the women came by way of a telephone 
call from the bravest of the five.  She told me very positively that "you can't do that when you 
report an amateur concert."  After trying to assuage her hurt feelings, my only recourse was to 
apologize.  I thereupon foreswore music criticism in Selma or anywhere else. 

The lease on the quarters occupied by The Enterprise expired about this time and the  
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owner wanted to raise the rent from $75 to $100 a month.  The paper could not afford any 
increase in expenses so we began looking for a new location.  We found one then occupied by a 
grocery store on a month-to-month rental of $75.  It was next to a building then occupied by the 
Post Office and we thought that the location would attract customers from among those buying 
stamps or getting their mail.  I signed a five-year lease at the $75 monthly figure, optimistically 
assuming that we would still be in business five more years. 

Moving a newspaper plant, even a small one, presents problems and complications.  We 
moved everything ourselves, including the Linotype, but decided to have the newspaper press 
dismantled and set up again in the new shop.  This involved bringing a man from San Francisco 
to do the job. 

Under these circumstances, the press would not be available to us for a week and we 
canvassed the area to find a press that could accommodate our page forms.  It never occurred to 
us to ask the Irrigator to print the issue for us, something that would be routine in today's world 
of little or no newspaper competition.  Such a request would have been granted, I'm sure, and 
might have led to a closer relationship between the two newspapers. 

The Porterville Recorder, in a town some 50 miles from Selma, had a web press that could 
print our paper.  So one night we loaded the page forms into Rap's car and drove south to get the 
paper printed.  The members of the back shop crew were in another car. 

Getting the edition printed was no problem but getting the papers back to Selma was 
something of an adventure.  It was after midnight when we started home.  Rap's car, loaded with 
the papers, was the second to leave and we hadn't gone very far when the old Essex stopped 
running.  We sat in the bright moonlight contemplating the landscape and our dilemma until the 
other car in the "convoy" came back looking for us.  We then started looking for something that 
would serve as a tow rope.  Someone, probably Rap, ran into a nearby school yard and came 
back with the flagpole rope, but it wasn't strong enough.  Some wire from a nearby fence got us 
back to Selma at 3 a.m.  I've often wondered what the teacher thought the next morning when 
the flag couldn't be raised.  Some innocent children were probably blamed for the vandalism. 

With the exception of editorials and a personal column I wrote from time to time, The 
Enterprise was devoted exclusively to local news.  We tried to ''scoop" the Irrigator every week 
and we provided our readers with more Selma news than the doomed Fresno Republican or the 
upstart Fresno Bee, both of which had large circulations in the Selma area. 

In 1927, one of the major issues facing the farmers was the future, if any, of grape growing.  
Selma was then known as ''the Home of the Peach,'' but orchards had largely been replaced by 
vineyards.  The presence of a Libby peach cannery in Selma contributed to the myth that Selma 
was a peach-growing center. 

The Sun-Maid Raisin Growers Association was currently in trouble because its members 
didn't own enough acreage to control the market.  Attempts to bolster the fresh grape industry 
(as distinguished from the raisin grape market) were being made by the California Vineyardists' 
Association, whose executive officer was a dynamic young man.  Once, when he delivered an 
address at Selma Union High School on a Thursday afternoon, we printed a full report of his 
speech in that day's paper. 

New sources of news were tapped in our effort to give complete coverage.  Heretofore, this 
coverage had been incomplete and sporadic, especially with respect to municipal and  
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township courts and the elementary and high school boards.  The City Council had not been 
ignored but we did such a thorough job that in later years that body frequently went into 
"executive session'' to exclude the press, a procedure now prohibited by the Brown Act. 

The school boards did not welcome press coverage.  The newspapers had ignored them and 
the members were hostile when we began attending their meetings.  At one meeting, the 
chairman of the high school board stopped the meeting to ask me what I was doing there.  My 
answer was that it was my understanding that the meetings were open to the public and that I 
was not only a citizen but that as a reporter, I was representing the general public.  Years later, 
the chairman, a banker, was glad that the meetings were reported as he wanted the public to 
know how he had voted on a particular issue. 

At that time Selma had a Chinatown composed of a row of ramshackle buildings facing the 
old highway.  It was rumored that there were joss houses and gambling dens in the basements of 
these buildings.  To prove that these rumors had some basis of truth, the police raided 
Chinatown from time to time.  Some of the occupants were arrested on charges of gambling and 
money found on the table was confiscated.  This often amounted to from $500 to $1,000 a raid 
and made a substantial addition to the city treasury. 

The major public service project of The Enterprise in 1927 led to the installation of wig-wag 
signals at three railroad crossings in the center of town.  Only one crossing had such a signal and 
no crossing was equipped with gates.  Most of the passenger and freight trains on the San 
Joaquin Valley route of the Southern Pacific Railroad didn't stop in Selma.  Every night the 
northbound and southbound "Owls" barreled through Selma at high speed.  Within a few months 
of our arrival in Selma, several fatal accidents had occurred at these unguarded crossings.  The 
City Council refused to take action because of the possibility that the city might have to share 
the cost of the signals. 

It happened that I was in a unique position to bring the matter to the attention of the 
California Railroad Commission, now the Public Utilities Commission.  The commission's 
attorney was a young man I had known as a boy in Pomona and later as a student at Pomona 
College.  In a letter to him, I explained the intolerable situation.  Within a few days a member of 
the commission's staff came to Selma to investigate.  A few months later the railroad was 
ordered to install the three signals with no cost to the city. 

When The Enterprise received a copy of this order, we splashed the story on the front page 
under a banner headline.  In such auspicious circumstances, it was the custom "to dust off the 
wood type,'' meaning to bring out the large, wooden type not often used.  We did not hesitate to 
take full credit for getting the signals, and referred to my letter to the commission's attorney.  
However, we did not reveal my long friendship with him.  This achievement had no effect on 
our advertising, subscriptions or commercial printing, but added to our stock of goodwill, that 
intangible something that newspapers like to develop if possible. 

The fall of 1927 saw the beginning of Rap's weekly column written in the style of Samuel 
Pepys, whose diary he had read and re-read.  Titled "The Diary of My Boy Will," the column 
recorded Rap's daily adventures as a reporter-printer.  His references to his social life and the 
goings and comings of "my lord Pratt" probably didn't win universal approval of our readers.  
The column's chief virtues were its Pepysian flavor and the inclusion of names of many of our  
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readers and advertisers.  It seemed to me that Rap surpassed Franklin P. Adams, the New York 
columnist, in imitating Pepys' style and colloquialisms. 

By this time it had become necessary to dispense with the services of our society editor-
bookkeeper and Rap cheerfully took over the job of “women's editor."  It was a familiar sight to 
see him leaning back in his chair, feet on his desk, telephone to his ear, in animated conversation 
with the hostess of the latest bridge party.  He seemed to enjoy this new assignment and we had 
no complaints from the women. 

There were several ways by which we, including my family, escaped from this whirlwind of 
activity and its accompanying worries.  At frequent intervals, either on business or pleasure, or 
both, we went to Fresno.  It was a big city, by Selma standards, and for a few hours we were in a 
different world.  There were silent movies; Roeding Park, a favorite picnic spot; and restaurants 
where the price of a good dinner was 75 cents.  Much later, when we became ''affluent'' we went 
to Yosemite Park and what is now Kings Canyon National Park for an all-day outing in the high 
Sierra. 

Another escape hatch was an occasional weekend trip to southern California to visit our 
families.  These eight-hour trips, made at all hours of the day and night, were tests of endurance 
from which we returned physically exhausted but mentally renewed.  The crowded two-lane 
highway, the weather ranging from excessive heat in the summer to 40-degree cold and fog in 
the winter, and the tortuous Ridge Route over the Tehachapi Mountains were enough to 
discourage the most determined of travelers. 

In the spring, the fields between Bakersfield and the Ridge were carpeted with wild flowers, 
which attracted many visitors from southern California and elsewhere.  Alas, the southward 
march of agricultural "progress" wiped them out years ago. 
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Chapter IV 

 
THE SALE OF THE IRRIGATOR 

An event that was to alter the course of my life took place June 1, 1927, when the Irrigator 
was sold to Ed S. By field, who had at one time worked there as a printer.  I learned later that he 
had made no down payment but had agreed to pay $20,000 for the paper and the two-story brick 
building which it occupied.  Mr. and Mrs. Vanderburgh, who had published the Irrigator for 
many years, loaned the new owner $2,500 as working capital.  Mr. Vanderburgh's health had 
failed and his wife could not carry on the business.  Sometime prior to June 1, she had stopped 
me on the street and asked if I would be interested in buying the Irrigator.  It would have been 
the logical thing to do but it was financially impossible for me to do it. 

Mr. By field, who later became my partner when the two papers were consolidated, gave the 
Irrigator "a shot in the arm."  Competition between the two papers and print shops became 
keener.  In September, the Irrigator eliminated its Tuesday edition, which was no threat to The 
Enterprise, and became a weekly, published Friday mornings. 

When Mr. Vanderburgh died in May, 1928, we ran a front page obituary.  He had been a 
community leader and active in county Democratic politics for years.  I thought of him as an old 
man then but he was only 62 at the time of his death. 

The experiment with our own delivery system in the city ended March 1, 1928, when we 
advanced the publication day to Thursday mornings.  This gave us a 24-hour advantage over the 
Irrigator but Mr. Byfield told me later that rewriting the news from The Enterprise was much 
easier than gathering it himself.  In future years, when he covered a meeting, he always dictated 
his notes to me. 

There were some early examples of cooperation between the two papers.  When the operator 
of the lone print shop, who was also the leader of the Selma Municipal Band, began selling 
advertising on the summer Saturday night concert programs, my competitor and I agreed not to 
run the programs in our papers.  In retrospect, this seems like a petty attitude to take toward a 
competitor who was barely eking out a living.  But we weren't doing much better and disliked 
having any money spent for so-called advertising.  Since the band was supported by city and 
county funds, we didn't feel that the leader, who happened to be a printer, should use the concert 
programs as an advertising medium. 

In July, 1928, Mr. Byfield and I agreed to raise our rate for legal advertising to 40 cents a 
column inch and our national advertising rate to 35 cents an inch.  The rate for local advertising 
remained at 30 cents an inch.  A full page local advertisement in either paper cost $42 but they 
were few in number in those days. 

When the Irrigator started a subscription contest, we cut our subscription rate to $1.00 a  
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year, largely to encourage subscribers to pay their delinquent bills, of which there were between 
400 and 500.  We also picked up 125 new subscribers.  They figured that they couldn't go far 
wrong for a dollar! 

An Enterprise campaign that ran counter to public opinion in Selma was the endorsement of 
Alfred E. Smith, the Democratic candidate for President in 1928.  It was nothing short of 
heretical to support a Catholic in an overwhelming Protestant community.  Also, prohibition 
sentiment was strong in spite of the fact that many vineyardists sold their grapes to wineries.  
There was a Catholic church in Selma and the priest and I had one interest in common, at least, 
the election of Al Smith. 

Week after week we urged the election of the Democratic candidate, all the while treating 
Herbert Hoover, his Republican opponent kindly but critically.  Several of the Protestant 
clergymen were shameless in their condemnation of Governor Smith and probably included The 
Enterprise for good measure.  If there was ever a time when politics was preached from the 
pulpits it was in 1928 in the small towns of America, including Selma.  An Enterprise editorial 
on the prohibition issue stirred up the most controversy and brought severe criticism from 
several ministers. 

This was the first presidential election in which radio was widely used.  But few homes had 
sets and it was the custom to gather in barbershops and stores to hear important campaign 
speeches.  Never to have heard Al Smith pronounce ''raddio'' is to have missed a part of 
American folklore! 

Hoover scored a big victory in Selma as elsewhere and the gloating Republicans serpentined 
through The Enterprise office as part of their celebration. 

As 1929 approached there were more signs that the consolidation of the two Selma 
newspapers was inevitable.  As early as August, 1928, Mr. Byfield came to The Enterprise office 
to talk about it.  In January, 1929, the Byfields and the Pratts attended a CNPA convention in 
Stockton.  References were made there to the possibility that weekly newspaper circulations 
might be audited.  That, I felt, might mark the end of The Enterprise as its circulation would 
hardly stand close scrutiny.  On the way home on a night train from Stockton to Fresno, Mr. 
Byfield and I talked again about a merger.  In the days that followed we were urged by our 
fellow publishers in the San Joaquin Valley to consolidate before both papers collapsed. 
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Chapter V 

 

 
A NEW LEASE ON LIFE 

The merger of The Enterprise and the Irrigator, effective February 1, 1929, was a "marriage" 
of convenience and necessity.  Mr. Byfield and I emerged as equal partners in a business that 
had more debits than assets.  It was fortunate that our interests in newspapering were so 
divergent.  As Ed was a printer and I was a reporter, it was logical that he should be the business 
manager and that I should be the editor.  During the 18 years of our partnership there were never 
any conflicts of interests or disagreements between us.  I could always count on Ed's support for 
any editorial position to which I committed the paper, no matter how liberal. 

Ed was one of the hardest working men I have ever known.  Time meant nothing to him 
when there was work to be done, in printing the paper, turning out job printing or in remodeling 
the offices or back shop to meet our needs.  Naturally, I had regarded him as "the enemy" when 
we were competing for Selma's meager business.  I soon learned from closer association to 
appreciate his good qualities and his genuine devotion to the business.  He was a small man with 
a penchant for accidents, either with his car or in the shop, but he always managed to escape 
serious injuries.  Once he fell through a hole in the press room to the cement floor of the 
basement but he only damaged one foot when he landed. 

The consolidation of the papers could not have taken place without the consent of Mrs. 
Vanderburgh.  She insisted that the name ''Selma Irrigator'' be retained.  I swallowed my pride, 
added the words "and The Selma Enterprise" to the logotype and patiently waited for the day 
when "the Old Lady'', as we disrespectfully called her, would be paid off.  On that day we 
changed the name of the paper to The Enterprise. 

Another effect of the merger was the necessity of reducing the staff and that meant that Rap 
had to be dropped.  I regretted this very much but in the long run it benefited the career of "My 
Boy Will."  His two and a half years in Selma started him on a successful career as a reporter.  
When he retired years later he was dean of San Francisco's labor reporters. 

At the time of the merger, the Irrigator staff included the husband of Ed's niece.  He was not 
only a good Linotype operator but he could cope with any mechanical crisis.  He remained the 
indispensable man in the Irrigator (later The Enterprise) back shop for forty-five years. 

The Irrigator's social news was being written in 1929 by a young Selma matron who did her 
work at home.  Both papers were employing rural correspondents, paying them 5 cents a column 
inch for their printed material.  They derived considerable satisfaction from being in touch every 
week with their neighbors over the rural telephone system. 
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Soon after the consolidation of the two papers, Ed and I employed a 1929 high school 
graduate as bookkeeper and we soon taught her to write the social news.  She was succeeded in 
1930 by the daughter of the editor of the Fowler Ensign, who had grown up in a country 
newspaper office.  For 13 years she performed her responsibilities as bookkeeper and society 
editor, most of that time for the meager wage of $15 a week. 

As the Irrigator was housed in its own two-story brick building, The Enterprise moved again 
in spite of its unexpired lease.  We persuaded the lessor to reduce the rent from $75 to $50 a 
month, but we could have used that $50 to better advantage.  We sold the Irrigator's newspaper 
press and now had a two-Linotype shop with an ample supply of job presses, type, and other 
printing equipment.  One of the hazards of publishing a weekly newspaper, however, is the need 
for replacing, adding to or repairing equipment. 

Ed and I made two important decisions soon after our partnership was formed.  One was to 
employ a Fresno accounting firm to set up a new bookkeeping system and to make an annual 
audit of our books.  The first audit showed that we had grossed $21,000 between February 1 and 
December 31, 1929.  Another action was to have the Irrigator insure our lives so that in the 
event of the death of one of us, there would be no difficulty in transferring ownership to the 
survivor. 

One thing we should have done, but didn't, was to incorporate the business.  It may be that 
we couldn't spare the $25 incorporation fee. 

The Irrigator building not only had a basement, into which we later moved the newspaper 
press, but a second story, then rented to the Odd Fellows lodge as a meeting place.  Later this 
was remodeled into two apartments when it became necessary to provide living quarters for new 
employees.  A mezzanine floor over part of the composing room provided space for storing 
paper needed in the commercial printing department.  Needless to say, the front office, with its 
familiar counter, housed the news and advertising '' departments." 

The new chapter in Selma journalism didn't begin auspiciously.  We not only consolidated 
the newspapers but our combined indebtedness, which amounted to more than $30,000.  In the 
news columns and editorials we hailed the merger as a great step forward in the economic life of 
Selma but we were whistling in the dark. 

At the time of the consolidation, there was not a single job of printing in either shop.  We 
had hit bottom and there was only one way to go and that was up.  The immediate effect of the 
merger was a substantial increase in advertising. 

In September, 1929, the town suffered a serious blow when Kutner's, a pioneer Fresno, 
Hanford and Selma department store chain, went out of business.  The company was one of the 
few big advertisers in Selma, usually using both papers, and its collapse was reflected in our 
advertising revenue.  For several years, its large building in the center of the business district 
stood vacant. 

Subscribers and advertisers accepted the newspaper consolidation as "a good thing" 
although some Enterprise readers expressed regrets that "their paper" would, temporarily at 
least, lose its identity.  Personally, it was a relief to me to find that The Enterprise was not 
fighting a lone battle for survival. 

One of the first changes Ed and I made was in the day of publication.  We advanced it to 
Wednesday, putting the papers in the Post Office for Thursday morning delivery.  We soon 
found that fatal automobile accidents, packing-house fires and other newsworthy events seemed 
to occur on Wednesday nights.  It was embarrassing to hear about them after the week's edition 
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was safely locked in the Post Office.  Consequently, we made the first press run Wednesday 
afternoons and the second-run early enough on Thursdays to "catch" the city and rural route 
carriers.  This meant getting up about 6 a.m., going to the office without breakfast, calling the 
hospital and Police Department, making last-minute corrections in page proofs that had been 
read the night before, and re-making any part of the last run that was necessary. 

This procedure made it possible to publish the births of babies born at the hospital 
Wednesday nights, much to the amazement of the parents.  Often Ed put these birth 
announcements near the ''Too late to Classify'' want ads, thus adding a light touch to an 
otherwise serious paper. 

Advertisements appearing in the 1929 issues of the Irrigator reflected business conditions.  
After Kutner's went out of business, Penney's became our largest, regular advertiser.  That store 
was offering men's hats for $3.98, men's suits for $24.75, and women's house dresses at 79 
cents.  Electric refrigerators had not yet come on the market and we were carrying some ice 
company ads.  In an effort to stimulate advertising, we even offered a free dinner to Selma 
businessmen.  One hundred and twenty were invited.  Forty-seven came. 

The first attempt to extend our business beyond Selma was to solicit printing in Fresno, 
where Ed had some acquaintances and met with some success.  We were running a non-union 
shop and were able to undercut Fresno printing prices.  Thus, we added to our volume of work, 
but our profit margin was small. 

We made another expansion move June 1, 1929, when we bought the Parlier Progress, 
which Ed had founded in 1911 and operated until 1914.  There was no longer any printing plant 
in Parlier so all we bought was the name, the subscription list and the good will, if any.  We 
printed the Progress in Selma, picking up some type from the Irrigator. 

In the early 1930's, we bought the Fowler Ensign, which did have a plant, but we also 
printed the paper in Selma and disposed of the printing equipment. 

When we were printing newspapers for three towns, geographically located in three corners 
of a triangle, we christened our commercial printing operation "The Triangle Press." We 
advertised it with some flamboyant yellow and green covers for the spare tires of the cars owned 
by members of the staff.  We also had the words painted in large letters on the Irrigator building. 

Because of our desperate need for volume of printing (and hopefully some profits) we 
specialized in high school annuals.  One year we printed 30 of them from schools all over the 
San Joaquin Valley.  Later, the average number dropped to about 15.  In reading proof on them, 
I got the impression that only the names had to be changed to differentiate among them.  Legal 
briefs were another of our specialties and they made equally dry reading.  For a time we excelled 
in color printing and did some beautiful brochures for the Sun-Maid Raisin Association.  
Printers came and went and the quality of our products varied accordingly. 
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Chapter VI 

 
 

 
FOR WHOM WAS SELMA NAMED? 

Shortly after the consolidation of The Enterprise and the Irrigator, I found a pamphlet that 
had apparently been reprinted from the Irrigator about 1925.  Written by H. R. Shaw, a Fresno 
County historian of some repute, it purported to tell the story of how Selma got its name. 

According to this story, J. E. Whitson, George B. Otis, Monroe Snyder and E. H. Tucker, 
who owned a large part, if not all, of the land where Selma is located, wanted a spur track on the 
railroad from which to ship their wheat.  In the 1870's the San Joaquin Valley was a wheat 
producing area. 

This request was granted and the spur track in due time became a "station" which needed a 
name.  Three of the founders of Selma suggested names to the railroad.  All were rejected 
because of similarity to existing towns.  Finally, the railroad itself submitted four names, 
"Dalton", ''Weymouth", ''Sandwhich", and  ''Selma.''  Mr. Otis, who had not suggested a name, 
asked to be permitted to choose the name and he picked ''Selma."  No one on the scene knew 
how the name happened to be included in the list. 

This circumstance remained a mystery until Mr. Shaw did his research and published his 
findings in the Irrigator 45 years later.  In 1949, two years after I left Selma, a local historian, 
Ernest J. Nielsen, following a new lead, published another answer to the 69 year old question. 

The revelations of Mr. Shaw's story had some unusual consequences.  At the time Selma was 
named, Leland Stanford, ex-governor of California, was president of the Central Pacific 
Railroad.  One of his friends was Max Gruenberg of San Francisco.  When calling on Governor 
Stanford one day, Mr. Gruenberg is said to have shown him a picture of his little daughter, 
Selma.  Whereupon, Governor Stanford said that the next time a new station was to be named, 
the railroad would use the name "Selma."  Ultimately, that name was included in the four names 
submitted to the founders of the new town.  Mr. Otis is said to have been influenced in his 
selection by the Frey brothers, who said that ''Selma'' was a popular name for girls in their native 
Switzerland. 

One fact is indisputable.  Down through the years, Mr. Harris' story of the naming of Selma 
was believed by Selma Gruenberg Lewis, as she became when she married.  Yet she never 
visited the city which she thought was named for her. 

When Selma celebrated its 50th anniversary in 1930, Mrs. Lewis was invited to visit the 
city.  Writing from New York, where she was then living, she expressed her regrets and sent her 
photograph which was published in the 24-page special "Golden Jubilee Edition" of the 
Irrigator.  In her letter she said that once when she was in France, Marshal Petain had asked her 
if she had noticed that a street in Paris had been named for President Wilson. "That is nothing," 

 

 

18 



For Whom Was Selma Named? 
Mrs. Lewis said she replied, ''in America I will show you a whole city that is named for me."  
She also promised to give Selma a fountain but she never did. 

In 1940, when Selma held a less pretentious observance of its 60th birthday, Mrs. Lewis, 
then in San Francisco, again sent her regrets in response to an invitation to come to Selma. 

Before her death on February 24, 1944, Mrs. Lewis expressed to her family a wish that her 
ashes be buried in Selma.  This wish was communicated to me by her daughter, Miss Gladys 
Lewis, in June of that year, and I represented the family in buying a lot in Floral Memorial Park.  
Mrs. Lewis' ashes were buried there July 6 and later a marker was placed over her grave, bearing 
this inscription: 

1866  1944 
SELMA GRUENBERG LEWIS 

For whom the city of Selma 
was named in 1880 

In October, members of the Lewis family visited Floral Memorial Park, were given a "tour" 
of Selma and were guests at a small reception at the home of The Enterprise editor and his wife. 

Mr. Nielsen did not begin his inquiry into the naming of Selma until a letter, objecting to the 
Shaw version, appeared in the Public Thinks column of the Fresno Bee.  The letter was written 
by a woman then living in Orange Cove.  She had moved to San Francisco by the time Mr. 
Nielsen talked to her.  There was also something in Mr. Otis' memoirs that indicated that the four 
founders of Selma had dealt with A. N. Towne, superintendent of the Central Pacific Railroad, 
rather than with Governor Stanford. 

Following these leads, Mr. Nielsen found that Mr. Towne had an assistant, Sanford 
Kingsbury, whose wife was named Selma.  Furthermore, Mr. Towne had followed the practice 
of letting his assistants suggest names for new stations. 

Mr. Kingsbury's wife, Selma Michelsen, was the daughter of California pioneers, Captain 
and Mrs. Michael Michelsen, who had come to California during the Gold Rush.  Selma was 
born in 1853 aboard the packet Ship Cadmus then moored at the foot of Taylor Street in San 
Francisco and being used as a marine hospital. 

In 1879, at the age of 26, Selma Michelsen married Mr. Kingsbury, who was a roomer in her 
home.  Her husband is said to have suggested his bride's name to Mr. Towne.  If so, this provides 
another possible explanation of how the name "Selma" was included in the list of four names 
submitted to the founders of the city that is now Selma. 

To verify his findings still further, Mr. Nielsen interviewed members of the Michelsen 
family still living in the Bay area.  He was told that the family had always believed that the town 
of Selma had been named for Selma Michelsen Kingsbury. 

Mr. Kingsbury died in 1883 and his widow married Judge Hugh Latimer of Windsor, 
Sonoma County, in 1890.  The Larimers had a son, Harry, who later lived in Healdsburg, 
California.  In an interview with Mr. Nielsen, he, too, recalled that his mother had told him that 
her name was given to the town of Selma. 
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Mrs. Selma Latimer died in 1913 and was buried in the Shiloh Cemetery near Windsor.  
There the Selma historian found and photographed her grave.  The headstone is inscribed: 

SELMA 
wife of 

H. N. N. Latimer 
Died 

May 2, 1913 
Aged 60 years 

The results of Mr. Nielsen's research were published in the April 3, 1949, issue of the Fresno 
Bee. 
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SOME NATIONAL NOTICE 

The summer of 1931 was a very hot one.  Temperatures exceeded 100 degrees day after day 
and there was no air conditioning anywhere in Selma.  There was barely enough advertising and 
printing to keep the Irrigator alive.  Ed and I were drawing $35 a week, sometimes less.  We cut 
the wages of the printers 5 per cent in 1931 and 10 per cent more in 1932.  They accepted the 
cuts and kept working rather than look elsewhere for non-existent jobs. 

In spite of "hard times," the Irrigator continued to publish the news of the community.  Front 
page headlines, tended to run, as usual, to fatal automobile accidents and stormy meetings of the 
City Council. 

An unexpected news story broke on the night of August 22, 1931, when a miniature race riot 
occurred in Lincoln Park.  It had been another hot Saturday and the park was overflowing with 
townspeople, farmers and transient grape pickers attracted by the weekly band concert.  The 
benches were filled and the crowd spilled over on the grass. 

If music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, it didn't that night.  Midway in one 
selection, a fight broke out between several white "toughs" and some Filipino grape pickers.  
Who started the fracas was never determined definitely, but the police believed that the white 
youths had taunted the Filipinos.  What the alleged aggressors didn't know was that the migrants 
were armed with knives.  Presumably, these knives were drawn in self-defense.  One American 
youth was stabbed six times and badly injured, and two others suffered minor cuts.  Whether 
"the band played on" was forgotten in the excitement of the moment. 

Subsequent events made this disturbance more than a Saturday night brawl.  The injured 
parties were taken to the hospital for ''repairs'' and them presumably went home.  No charges 
were filed against them.  Seven Filipinos were arrested and taken to jail where they languished 
until Monday morning.  When they were taken before the city judge on charges of disturbing the 
peace, they pled guilty and were fined $10 apiece.  This was a lot of money in 1931 and, under 
the circumstances, it looked like a miscarriage of justice. 

I remember my righteous indignation when I copied this information from the court records 
and as I sat at my typewriter to dash off an editorial.  It was called "Dollar Justice" and after 
reviewing the events of August 22, charged that the judge could not resist the temptation to 
collect $70 from farm workers unacquainted with American courts. 

In the meantime, as the result of pressure exerted by the Irrigator, three white youths 
involved had also been charged with disturbing the peace.  They had been given suspended  
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sentences and my editorial implied that this had been prearranged.  The concluding paragraph 
read: 

"We do not believe that the people of Selma want justice dispensed in this manner.  If 
justice means anything at all, it means all shall be treated alike and that is exactly what was not 
done in the present case.  The city of Selma is not so poor that it must put the court in the 
position of being a revenue office instead of a court of justice." 

The editorial appeared in the September 3 issue of the Irrigator.  When the judge got his 
copy of the paper, he called me on the telephone and cited me for contempt of court.  I had 
visions of being confined to the city jail for refusal to pay a fine. 

I had already planned to take the afternoon train on September 3 for a weekend visit with 
my mother in southern California.  Before I left Selma, however, I called my friend in the Post 
Office who was the local correspondent for the Fresno Bee.  When the train reached Bakersfield 
I read about my "crime" in a newsstand copy of the Bee.  The story was carried by the wire 
services and was published widely throughout the state. 

The day after my return to Selma, I had another telephone call from the judge, who 
informed me that the contempt of court charge had been dropped.  As far as I know, my ''case'' 
never did appear on the court records. 

At the September 21 meeting of the City Council, the resignations of the judge, the Chief of 
Police and the Traffic Officer were requested, received and accepted.  Since the vote was not 
unanimous, the judge charged that there was a political clique out to get him. 

Comment in the press on the Irrigator's stand for racial equality in the courts was 
widespread.  C. K. McClatchy, editor of the Sacramento Bee, devoted one of his columns to the 
case.  Editor and Publisher, the New York newspaper industry weekly, ran a news story and an 
editorial.  The Philippines Mail, published in Salinas, California, devoted several columns to the 
story with pictures of the Irrigator editor and the judge.  Letters came from all parts of the state 
and a few from the East Coast.  Some anonymous letters, postmarked "Selma," suggested that 
Ed and I leave town.  The white youth who was so badly slashed, called at the Irrigator office 
when he got out of the hospital to say that when he was physically able he would be back to 
repay me with a beating.  I never saw him again. 

In 1932 when John H. Casey of the University of Oklahoma announced his All-American 
weekly newspaper "eleven" he put me at left end as the editorial writer of the year.  In the long 
run, the Irrigator got credit for upholding the right of newspapers to criticize the courts, a right 
which continually needs to be reasserted.  Less than two years later the City Council, with only 
one change in membership, asked for the resignation of the "new" judge (our competitor, the 
printer) and reappointed the "old" judge.  The reasons for the switch were never given to the 
public and prompted a highly critical editorial in the Irrigator. 

While the editorial side of the paper was getting national recognition, the business 
department was feeling the effects of the Great Depression.  There was so little business, in fact, 
that we were unable to keep up our payments to Mrs. Vanderburgh.  She was pressing us for her 
money and we were trying to negotiate a new and easier contract.  Our strategy was to stop 
making any payments at all until new terms could be reached.  Mrs. Vanderburgh didn't like the 
Irrigator editorials or my column and yet one day she met me on the street and suggested that 
she and I could get along well together if we could get rid of Ed.  Of course, her suggestion 
didn't appeal to me. 

Our respective attorneys were in Fresno and there were frequent conferences between them 
in an effort to work out a new contract.  One day we had a telephone call from an attorney in  
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Hanford who apparently was representing Mrs. Vanderburgh.  We guessed that she was in his 
office when he called and would shortly be returning to Selma.  It was her habit to stop at the 
Post Office to get her mail before going home.  Since the Post Office was in its same location, 
next door to the old Enterprise office, we laid a trap. 

Our attorney had previously suggested that we might give the Irrigator back to "the Old 
Lady" and revive the Enterprise.  With this suggestion in mind, Ed went to the old Enterprise 
office and began sweeping it out.  Shortly, Mrs. Vanderburgh stopped at the Post Office and saw 
Ed at work next door.  Her curiosity having been aroused, she walked into the vacant building 
and asked Ed what he was doing. 

''Getting ready to print the Enterprise over here,'' he replied. 
A new and more favorable contract was signed in November, 1931. 

23 



 
Chapter VIII 

 
THE TERRIBLE THIRTIES 

Despite my conviction that a newspaper publisher or editor should not become directly 
involved in partisan politics nor hold an elective or appointive office, circumstances over which 
I had little control conspired to dictate otherwise.  The decade of the 1930s began disastrously 
for almost everyone.  The short-lived period of seeming prosperity resulting from the 
consolidation of The Enterprise and the Irrigator was followed by the worst years of the Great 
Depression. 

Nearly everyone was in the same predicament.  Few had enough income to pay all their bills 
every week or month.  Most paid the urgent ones and let the others wait their turn.  Low prices 
for merchandise or services were of no help.  On a return trip to Selma from Southern 
California, we got breakfasts for three in Pasadena for 75 cents.  A sign in the window read, 
"Special this week: 3 hot-cakes 5c." 

The salaries of Selma elementary school teachers were cut to save a total of $6,000.  Those 
of the high school teachers were reduced 10 per cent to save between $5,000 and $6,000.  
Salaries were generally below $1,500 a year.  The resignation of a high school teacher was 
demanded by the school board and received because her husband was also a member of the 
faculty.  No household could be permitted to draw two salaries from the same source.  At about 
the same time, the elementary school went to court to try to enforce a rule compelling all 
teachers to live in the city.  The court decided that the board did not have such authority. 

The Selma City Council combined the positions of chief of police and traffic officer to 
reduce the municipal payroll.  The chief of the volunteer fire department was relieved of his 
duties to save $20 a month. 

Some residents were so badly in need of food that the Red Cross distributed a free carload 
(58,000 pounds) of flour.  On several occasions groups of "hunger marchers" were seen on the 
highway on their way to Fresno, the county seat, or San Francisco.  These were the days when 
the 100-car freight trains passing north or south through Selma were loaded with unemployed 
men going from one end of the state to the other looking for work or some kind of welfare.  It 
was not an uncommon thing to see men, women or children searching garbage cans for 
something edible. 

Here are some commodity prices advertised in the Irrigator: 
Coffee, 17c lb.; soap, 10 bars for 25c; butter, 27c lb.; potatoes, 37c for a 25 lb. bag; cabbage, 

1c lb.; pork roast, 13c lb.; beef roast, 9c lb.; rib or T-bone steak, 15c lb.; bacon, 14c lb.  Clothing 
prices were so low that I bought a suit for $19.75.  As late as 1934, I got a four-course dinner for 
80 cents on a Southern Pacific diner en route to San Francisco. 
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It was at this time that the Selma Community Chest was organized to unite several financial 
campaigns of social service organizations, none of which had been meeting with success.  The 
chest included the Red Cross, YMCA, YWCA, Boy Scouts, Community Christmas tree and a 
local relief fund.  An allotment of $25 was made for "expenses."  The total goal was set at 
$2,000 and was finally raised after weeks of intense solicitation. 

The depression had a serious effect on the Irrigator's income from advertising and job 
printing.  During the first six months of 1932 the gross volume of business was $1,000 less than 
in the same period in 1931.  Printing the Parlier Progress became such a futile exercise that we 
discontinued that paper but kept the Fowler Ensign.  In September 1932, we cut the wages of 
our employees 15 per cent.  During the preceding month I had drawn a salary of $120. 

Ed and I were obliged to take merchandise, groceries, laundry service, milk, etc., in trade for 
advertising space or printing.  When we heard that a merchant who owed us money was going 
out of business, we told our wives to see if he had anything in stock that they needed. 

In order to give Ed more time in the shop and to solicit printing, mostly in Fresno, I took 
over the advertising solicitation, as I had done before the consolidation.  I was a poor salesman, 
being too sympathetic with the plight of the merchants and not sure that newspaper advertising 
would help their businesses.  Besides, my interest was in the news side of the paper.  As I wrote 
my mother, "I combined the leg work of news gathering with the leg work of ad solicitation, one 
leg for each job." 

And then there was always proofreading — the Great Register of Voters, galleys of news 
type, legal briefs, high school annuals, advertising, and legal notices.  In much of this work, my 
wife held copy or read proof without compensation when I took the material home.  At Great 
Register printing time, before every election, Ed and I spent many Sundays reading the 
monotonous material at the office.  The telephone directory would have been more interesting. 

My editorial writing was almost entirely done at home on weekends, usually Sunday 
afternoons or evenings.  The weekly output usually included two editorials, one on a local issue 
and one on a state or national topic, and from time to time I wrote a column that covered a wide 
range of subjects in which I was interested.  I discovered that response from readers increased in 
direct proportion to the personal nature of my comments.  References to books I was reading or 
personal experiences, such as anniversaries or earlier events in my life, seemed to attract the 
most readership.  Of course, much of this could have been eliminated but it happened to be my 
way of making a weekly paper more than a mere newspaper.  It was also important to have a 
handful of copy ready on Monday morning for the Linotype operator.  Regardless of its 
importance, "copy" was something that couldn't be in short supply. 

There were those who told me that a local newspaper should not express opinions about 
state, national, or international affairs.  These objectors were no doubt those who disagreed with 
my views.  We kept alive the fiction that the editorials were the opinions of the paper but on a 
weekly paper there was no doubt about their authorship.  We never used "canned" material sent 
in by persons or companies wishing to express their particular viewpoints.  We also had a 
standing rule against publishing poetry as we felt that it was not the function of a newspaper to 
do so.  I suspect that there is at least one poet in every community who feels discriminated 
against.  We ran occasional ''letters to the editor" but these were infrequent and usually came 
from the same source. 

Because of its importance, the Irrigator published an editorial on the front page of its 
November 30, 1933, issue.  It condemned Governor James Rolf Jr. for condoning the lynching 
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in San Jose of two men who had been charged with the brutal murder of a popular young man.  
A later editorial called for the governor's impeachment, but the idea didn't catch on.  At any rate, 
our low regard of the governor didn't keep him from coming to Selma in February 1934 on a 
''goodwill" visit. 

As an example of the power of the press in local affairs, I remember when a city councilman 
suggested that the trunks of some very tall palm trees that lined West Front Street, then the 
Golden State Highway, be painted white to prevent automobiles from hitting them.  I suggested 
in a two-line editorial that if God had wanted palm trees with white trunks He would have 
created them that way.  Nothing more was heard of the councilman's suggestion. 

In spite of the scarcity of advertising, the Irrigator adhered to its policy of not printing ''free 
publicity" which is a method by which advertisers seek to get something for nothing.  It is 
impossible to estimate the amount of business we lost by our refusal to deviate from this rule.  
We didn't expect other business concerns to give away part of their merchandise to make a sale.  
We assumed, rightly or wrongly, that our only product was space at so much a column inch. 

One day the manager of the local ice company came into the office with a stranger who had 
a full-page ad (in mat form) extolling the fine qualities of the plant's product—ice.  When the 
stranger learned that there would be no "news story" about the plant's modern ice-making 
equipment, the two men picked up the mat and walked out.  In an hour or so they returned and 
placed the ad in the next issue with no further reference to a ''news item.'' 

On another occasion, the advance man for a circus came in with some mats illustrating the 
ferocious animals and comely bareback riders to be seen in the forthcoming performances.  
When he asked, "How much publicity do we get?" he was told "None."  Instead of walking out, 
he converted his publicity mats into an ad and paid the current rate of 35 cents a column inch for 
"national advertising.''  Of course, we did run a short item in the news columns announcing the 
times and location of the circus performances. 

In other words, we reserved the right to decide what constituted "news" and what was an 
attempt of someone to get their name or that of their product into the news columns without 
paying for it. 

This is some of the background against which I became involved in politics and in 1934 
became Selma's 12th postmaster.  Early in 1932 we got our fingers burned when we involved 
the Irrigator in the city election.  We were unhappy with the membership of the current City 
Council, which frequently transacted its business in sessions from which the press was 
excluded. 

The Irrigator sponsored a "mass meeting" to consider candidates for the council who would 
be more responsive to doing the city's business in open meetings.  The committee in charge of 
arrangements for the meeting, of which I was a member, asked the high school trustees for the 
use of the school's auditorium.  The request was denied, without explanation, and the meeting 
was held in the Women's Clubhouse.  A slate of three candidates was endorsed.  Two were 
elected but the third, the incumbent mayor, was defeated.  The meddling of the Irrigator was 
blamed for his defeat. 

The high school board's unexplained refusal of the auditorium for a public meeting was 
answered in an editorial "The Right of Lawful Assembly" in which I quoted the state law which 
clearly set forth that school buildings could be used for gatherings of citizens to discuss any 
topics, even politics. 

Ever since 1928 when The Enterprise had supported Al Smith, the paper had been endorsing 
Democratic candidates in state and national elections.  There were a few exceptions.  When 
Upton Sinclair got the Democratic nomination for governor in 1934 we supported Raymond  
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Haight, an independent.  We supported Earl Warren when he ran for governor on the Republican 
ticket the first time and helped him win the nominations of both parties in a later primary 
election. 

It was not strange under these circumstances that I was appointed to fill a vacancy on the 
Fresno County Democratic Central Committee in 1932.  In August of that year I was elected to 
membership on the committee. 

In the May, 1932, presidential primary, Franklin D. Roosevelt, whom we had supported, 
carried Selma although John Nance Garner carried California.  At that time, FDR was so little 
known that some people thought he was the son of President Theodore Roosevelt.  At the 
Democratic convention in Chicago, Roosevelt got the nomination when Garner's California 
delegates switched at the right moment to give the Texan second place on the ticket. 

Selma Democrats were elated over Roosevelt's nomination.  It became my duty as a member 
of the county central committee to see to it that he carried Selma in November.  In October about 
50 of the faithful met to organize a Roosevelt-for-president Club.  There was no difficulty in 
finding a rent-free, vacant store building for a headquarters.  When the votes were counted on 
November 8, Roosevelt had carried Selma and its rural precincts two to one. 

Now it was the turn of the Democrats to celebrate.  On the day after the election an 
impromptu parade was organized.  Each Democratic stalwart armed himself with a lawnmower 
and marched through the business district.  This was their answer to President Hoover's 
prediction that grass would grow in the streets of America if Roosevelt were elected. 
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THE PAY-OFF 

When the Irrigator supported Roosevelt in 1932 there was no thought of political gains either 
for the paper or for its owners.  Ed and I were confirmed Democrats and in the national interest 
it seemed obvious that the country needed and would get a change in its political leadership.  
While the sorry state of the economy was not so visible in rural communities, I had been sent to 
Chicago to attend the Rotary International convention in 1930 and had seen hundreds of 
unemployed men sitting on the curbs along streets. 

Before the end of November 1932, some of my Democratic friends were suggesting that I 
should seek appointment as postmaster.  One of their most convincing arguments was, "You 
know the Republican postmaster will be replaced and you might as well get his job." My own 
reaction was expressed in a letter written Nov. 24 to my mother: 

"You will be interested and perhaps amused to know that I am being boomed for postmaster 
by some of the local Democrats!...  I haven't decided yet whether I shall try for the job.  The 
salary is the chief incentive.  It is a full-time job but I could still supervise my part of the paper 
and we would have to hire a reporter.  However, there is nothing certain about it yet.  Under 
normal conditions, I wouldn't consider it, but conditions are not normal and I shouldn't overlook 
any way to help pull us through the difficult period.'' 

There was also a personal reason why I had not thought about the postmastership as a 
reward for political services.  The Republican postmaster, who had risen from the ranks and had 
Civil Service status as a postal employee, was a friend and neighbor of mine and his daughter 
and mine had been classmates since kindergarten. 

Among those who gave me encouragement to become postmaster was one of the clerks, 
who, under the Hatch Act, could take no public position on his preference.  It soon became 
apparent that other San Joaquin Valley publishers who were lucky enough to be Democrats were 
looking longingly at their own post offices for a source of regular income.  It was not until the 
fall of 1933 that the question of replacing Republican postmasters became a reality. 

Being the only Democratic Central Committeeman from Selma, I assumed that I would get 
the committee's endorsement.  It was at this point that I learned the facts of life about politics in 
one easy lesson! 

The biggest political plum in the county was the Fresno postmastership and there were two 
men seeking the appointment.  Their supporters had been busy lining up votes of committee 
members, including those in the rural areas.  What I didn't know was that the Parlier 
committeeman, not a candidate for any postmastership himself, had his own choice for the Selma 
"vacancy" and that choice wasn't me. 
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A few days before the Sept. 29 Central Committee meeting, at which endorsements were to 
be made, I went to Fresno where I called on Democratic Congressman Denver Church and 
several members of the committee.  I recall feeling a certain coolness on the part of some of the 
committeemen and a lack of pledges that they would vote for me.  At the crucial meeting, this 
coolness turned into votes for my rival, who through his "manager" had delivered enough votes 
to decide the outcome of the Fresno contest.  To my complete surprise and obvious 
embarrassment, I lost the endorsement by a vote of 14 to 8.  A young Fresno attorney sitting 
next to me whispered, "Move to make it unanimous." 

Still smarting from this display of political trickery, I refused to do so, something telling me 
that the contest was not over.  My hopes had been badly dashed by this experience.  Sleep was 
impossible when I got home and I spent the night trying to decide upon a course of action that 
would upset the vote of the committee. 

The weak spot in my opponent's case was that he was not identified with Selma's 
community life in spite of the fact that he got his mail on a Selma rural route.  Rather, his civic 
interests, if any, were in Parlier.  The question thus became whether Selma was to have a 
postmaster known to the community or a relative stranger. 

The first thing I did in an effort to rectify the "error" was to ask five of Selma's best known 
citizens, regardless of party affiliations, to see to it that justice was done, namely, that I be 
appointed postmaster.  The final decision rested with Congressman Church, a Democrat, who 
could overrule the Central Committee. 

An embarrassing aspect of my failure to get the endorsement of the committee was that I had 
to report the action in the next issue of the Irrigator.  On the other hand, this served notice to the 
people of Selma that they were in danger of getting an outsider for postmaster. 

The months between my ignominious defeat in Fresno and my appointment as acting 
postmaster were full of anxiety.  My "special committee" called on Congressman Church and I 
was in frequent correspondence with him.  He sent a postal inspector from Fresno to look into 
the situation. 

In April 1934 the post office was moved from First Street, next to the former location of The 
Enterprise, to East Front Street and new office fixtures were installed.  The back door of the new 
post office was across a vacant lot from the Irrigator building and I made frequent back door 
visits to the post office looking for official mail from Washington that failed to arrive day after 
day. 

However, my hopes for the appointment rose when the Civil Service Commission ruled that 
where one gets one's mail was no longer a deciding factor in making application for a 
postmastership.  The important factors were "(1) whether you live in or near the city in which 
you wish to be postmaster and (2) whether you are identified with the business and social life of 
that community."  Since I couldn't have done better if I had written the ruling myself, I felt that 
it was only a matter of time until the controversy would "be settled. 

Just to prove that someone in the family could get appointed to public office, my wife was 
named to fill a vacancy on the Selma Elementary School board.  She was later elected to the 
board and served 14 years, surviving several closely contested elections.  She was later a 
member of the War Rationing Board, serving for a time as its chairman. 

Finally, early in March 1934, I received a letter from Mr. Church saying that he would  
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recommend to the Post Office Department that I be appointed acting postmaster.  In his letter, he 
told me that my rival was ineligible.  The next definite word came from a bonding company to 
the effect that my appointment had been made, effective May 15.  This was confirmed by the 
Post Office Department and by Mr. Church. 

My five and one-half years as Selma's postmaster-editor drastically changed my daily 
routine.  In the first place, I could depend on a regular income.  The arrangement that Ed and I 
made may not have been entirely equitable but it offered a partial solution to our financial 
problem.  I drew no money from the Irrigator, although I continued to write the editorials and 
my column.  When necessary, I covered night meetings and turned in reports on them.  I was 
also available for proofreading except during post office hours.  With my $2,600 annual salary 
from the government (cut to $2,500 on July 1, 1934, because of a drop in postal receipts at the 
Selma office) I managed to support my family in a manner to which they had not hitherto been 
accustomed.  Ed raised his salary from the Irrigator to a similar amount.  Although Uncle Sam 
didn't know it, he was paying the salary for two jobs, postmaster and editor. 

A succession of young men took over most of my duties at the Irrigator.  Some could not 
meet my rather demanding requirements, some left for better paying jobs, some perhaps 
resented my constant supervision.  One of them tried to make a feature story out of almost every 
news item, even when such treatment was not justified by the facts. 

Being postmaster impressed me at first as being much less demanding than being an editor, 
reporter, advertising solicitor and proofreader.  However, I spent eight hours a day at the post 
office, or on official business, with Saturday afternoons "off" except just before Christmas.  My 
editorial work rarely intruded on my postal duties.  As postmaster, however, I participated in 
community affairs even if such events took me away from the office.  However, I was always 
available to lend a hand when the work in the post office demanded it.  My new job added 
substantially to my acquaintance with the patrons of the office.  It also gave me some experience 
in the rudiments of bookkeeping as there were monthly reports to prepare and regular audits of 
each clerk's $300 supply of postal supplies (stamps, envelopes, etc., and cash). 

The post office staff at that time consisted of an assistant postmaster, two clerks, two city 
letter carriers, two rural carriers, a parcel post delivery man, an elderly man who took outgoing 
mail to the trains and brought mail from the trains, and a custodian.  The only patronage that I 
had at my disposal was the job of custodian.  I appointed an old Irishman to this position as a 
reward for his faithful service at the Roosevelt-for-president headquarters.  He and his wife 
cleaned the post office every night until 1937 when the Government constructed its own 
building and the custodian's job came under Civil Service regulations. 

The former postmaster had been appointed 14 years earlier from the ranks and did not wish 
to lose his civil service rating.  Consequently, he stayed on the staff as a substitute until such 
time as a vacancy occurred.  By July 1, 1934, I had discovered that one of the clerks (not my 
friend and supporter) was making his own rules about working hours and occasionally came to 
work in an intoxicated condition.  He may have been an alcoholic but in those days a person was 
either drunk or sober.  It did not occur to me at the time that this was the position my 
predecessor rightly coveted.  When I failed to accept the clerk's proffered resignation, hoping for 
his reform, I suppose, I found it difficult to get rid of him "through channels."  Finally, the Post 
Office Department asked me to file charges against him and in due time he was separated from 
the service. 
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It was not until 1938, however, that the appointment of my predecessor as a regular clerk 
became effective.  In the meantime, he was a substitute clerk and-or carrier as the need arose 
and continued to be my good friend.  At the time of his retirement in 1954, he was again 
assistant postmaster. 

After nearly a year as acting postmaster, I received my tour-year commission as postmaster 
signed by Franklin D. Roosevelt and James A. Farley, the postmaster-general. 

One of my duties as postmaster was to accompany annually the city and rural carriers on 
their routes.  Walking with the city carriers usually tired me out but I thoroughly enjoyed the 
days when I rode with the rural carriers.  I was actually spending a day in the country, learning 
where people lived on their vineyards and orchards and meeting many of them when they came 
out to welcome their "friendly mailman."  I learned that the rural carriers had established close 
personal relations with their patrons, often did errands for them in town and frequently 
exchanged neighborhood news.  As a passenger on the right side of the front seat, it became my 
unrequired duty to put each patron's mail in his box, which was, naturally, in front of his home 
on the right side of the road. 

The Christmas season was one that I both enjoyed and found arduous.  The extra work as the 
holiday season approached was extremely tiring, and I usually went to bed from exhaustion as 
soon as Dec. 24 had come and gone.  As I recall the Selma Post Office had no funds for hiring 
of extra help at such a time.  The holiday rush also prevented the postmaster and his family from 
joining family festivities in Southern California. 

The joy of Christmas time came from helping deliver packages the day before Christmas or 
even on Christmas morning.  One could enjoy his Christmas dinner better by knowing that all 
the packages that had been received had been delivered. 

The most important event during my term as postmaster was the erection and occupancy of a 
post office building.  Congressman B. W. (Bud) Gearhart of Fresno had succeeded Congressman 
Church, and it was his hope that Fresno would get a new post office building.  When he 
condescendingly announced in August 1935 that Selma would get the new building instead, he 
gave the impression that his district was being shortchanged.  As Congressman Gearhart was a 
frequent target of my editorials because of his conservatism, this gave me another opportunity to 
criticize him.  It was fortunate for me that political patronage had passed to Democratic Senator 
William Gibbs McAdoo.  Otherwise my term as postmaster might have been a short one. 

Having decided in its infinite wisdom to honor Selma instead of Fresno with a new post 
office building, the government set out in August 1935 to find a suitable site.  Twenty were 
offered, ranging in price from $200 to $20,000.  The one selected at High and North streets had 
a price tag of $4,500, including one or two small houses. 

Plans for the new building, presumably prepared in Washington, called for an imposing, 
box-like edifice of an architectural style completely out of keeping with a central California 
community.  When it was completed, patrons found a double entrance with a vestibule where 
one might shake the nonexistent snow from his clothing. 

It was not until April 14, 1936, that bids for construction were opened.  There were four 
bidders.  A Fresno firm bid $68,313, an Oakland company $67,491, a Los Angeles contractor 
$59,450, and the Wickes Engineering and Construction Company of Des Moines, Iowa, 
$58,800.  The fact that the low bidder was from Iowa is some indication of how far contractors 
would go in the 1930s to get a job.  The contract was let one month after the bids were opened. 

I do not recall that there was any ground-breaking ceremony.  The work went forward  
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steadily and the building was dedicated Feb. 20, 1937.  The program was held on the steps 
leading to the front entrance with District Attorney Dan F. Conway, a Democratic stalwart, as the 
speaker.  Some interior work remained to be done, there was an unaccountable delay in the 
arrival of the lock boxes and the post office did not open for business in its new home until April 
5. 

While the post office building was under construction, the postmaster and his wife built a 
two-story Cape Cod colonial house in a very desirable part of the residential area.  The lot was 
bought for $350 from an absentee owner who had grown tired of paying taxes on it.  The house 
cost about $6,500, of which $5,000 came from a California veteran's loan, repayable at $33 a 
month, including principal and interest. 

When our Lineotype operator's seven-year-old daughter heard about the two building 
projects she asked, ''How can Mr. Pratt build a post office and a new house in the same year?'' 

On Oct. 20 of that year, Postmaster General Farley paid an official visit to Selma 
accompanied by Senator McAdoo.  Some time before Mr. Farley's arrival, I was visited by a 
postal inspector who briefed me on procedures.  First of all, I was to invite the leading citizens 
to meet the distinguished visitor in the lobby of the post office.  I did not forget to include the 
Catholic priest in this group.  After the visit was over, I sent Mr. Farley the names of everyone 
he had met and later each received a letter typed and signed in green ink. 

After the reception, Mr. Farley went into the work area and shook hands with all the 
employees.  Out on the front steps he was introduced to the crowd by Senator McAdoo.  It was 
my impression that the Senator was trying to upstage the Postmaster General, not an easy thing 
to do. 

As a final touch to the building, the plans called for a mural at one end of the lobby.  This 
was part of the government's program to keep artists employed during the depression.  The 
$1,500 commission for the Selma mural went to Norman S. Chamberlain of Hermosa Beach, 
Calif.  Before beginning the project, the artist visited Selma to get the "feel" of the area.  I took 
him on a tour of the countryside and we visited the Libby cannery where he saw peaches being 
processed. 

The finished mural, titled "Land of Irrigation" reflected the basic agricultural resources — 
peaches and grapes — dependent on an extensive irrigation system with a glimpse of the 
canning process.  The mural was unveiled March 28, 1938, at brief ceremonies before a small 
group of art lovers.  Like most post office murals, it had its admirers and its critics, but I think 
that Mr. Chamberlain's work has stood the test of time better than most. 

In March 1940, Mr. and Mrs. Chamberlain held an exhibit of their paintings in the Women's 
Clubhouse.  He gave one of his watercolors to the club in lieu of rent.  At the same time he gave 
my wife her choice of his paintings in the show.  She chose a still life — a bouquet of magnolia 
blossoms with some apples below it on a table.  It hung in our dining room for over 30 years. 

This may have been an early example of ''payola'' but if so, let the Post Office Department 
make the most of it! 

By December 1937, I was already thinking of giving up the post office and returning full-
time to the Irrigator.  The responsibilities of being both editor and postmaster were becoming 
too burdensome.  Actually, I was finding the post office job more demanding than I had 
anticipated. 

There had been some improvement in the newspaper business but not enough to warrant 
leaving my federal job in mid-term.  So I decided to stay on until my four-year commission 
expired in March, 1939.  The Christmas rush of 1938 helped to convince me that I was working 
too hard. 
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There were other considerations, such as the fact that I had no political ties with Senator  
Sheridan Downey and might not even pass the examinations that had been set up to lessen the 
purely political aspects of the appointment.  As it turned out, my successor was third man in the 
examinations but the top Democrat. 

Due to bureaucratic delays, I remained in office until Oct. 1, 1939.  I left the job with some 
misgivings but with anticipation that I was going back to my desk in the Irrigator office with a 
greater feeling of independence.  Political office had been rewarding other than financially but it 
had cast a shadow on my editorial freedom.  My conviction that an editor should not hold a 
political office, elective or appointive, had been confirmed.  I had the distinction of being one of 
the few Democrats who ever resigned a political job. 
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Chapter X 

 
MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE RANCH 

The Irrigator had adjusted to my absentee editorship and by the end of October 1939 there 
had been some improvement in advertising and printing revenues.  Ed and I were able to make 
the last payment on Mrs. Vanderburgh's contract and we noted the milestone by changing the 
name of the paper to The Enterprise.  This naturally displeased Mrs. Vanderburgh but there was 
nothing she could do about it.  In the meantime, we had partly repaid our other creditors by 
"trading" printing against debts, but were now able to make payments by checks. 

Having been a daily and nightly visitor to the Irrigator office during my five-and-a-half-year 
"leave", I had shared in many of the paper's projects and tribulations.  Shortly after Roosevelt 
was elected, the city council called a special election to let the voters decide whether beer with a 
3.2 per cent alcoholic content could be sold in Selma.  As the election was held on a Thursday, 
we held the type forms of that morning's press run until after the election returns had been 
counted.  We then made over the front page, with a banner headline that the issue had won, and 
proceeded to take the two-page chase back to the press, which was then in the basement.  As the 
two pages of type were being put on the flatbed press, the chase (the metal frame holding the 
type in place) broke and all the type in the two pages fell in a heap on the floor.  That was the 
end of the "Extra."  All we could do was answer telephone calls from readers who wanted to 
know the result of the election. 

As a rule, the type forms of one week's issue were dismantled as soon as the press run was 
completed.  This practice was one that prevented us from publishing an "Extra" even when 
unforeseen events justified one.  Thus, when the southbound Southern Pacific's "Owl" was 
wrecked in the center of Selma about 2 a.m. on a Friday in February 1937, we were helpless to 
do anything about an extra edition.  The Fresno Bee covered the wreck in its early afternoon 
paper — and by the following Thursday the wreck itself was no longer news. 

But the wreck of the "Owl" was no ordinary rail disaster and had many ramifications.  A 
couple from Porterville was driving their car north on the Golden State Highway which at that 
time paralleled the railroad.  They stopped in Selma for some refreshments at an all-night eatery.  
When they resumed their journey they made a right turn from the highway to the railroad tracks 
and then turned north with the wheels of their car straddling the rails.  It was reported later that 
this mode of travel had been enjoyed by them when driving into Porterville from their orange 
grove to which the railroad had built a spur track. 

They had not gone far before the front wheels of their car caught in a switch and could not 
be disengaged.  A few moments later they saw the headlight of the southbound "Owl",  
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which was barreling through the San Joaquin Valley.  The San Francisco-bound motorists put 
themselves at a safe distance from the impending crash before the locomotive hit the car, 
throwing it to one side of the track.  The impact of the collision broke the engine's cowcatcher, 
which, in turn, caught in another switch, throwing the locomotive, tender and two baggage cars 
off the track.  All of the passenger cars, filled with sleeping travelers, stayed on the rails. 

My postal clerk friend, who was the Selma correspondent of the Fresno Bee, got me out of 
bed with the news that ''the Owl is wrecked in the center of town."  When I got to the scene, I 
learned that the fireman had been instantly killed when the second baggage car rammed into the 
engine's cab, the tender and first baggage car having swung off to one side.  The engineer had 
been taken to the Selma Sanitarium where he had died from scalding steam.  Some of the 
passengers were injured, none seriously. 

The scene of the wreck was one of confusion by the time I got there.  The Porterville couple 
had been arrested by the local police as it appeared that their wish to “play train” had caused the 
disaster.  The railroad company's doctor (there was one in nearly every town in those days) had 
intimated at the scene that the couple was intoxicated. 

Months later, when the driver of the automobile went on trial in Fresno for manslaughter, 
his attorney put the Southern Pacific Railroad on trial for having faulty equipment, i.e. the 
cowcatcher.  The defendant was acquitted.  There were rumors that he successfully sued The 
Saturday Evening Post for libel as it had published an article on train wrecks in which the ''Owl" 
wreck was mentioned along with its alleged cause.  The Irrigator could have been similarly 
charged but it was general knowledge that our assets were not worth the trouble of a libel suit. 

And so because the wreck happened on a Friday morning, the Irrigator missed the biggest 
news story in Selma's history. 

Statewide publicity came to the Irrigator in 1936 when the front page of the Dec. 5, 1935, 
issue won the best front page contest for weeklies sponsored by the California Newspaper 
Publishers' Association.  The award was made at the annual convention of the CNPA, held that 
year in Santa Monica.  Because of my post office job I had not gone to the convention but Ed 
called me when he learned that the Irrigator had won one of the major trophies. 

I took the "Owl" (which would stop in Selma to pick up a paid fare) and showed up, slightly 
sleepy, at the convention the next morning.  The awards were made at the luncheon and I 
accepted the cup from Governor Frank F. Merriam.  This particular award was given by the Los 
Angeles Times, then an ultra-conservative Republican newspaper.  My comment that the cup 
was being accepted by a Democratic postmaster drew a laugh from the predominantly 
Republican newspaper publishers. 

In the effort to increase advertising revenue during these lean years, the Irrigator sponsored 
three annual farm and home expositions.  The idea for such an event came out of the 
brainstorming sessions in which several of our employees participated.  One new staff member 
was a young Selma merchant whose shoe store was a victim of the depression.  He became our 
advertising manager at a salary of $25 a week. 

The purpose of the farm and home exposition was to provide a place where merchants 
(automobile and appliance dealers in particular) could display their wares as they might in  
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the commercial department of a county fair. 
The first exposition was held March 7, 8 and 9, 1935, in the recently vacated Kutner 

Department Store building.  It provided 10,000 square feet of display space.  Ed, being a 
carpenter as well as a printer, built booths of various sizes so that exhibits had plywood walls on 
three sides.  Our revenue came from booth rentals and from ads which ran in a special edition of 
the paper.  Admission was free and all three expositions drew large crowds.  Entertainment of 
sorts was provided and nightly door prizes were drawn.  I scrupulously refrained from printing 
the names of the prize winners in the Irrigator.  To have done so seemed to me to violate the 
Postal Laws and Regulations, which, as postmaster, I was sworn to uphold. 

By 1936 the Kutner building was occupied by a Safeway store so we rented a huge tent, 60 x 
260 feet in size, erected it on a vacant lot and covered the ground with sawdust.  The 1937 show 
was a repetition of the 1936 event. 

In June 1935, the advertising manager and I went to a CNPA advertising managers' 
convention in San Jose where we took second prize for our 1935 farm and home exposition 
promotion. 

At the CNPA convention in 1939, the Triangle Press won a cup for the best commercial 
printing display. 

These various awards brought recognition from our ''peers" (a word then not in vogue)  
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but they didn't meet the payroll, buy groceries, gasoline or clothes and after September 30, 1939, 
there were no more checks from the Post Office Department. 

In 1940 and 1941, Selma, along with the entire country, responded to President Roosevelt's 
efforts to restore the nation's economy.  The town had grown in population from 3,047 in 1930 
to 3,684 in 1940.  Between 1920 and 1930 there had been a slight loss.  On Oct. 16, 1940, when 
men between 21 and 35 were registered for the draft, the office in Selma enrolled 541, including 
men from rural areas. 

In spite of the widely accepted argument against a third term for any President, Roosevelt 
polled 962 votes in Selma as compared with 458 for Wendell Willkie in 1940.  Selma celebrated 
its sixtieth anniversary that year with considerably less fanfare than it observed its semi-
centennial in 1930. 

The year 1940 also saw the formation of a new municipal band.  It was sponsored by the 
Chamber of Commerce but was in large part a project of The Selma Enterprise.  Criticism of the 
old band was based on the fact that it was financed by county and city funds but no accounting 
of those funds could be obtained. 

Our daughter, when she had played flute in the old band, was paid 50 cents a concert.  As a 
member of the new band she earned $3 a concert.  Shortly before the new band began its first 
season of Saturday night concerts, she received an anonymous letter informing her that her "old 
man" was having an affair with the wife of the new bandmaster.  I was called home by this crisis 
in our domestic life.  After reading the letter, I took it to the new bandmaster's home and found 
that he had received a similar ''revelation."  We attributed the letters to a disgruntled member of 
the old band and enjoyed a few laughs at his expense. 

Earlier in my partnership with Ed, a longer letter, written on the margins of a colored comic 
section we were then distributing with the paper, suggested that we both leave town.  We had 
apparently antagonized a reader who couldn't resist letting us know how he (or she) felt about us 
personally. 

Sometime in 1941 we decided to sell the Fowler Ensign, which we had bought in 1930 and 
printed in Selma.  As the Ensign's assets consisted of its subscription list and that intangible 
thing called "goodwill", we sold it for $500.  At the same time we acted as guarantor for $2,500 
worth of printing equipment then located in Arvin in Kern County. Although The Enterprise 
changed owners several times after we sold it in 1947, it is a coincidence that one of its present 
owners (1975) is the man to whom we sold the Fowler Ensign in 1941. 
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THE TIME BOMB EXPLODES 

It is useless to speculate on what might have happened in Selma and to The Enterprise if 
Japan had not attacked Pearl Harbor on Dec. 7, 1941.  In spite of the tension that had been 
building up between the United States and Japan in recent months, few Americans were 
prepared for the event that plunged this country into World War II. 

Most Californians, on that peaceful Sunday morning, were too stunned to recall the long 
history of anti-Asiatic feeling that had characterized the state's history.  It had actually begun in 
the 1850s during the Gold Rush when Chinese miners were discriminated against.  As many as 
18,000 Chinese arrived in San Francisco in 1852.  Thousands more came after the Civil War to 
work on the Central Pacific Railroad.  Chinese immigration was legalized by the Burlingame 
Treaty of 1868. 

Following the completion of the western end of the transcontinental railroad in 1869, the 
Chinese laborers settled in many California communities, creating large or small Chinatowns.  
Because they competed with American labor, they were subjected to violence and persecution.  
The popular slogan of the time was “The Chinese Must Go.” 

In response to this sentiment, Congress passed in 1882 a 10-year Chinese Exclusion Act 
which stopped future emigration to the United States from China.  Eventually, this created a 
shortage of cheap labor on the Pacific Coast and Japanese were invited to supply replacements.  
This was permitted under the American-Japanese Treaty signed in 1874, which provided for the 
mutual right of immigration. 

Early opposition to the Japanese then living in California was voiced at a mass meeting in 
San Francisco in 1900.  Five years later the San Francisco Chronicle conducted a campaign 
against them and in the same year the Asiatic Exclusion League, aimed at both Chinese and 
Japanese, was formed.  One Californian who made a career of anti-Asiatic agitation was V. S. 
McClatchy, a member of the California newspaper family (Sacramento, Fresno and Modesto 
Bees). 

By 1908, the number of Japanese entering the United States had grown to such proportions 
that a "gentlemen's agreement" (the Root-Takahira document) had been signed.  Under it, Japan 
agreed to discourage the emigration of their workers to the United States while permitting others 
(students and professionals) to come to this country. 

Opposition to the Japanese was not based on the contention that they were an inferior race 
but that they could not be assimilated.  A strong case could be made for their intelligence, 
industry, ability to learn English, personal cleanliness, temperance and determination to support 
themselves. 

On the economic front, opposition was on firmer ground.  The Japanese worked longer  
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hours at lower wages than Americans.  Men and women worked side by side in the fields and, 
being of short stature, were well-adapted for so-called "stoop labor." 

In 1906 the San Francisco Board of Education passed an order creating a special school for 
Japanese children in spite of the fact that there were less than 100 such children scattered among 
23 schools.  A compromise had to be reached in the face of an unrealistic situation. 

In response to the propaganda of the Asiatic Exclusion League, which claimed as early as 
1912 that the Japanese would control the agricultural resources of California in 10 years, the 
State Legislature passed, in 1913, the Alien Land Law.  Under this law, ownership of land by 
aliens ineligible for citizenship was prohibited.  Under existing U.S.-Japanese treaties, the right 
to become naturalized citizens of the United States was denied to Japanese immigrants. 

President Wilson sent Secretary of State Bryan to Sacramento in a futile attempt to prevent 
the passage of the Alien Land Law.  Japan had lodged formal protests with the State Department 
when the law was before the California Legislature.  As late as 1924 Japanese were excluded 
from the United States under the new U.S. immigration law and Japan regarded this action as 
insulting. 

While the governments concerned played the dangerous game of diplomacy, California had 
accepted its Japanese population as a fact of life.  Many of them had accumulated enough 
money to own and operate businesses (not prohibited) or to acquire farms.  Where land 
ownership was involved, the Alien Land Law was circumvented by putting legal ownership in 
the name of sons or daughters born in this country and hence citizens of the United States.  This 
practice was frowned on in certain circles but not among Americans likely to profit from such 
transactions.  It was also possible for Japanese to lease land under certain conditions. 

With a few exceptions, Japanese in the Selma area were farmers.  Some lived as tenants on 
Caucasian-owned vineyards or orchards, often in sub-standard housing.  They were especially 
skilled as primers but also engaged in general farm work.  In other parts of the state they 
became truck farmers, especially in areas near large cities. 

Before the war, the Isei, i.e. Japanese born in Japan, took little part in the life of the 
community except as their children (Nisei) brought them in contact with the schools.  To the 
credit of parents and children, Japanese names rarely appeared in Selma's police or court 
records. 

In December 1941, Selma Union High School had an enrollment of about 700, of whom 91 
were of Japanese ancestry.  Scholarship honor rolls were frequently headed by Japanese names 
and many of these Nisei went on to colleges.  They were subjected to no serious forms of 
discrimination and participated in all school activities, including athletics.  This situation was 
duplicated in dozens of communities in California. 

If there was growing tension between the United States and Japan, it was not reflected in 
Selma.  As late as October 23, 1941, Dr. Hubert Phillips, professor of political science at Fresno 
State College, told a Selma audience: 

"Japan has kept three-fourths of the U.S. Navy immobilized in the Pacific by reason of the 
Tripartite Pact (Germany, Italy and Japan) of 1940.  When Japan went into Indo-China in 
August, 1941, the United States was aroused over the encirclement of the Philippine Islands by 
Japan.  U.S.-Japanese relations worsened after Japan went into Manchuko."  But these were far 
away places and the opinions were those of a college professor! 

What follows is not the story of Selma's participation in the war effort, creditable as that 
was.  It was typical of thousands of American small towns.  Most striking, of course, was  
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the contribution of its sons (and a few daughters).  By mid-1942 there were more than 250 names 
on the city's Honor Roll and as the war continued the number of gold stars grew.  By the end of 
1942 the Selma area had contributed more than 500 young men to the armed services.  Selma 
citizens contributed to War Bond campaigns; cooperated with wartime rationing of gasoline, 
tires and sugar; rode bicycles to conserve gasoline; manned an observation post day and night to 
report airplanes overhead; listened to fireside chats by President Roosevelt; and otherwise went 
about their normal businesses.  What made the war a special issue in Selma was what happened 
to the Japanese-Americans (citizens and non-citizens alike) in the name of military necessity.  
Opinion was divided on whether all persons of Japanese ancestry should be moved out of 
California to protect the state from possible sabotage.  Actually, it might be said that they were 
moved to protect them from those who could have tried to avenge the attack on Pearl Harbor.  
Public sentiment was overwhelmingly anti-Japanese and in favor of indiscriminate evacuation.  
The Enterprise took the unpopular side in this controversy as later chapters will show. 
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THE ENEMY NEXT DOOR 

After 15 years of supporting freedom of speech and the press, taking the side of the 
"underdog," and endorsing principles of democracy as practiced in the United States, there was 
no question as to where The Enterprise would stand on the treatment of citizens of Japanese 
ancestry and their older relatives who had been born in Japan and emigrated to this country.  It 
seemed obvious that the FBI and other federal agencies had placed in custody any who might 
pose a threat to this country and this is actually what happened. 

As for the thousands of loyal American citizens of Japanese ancestry who were living in 
California, they were entitled to the protection accorded them by the Constitution and to 
whatever support, however slight, might be given them by a small country newspaper.  The 
news and editorial columns of The Enterprise covered this story of national injustice and hatred 
as it developed from week to week.  The editorial position did not endear the paper and its 
publishers to some of our readers.  However, we lost only four subscribers.  Some others were 
apparently curious enough to want to read what "outrage" we had committed in the defense of 
the "enemies" they imagined were living in their midst.  Some readers may have resented the 
fact that The Enterprise never referred to Japanese-Americans as "Japs", not even in headlines. 

Although the United States soon found itself at war with all three Axis countries, Germany, 
Italy and Japan, the war on the home front was confined to persons of Japanese birth or ancestry.  
In their case it was not a question of individual loyalty to the United States but the fact that they 
were easily identifiable as a group.  They were Asiatics or Orientals, against whom many 
Californians had a built-in prejudice.  The war was an excuse to revive it. 

It is significant that the first recognition that there might be discrimination against Japanese 
living in Selma was taken at the high school.  The principal called an assembly Monday 
morning, December 8, so that the students could hear by radio President Roosevelt's war 
message to Congress.  After the President had spoken, the principal called attention to the 
presence of nearly 100 "Japanese" among the students.  He asked all students to act as loyal 
American citizens and to refrain from any conduct that might result in hostility between students 
of different racial backgrounds.  He asked the Caucasian students to demonstrate their loyalty to 
their country and their belief in democratic principles by displaying no animosity towards 
students of Japanese ancestry.  Speaking to the latter, he expressed his confidence in their 
loyalty to the United States and advised them to go about their school and home duties as usual, 
refraining from any words or deeds that might subject them to suspicion. 

 

 

42 



The Enemy Next Door 
At the next meeting of the board of trustees of the school district, the principal assured them 

that the loyalty of students of Japanese ancestry had not been questioned.  He said that he 
expected no trouble of any kind during the war.  The principal read a letter from Ben Inouye, one 
of the students, who said that he spoke for the Japanese-Americans.  They were horrified, he 
said, at the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor and would be loyal in word and act to the land of 
their birth, America.  He added that he would be personally responsible for the conduct of the 
high school students of Japanese ancestry. 

At a meeting of the Selma Post of the American Legion on Dec. 8, plans for any civilian 
defense efforts that might be necessary were discussed.  The post commander relayed a message 
from the Fresno County sheriff, who asked that the Legion discourage any race hatred that might 
be aroused by the war and to report to police officials any evidence of disloyalty on the part of 
any citizens. 

It was not until Thursday, December 11, that the Enterprise could report Selma's shock at the 
attack on Pearl Harbor and America's entry into World War II.  The paper commented 
optimistically that "no doubts have been raised as to the loyalty of Japanese-Americans or 
Japanese nationals living in the Selma area." 

The December 11 issue also included the following statement: 
"The members of the Selma Young Buddhist Association willfully and in full consciousness 

of the act, pledge their allegiance without reservation to the United States of America, and will 
help to maintain the American way of living with their energies, their fortunes, and, if necessary, 
with their lives." 

Before there was time for Caucasians to voice any antagonism toward persons of Japanese 
ancestry, including bona fide American citizens, Selma took official action to create a Selma 
City Defense Council.  The motivation for such action was the immediate fear that Japan would 
bring the war to the Pacific Coast, now unprotected by the Pacific Fleet.  It was surmised that 
there might be refugees from the coastal areas who would need housing, food and clothing.  The 
Defense Council was also empowered to protect the citizenry from air raids, prevent sabotage of 
industries and to assist in wartime activities.  The ordinance creating the council went into effect 
January 5, 1942, as soon as legally possible.  Persons violating the orders of the council could be 
fined $300 or imprisoned in the city jail for not more than three months. 

An unusual aspect of the ordinance was that it mentioned the coordinator and vice 
coordinator by name.  Ten committees were provided for by this hastily drafted law, with the 
chairman of each to be appointed by the coordinator. 

My recollection is that the council met frequently, especially in 1942, but it found little to do.  
In March, my wife reported one of its meetings and came home "all bumed up" over anti-
Japanese sentiments expressed by the coordinator and others.  In a letter to my mother, I said 
that "the Japanese in California are certainly sitting on a volcano and we can only hope that there 
won't be an eruption." 

Japanese-Americans in California lost little time in attempting to counter anti-Japanese 
feeling.  They realized that they were placed in a highly vulnerable position by the military 
action of Japan.  Meetings were held under the auspices of the Japanese-American Citizens 
League, which had been in existence for many years.  Veterans' Memorial Hall in Selma was the 
setting for such a meeting on January 6, 1942.  About 50 young Japanese-Americans attended.  
Invited to the meeting were the mayor, three members of the City Council, the  
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secretary of the Chamber of Commerce, and a former mayor, the constable and the editor of the 
Enterprise.  The commander of the American Legion post led the Salute to the Flag. 

The members of the league were told by their leaders that they must act like Americans to 
merit privileged extended to American citizens.  Most of the guests, not yet influenced by 
growing anti-Japanese sentiment, expressed their hopes that the rights of American citizens 
would be respected regardless of their ancestry.  One Japanese-American speaker said that there 
were already 3,000 persons of his racial background in the U.S. armed forces. 

Partly as a result of this meeting, the Enterprise, in its January 15 issue, took an editorial 
position under the heading, ''Fair Play for All."  The editorial said in part: 

"Selma is fortunate in having, at this critical time, a loyal group of citizens of Japanese 
ancestry whose patriotism cannot be seriously questioned.  We cannot, of course, vouch for the 
loyalty of every native of Japan who happens to be living in this vicinity, nor even of every 
American-born citizen of Japanese ancestry, but we feel reasonably certain that there is no cause 
for alarm in this community insofar as this group is concerned. 

"Any doubt on this score would have been dispelled if the doubters had attended the meeting 
held last week ...  There was a ring of sincerity in the addresses made by the representatives of 
the league from Fresno... 

"Few Americans whose forebears came from Europe, rather than Asia, realize what the 
present war has done to those of Japanese ancestry who live in the United States.  As one of the 
speakers at the meeting here said, "The attack on Pearl Harbor was not only a tragedy for the 
United States but it was a staggering blow to all Americans of Japanese descent."  They realized 
from the moment that the war began that not only whatever goodwill they had been able to 
create in the minds of their fellow-Americans toward Japan was gone but that their own 
positions were precarious.  They knew that they might be the target of anti-Japanese agitation 
and that the innocent would suffer with the guilty ... 

"We sincerely hope that during the present war there will be no incidents here for which we 
will later be ashamed.  Every American must demonstrate his loyalty to his country by placing 
no obstacles in the way of his fellow-Americans.  If that is done, we can all live in a better 
America when the war is over." 

It was fortunate that my partner shared my views on this crucial issue.  If challenged by 
readers who held contrary opinions on this or other subjects discussed editorially by The 
Enterprise, he came to the defense of the paper and of its right to take a strong editorial position 
on political, social or economic issues. 

The Enterprise position on the treatment of Japanese-Americans was shared by many 
readers, particularly by active members of Selma's churches who offered assistance and many 
services to those about to be moved out of their homes.  It was impossible to affect the course 
which the military establishment was taking or to change the attitude of hostility of many 
persons toward those who sympathized with the 100,000 Japanese-Americans in California.  For 
example, a high school teacher spoke to a civic club in February, 1942, and persuaded its 
members to go on record in favor of moving all Japanese-Americans from the Pacific Coast.  He 
said that there were 300,000 of them in California (three times the actual number) and asserted 
that they should be moved to prevent ''fifth column activities."  He added that he liked some of 
them as individuals but disliked them as a race. 

Perhaps the most extreme suggestion was made early in June by the district attorney of  
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Tulare County when he addressed the same Selma group.  He warned that incendiary fires might 
be set by Japanese "fifth columnists'' in the Sierra Nevada Mountains.  If this idea had not yet 
occurred to ''the enemy" they could now read it in The Enterprise!  The D.A., who also criticized 
the Army for not moving the Japanese-Americans out of the state faster, probably didn't expect 
that his remarks would be reported.  He concluded by saying that he was in favor of making 
California "a white man's country." 

The most cogent comment was made by Wong Kee, 82, the last survivor of Selma's 
Chinatown.  In an interview in The Enterprise, he called the evacuation of the Japanese-
Americans "a bad mistake.  Better so cops come, shoot bad ones.  Not all Japanese bad." 

Before the Army, acting on Executive Order 9066, signed by President Roosevelt on Feb. 
19, 1942, had started to move Japanese-Americans, first from coastal areas and then out of the 
state,  The Enterprise had warned on the day the executive order was signed against violence by 
"hotheaded" individuals who might decide to conduct a civil war on the home front. 

Considerable confusion was caused when California was divided in March, 1942, into 
Military Areas 1 and 2.  Between Fresno and Visalia the dividing line was the Golden State 
Highway which bisected Selma.  Various zones were established throughout the state in which 
special restrictions, such as curfews and travel limitations, were imposed.  Some Japanese-
Americans living in Military Area 1 were permitted to move into Military Area 2.  Most of them 
moved in with relatives in communities where anti-Japanese feeling was already growing.  For a 
brief period there was a faint hope that Selma's Japanese-Americans living west of the highway 
might avoid being evacuated by moving across the boundary between the two military areas. 

As The Enterprise pointed out March 5, 1942, in an editorial titled "Justice in War Time," it 
was fortunate that the U.S. military authorities were responsible for the evacuation procedures, 
even though these procedures had to be changed frequently to meet the realities of the situation.  
At least the Army did not listen to the irresponsible charge that it was impossible to distinguish 
between a loyal and disloyal Japanese-American.  Lieut. Gen. J.L. DeWitt, who was the officer 
in overall charge of the evacuation, did make some unwise generalizations that "a Jap's a Jap," 
but his personal views were not those of the Army or the Roosevelt administration. 

Earl Warren, later to become governor of California and Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, 
was attorney-general of the state in 1942.  It is to his credit that he ruled that the State Personnel 
Board could not legally drop citizens of Japanese ancestry from state Civil Service lists, as the 
board had ruled.  Mr. Warren said in his decision, "We can win the war and lose our civil 
liberties."  The Enterprise pointed out that only by imposing martial law could the government 
deprive citizens of the rights guaranteed by the 14th Amendment.  But martial law was not 
imposed and an unlawful act (the evacuation) was taken in the name of military necessity. 

Strong support for the views held by The Enterprise came from the statewide Committee on 
National Security and Fair Play.  Dr. Henry P. Grady, a nationally-known diplomat, was 
chairman.  Vice-chairmen included Gen. David P. Barrows, former president of the University 
of California; Chester H. Rowell, California editor; Robert G. Sproul, president of U.C.; Ray 
Lyman Wilbur, president of Stanford University and former governor C. C. Young. 

A statement by this committee appeared in full in my column in The Enterprise.  It urged the 
Government not to move Japanese-Americans from the state.  Instead, it proposed restricted 
areas for them, if necessary, where they could make a substantial contribution to  
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the production of much-needed food and war-related necessities.  This appeal did not deter the 
War Department from its gradual drift toward a decision to move all Japanese-Americans out of 
the state with the exception of those who were sent to two isolated camps in California — Tule 
Lake in the northeastern corner of the state, and Manzanar, east of the Sierra Nevada. 

The decision of the military authorities in June to move all Japanese-Americans from their 
California homes by early August left no doubts about the government's intentions.  If this 
announcement caused personal humiliation or resentment, as indeed it must have, the Japanese-
Americans were so self-disciplined that they didn't show their feelings.  I can think of no racial 
minority which would have submitted to such "extra-legal" proceedings without protests.  The 
fact that the United States was at war with their "homeland" made them realize that they could 
endure any inconvenience for the sake of eventually preserving their citizenship rights, to say 
nothing of their lives. 

Of almost equal concern was the problem of what to do with their personal possessions.  
Many Caucasian friends offered their services as custodians of automobiles, electric appliances, 
and other household goods.  Many Japanese-Americans were victims of those who saw an 
opportunity to buy property of all kinds on a "forced sale" basis.  Estimates of losses suffered by 
persons forced to leave their homes for the uncertainties of relocation centers have run into the 
millions.  In the years following the war Congress reimbursed this loss in part. 

One home occupied in Selma by a Japanese-American couple was used as a storage place 
for as much personal property as it could hold.  But during their absence from California the 
house was burned to the ground by arsonists. 

Of course, insurance companies were quick to cancel policies on property owned by 
Japanese-Americans.  In an editorial in the April 16, 1942, Enterprise titled "Crooks at Large" 
the paper warned against those who were trying to frighten Japanese-Americans into selling out 
or paying off contracts not yet due. 

Among the many acts of thoughtfulness taken by sympathetic Selma citizens was the 
holding of special commencement exercises for Japanese-American students who would have 
normally graduated in June. 

All the while rumors were being circulated about espionage and sabotage that was supposed 
to have happened at Honolulu before and at the time of the attack on Pearl Harbor.  These 
rumors included stories that Japanese sympathizers had blocked roads with trucks, driven cars 
onto airfield runways, shot American military officers, and cut arrows in sugar fields to point 
toward Pearl Harbor.  These rumors were later refuted by the Honolulu chief of police who 
testified before the Tolan Committee that there was no sabotage of any kind during the attack on 
Pearl Harbor. 

For a few weeks I had a lively correspondence with a ''sob sister'' on a San Francisco 
newspaper.  She wrote a story to the effect that a Selma Union High School class ring had been 
found on the hand of a Japanese flier who was shot down during the Pearl Harbor attack.  She 
even supplied the name of the flier and the year of his graduation.  Selma High School records 
failed to verify any of the so-called "facts." 

Ironically, the imminent departure from California of more than 100,000 Japanese-
Americans created a shortage of farm labor.  Farmers, most of them hostile to their former 
neighbors, were frantically trying to find grape pickers and other farm laborers.  They appealed 
to their U.S. senators and congressmen who promised to help find substitutes.  Notices appeared 
that grape pickers were needed and in some cases office girls volunteered to assist vineyardists. 
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One suggestion frequently made was that farm labor be imported from Mexico.  Another was 
that the about-to-be "deported" Japanese-Americans be kept in the assembly centers and put to 
work in the vineyards, presumably under military guards.  A third suggestion was that farm boys 
in the Army be released from military duty to pick grapes. 

None of these suggestions were taken seriously by the military authorities who had been 
ordered to move all potential "enemies" out of the Pacific Coast states.  This they did in an 
orderly manner and with as much compassion as could be expected.  Tears were observed in the 
eyes of one young lieutenant as he put a contingent of Selma Japanese-Americans on board a bus 
bound for the assembly center in Fresno. 

Among the "Big Stories of 1942" listed at the end of the year by The Enterprise was "the 
evacuation of all persons of Japanese birth or ancestry to relocation centers.''  General DeWitt 
had ordered that this evacuation was to be completed by Aug. 11, 1942. 
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Chapter XIII 

 
“THEY MUST NOT RETURN” 

Even before the evacuation was completed, opinions were voiced, in Selma and elsewhere, 
that the evacuees should not be permitted to return to California.  That "something" should be 
done about the matter was suggested by the editor of the Pacific Rural Press as early as May 1, 
1942.  I pointed out in my column that he knew very well that they would return, if they wanted 
to, and that they would have every right to do so. 

On May 7, 1942, The Enterprise ran an editorial criticizing the Native Sons of the Golden 
West for their resolution asking county clerks not to register Japanese-Americans for the purpose 
of voting.  This would have been, of course, a clear violation of the 14th Amendment. 

I tried to rationalize the evacuation of those of Japanese ancestry in my column of May 28, 
1942.  After declaring that I did not think it necessary to remove them from the Pacific Coast 
states, I pointed out that a state of war existed between the United States and Japan and the coast 
was vulnerable.  Not until years later when I read Barbara Tuchman's book "Stilwell and the 
American Experience in China'' did I realize how weak the American defenses of the Pacific 
Coast were and what a state of near-panic existed among the Army officers stationed there, one 
of whom was General Stilwell. 

In this column I took occasion to praise the Army for the manner in which it performed this 
duty and pointed out that the fact that some people thought that the Army's methods were too 
gentle indicated at least that they were not too harsh. 

Only one incident occurred during these tense years that was directed against me personally.  
There were no threatening telephone calls or antagonistic letters.  But one morning we found the 
words ''Jap Lover'' painted in large white letters on the brick sidewalk leading to our front door.  
The walk of our next door neighbors, in whose home a Japanese-American orphan girl had lived 
before being evacuated, had been similarly decorated.  We were quite willing to share the 
distinction with them. 

An irate reader came into The Enterprise office one day, not to stop his subscription but to 
renew it.  He said that his wife couldn't get along without it but he implied that he could easily 
do so.  He said that when the ''boys'' came home from the Pacific war zone they would kill every 
Japanese-American they met, a prediction that fortunately didn't come true. 

In fact, there were other readers who agreed with my point of view that it was possible to 
distinguish between a loyal and a disloyal Japanese-American.  The alternative, I said in my 
column of May 13, 1943, was to persecute the entire ethnic group, as the Daughters of the 
Golden West implied in suggesting in a resolution that all persons of Japanese birth or ancestry 
be re-settled in Japan. 
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In a letter to my mother I said that "my article on the Japanese situation in last week's paper 
stirred up some comment.  One man came in to stop the paper but that same afternoon another 
came to compliment me on my courage.  Last evening a man called up to say that he was with 
me 100 per cent." 

During the few years that the Japanese-Americans were in so-called relocation camps or 
were permitted to find homes in other parts of the country where no prejudice existed, it became 
the responsibility of The Enterprise almost weekly to counter the agitation against their return to 
California if they so desired. 

One morning in late July, 1943, while somewhat reluctantly making my rounds as an 
advertising salesman, I called on a young proprietor of a service station.  He asked me if I would 
be interested in printing some windshield stickers (then legal) bearing the slogan "No Japs 
Wanted in Selma."  I told him that The Enterprise would not be interested in such a job for what 
seemed to me to be obvious reasons. 

The possibility that he would get them printed elsewhere bothered me and, after consulting 
with two older men who were sympathetic with my point of view, I returned to the service 
station in the afternoon.  After explaining to the young man that the Japanese-Americans were 
coming back to California, many of them to Selma, I persuaded him of the folly of his proposal.  
He even thanked me for returning to talk with him. 

This was the "open season" for public officials who sought to take advantage of what they 
thought was a popular issue.  The Fresno County district attorney, probably unaware that his 
remarks would appear in print, told a service club that if a returning soldier shot and killed a 
Japanese-American, he would find it "hard to prove that he had killed a human being."  This bit 
of legal stupidity didn't go unnoticed in an Enterprise editorial. 

The editorial brought a prompt reply from the D.A., who admitted that ''he had it coming to 
him, that there was nothing wrong about the editorial, and that the impression we got from his 
speech was the only impression that anyone could get."  He assured us, however, that he would 
enforce the laws and prosecute anyone breaking them. 

In 1943 a committee appointed by the California State Senate toured the state holding 
hearings on the need, if any, for legislation on the Japanese situation.  I was subpoenaed to 
appear before the committee in Fresno on August 26.  The hearing, at which several persons 
testified, was presided over by Senator Donnally, who was joined later by Senator Dorsey. 

I was the first witness and read a statement, which follows: 
''The opinions which I am expressing in this statement are based upon my deep conviction 

that it is necessary, even in wartime, to safeguard the rights of the individual citizen, no matter 
what his racial background may be.  Discrimination against any minority because of racial 
origin or color is contrary to the fundamental principles upon which this nation was founded and 
for the preservation of which we are now fighting. 

"Animosity towards citizens of Japanese ancestry residing in this country has been aroused, 
first, by the fact that we are at war with Japan, and second, by the circulation of false reports of 
sabotage following the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.  Furthermore, the physical 
characteristics of the Japanese-Americans make them more conspicuous than are the German-
Americans or the Italian-Americans.  The feeling against them that has existed for many years 
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in this state has been rekindled by the publication of inflammatory material and by the voicing of 
many ill-advised and unsubstantiated opinions. 

"During the past 17 years I have lived in a community in which there was a relatively large 
Japanese-American population.  The children composed one-seventh of the high school 
enrollment.  For the most part, they were engaged in agriculture, in which they were reasonably 
successful. 

''No minority group in our community has a better record than the Japanese-Americans for 
industry, honesty, cleanliness, or for obeying the laws.  I have rarely found a Japanese name on 
the court or police records. 

"As to the loyalty of this group to the United States, I can speak only for those with whom I 
am personally acquainted.  I believe, however, that a large percentage of them are loyal 
Americans.  I hold no brief for those who are disloyal.  It is unfair, however, to say that it is 
impossible to determine their loyalty or to say that they are all alike.  We know that there are 
disloyal Americans of German ancestry but we do not brand all German-Americans as disloyal. 

"From a military standpoint, it was undoubtedly necessary to evacuate all persons of 
Japanese ancestry from the coastal area.  It was probably advisable, perhaps entirely necessary, 
to evacuate them from the interior of the state.  The evacuation is, at any rate, an accomplished 
fact.  We ought to remember that the evacuation was a military measure and not a permanent 
plan of resettlement. 

"So far as I know, there is no plan to return these evacuees to the coast during the war.  It 
would probably be unwise to invite the disorders that might be caused by unthinking persons. 

"In the meantime, I believe that Japanese-Americans should be permitted to demonstrate 
their loyalty by serving in the armed forces or by resuming their normal civilian life in other 
parts of the country.  Many of these relocated families will not wish to return to California after 
the war.  Those who do, however, should not be prohibited from doing so.  Any restrictions 
against their residence in this state would, it seems clear to me, be contrary to those rights which 
are vouchsafed to all citizens and which cannot be denied to anyone without due process of law. 

''The responsibility for preventing civil disorder that might occur rests with law enforcement 
officers and with all citizens who believe in the American spirit of fair play. 

''I am convinced that those who are opposed to the return of Japanese-Americans to 
California after the war, regardless of the illegality of such a restriction, represent a small 
minority, although a vociferous one.  The vast majority are not alarmed by the prospect of 
having persons of Japanese ancestry return to their former homes in California. 

 ''I do not share the view held by some that the men now in the service will be antagonized 
by the presence here of their former Japanese-American neighbors.  They know the distinction 
between killing in warfare and cold-blooded murder and they will have had enough of the 
former and no reason to engage in the latter. 

''I have expressed these views from time to time in the editorial columns of The Enterprise.  
Only four subscribers have 'retaliated' by stopping the paper.  This does not mean, of course, that 
all the rest agree with my point of view.  But I have been gratified to find substantial agreement 
among a large number of our readers, although sentiment is strongly divided. 

"Much damage has already been done by the publication of false reports and sensational 
articles aimed at keeping alive anti-Japanese sentiment in California.  Before the end of the war 
we should give serious thought to eliminating the prejudices that the war has aroused and which 
should have no place in post-war America.'' 
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From the questioning which followed, it was evident that the two senators conducting the 
hearing held anti-Japanese views.  Senator Donnelly frequently referred to "the yellow race" and 
it was not long before I was asked if I wanted my daughter to marry a Japanese.  I replied that I 
didn't regard the question as pertinent.  In view of the number of Japanese brides brought home 
by American service men later, the senator's question was highly insignificant. 

Doubtless the committee heard many witnesses who presented points of view opposing mine 
and offering various "solutions" to the so-called Japanese problem.  There were Californians for 
example, who declared that the Japanese-Americans were being too well-treated in the relocation 
camps.  I countered that argument editorially by saying that, after all, they were not criminals 
and many had sons serving in the U.S. armed forces.  The Oregon legislature, hardly a party to 
this controversy, passed a resolution advocating that all Japanese-Americans be sent back to 
Japan and barred from American military forces. 

The California American Legion voted that no Japanese-Americans should be allowed to 
return to the Pacific Coast during the war (with which I agreed); that control of the relocation 
centers be transferred from the War Relocation Authority to the Army (with which I disagreed); 
and that no combat units be made up of Japanese-Americans (with which I also disagreed). 

I suppose the Donnelly Committee made a report that presumably included the committee's 
recommendations.  As far as I know, the legislature took no restrictive actions against the 
Japanese-Americans who were soon to return to California.  The report is probably gathering 
dust somewhere in Sacramento. 

The State Assembly also did its share of investigation of the Japanese question, referring the 
matter to its committee on un-American activities.  The investigator of the committee, R. E. 
Combs, spoke in Selma in April, 1944, severely criticizing members of the Committee on 
American Principles and Fair Play, saying that they were "unconsciously subversive."  After 
listing the names of some of the members of the committee under Mr. Combs' scrutiny, I headed 
my editorial "Who's Subversive?" 

As 1943 ended and 1944 began, the outcry against the return of the Japanese-Americans 
rose to new heights.  Early in the year the War Relocation Authority was transferred from the 
War Department to the Interior Department, then presided over by Harold L. Ickes, who was an 
outspoken champion of the residents of the relocation centers.  One of his first announcements 
was that he would keep Dillon S. Myer as head of the WRA. 

Mr. Myer, who had been subjected to unmerciful attacks in the press and elsewhere, visited 
a small group in Fresno late in 1944 and it was my privilege and pleasure to meet him.  I was 
very favorably impressed with his views. 

A new outburst of anti-Japanese feeling was caused in November, 1944, when the Western 
Defense Command permitted a small number of Japanese-Americans to return to California.  It 
is my recollection that these persons did not come from the relocation centers but were evacuees 
who had been permitted to settle in the Middle West or in the Atlantic Coast states.  
Consequently, they were not under the jurisdiction of the WRA. 

One of these families, headed by Harry Hiroaka, had been living in a large house in 
Burlington, New Jersey, provided by a Quaker family.  It took courage to be in the vanguard of 
returning evacuees but the Hiroakas, who lived in Fowler, met the test amazingly well. 

In December, 1944, before the war in the Pacific had ended, the War Department lifted  
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its ban on the residence of Japanese-Americans on the Pacific Coast.  Even Governor Warren, 
who had approved the evacuation, urged citizens to safeguard the civil rights of the returning 
Japanese-Americans.  The American Legion made a similar pronouncement. 

But the order of the War Department was merely a piece of paper.  It was no guarantee that 
the returning Japanese-Americans would be welcomed, except by their friends.  It was feared 
that they would be subjected to insults or even violence.  These fears were realized in numerous 
instances but the worst predictions of the militant Japanese haters did not materialize.  Perhaps I 
had a small role in this movement to prevent violence. 

One day I received a request from John Anson Ford, a Los Angeles County supervisor and a 
personal friend, to meet with him in Los Angeles to confer on this problem.  Our conversation 
took place while we were walking to and from a branch library where he had some business.  He 
said that he was going to Washington shortly where plans were to be discussed by a civilian 
group.  Before Mr. Ford began his talk with the librarian, he asked me to write down any 
suggestions I might have that would ameliorate the return of the Japanese-Americans. 

In my coat pocket I always carried a folded piece of newsprint and, of course, I was never 
without a pen or pencil.  My suggestion was short but substantially in these words: 

"The army moved the Japanese-Americans out of California.  The Army should protect them 
when they return." 

I don't know whether my idea was original or duplicated by others at the Washington 
meeting.  All I know is that the Army did exactly what I had suggested. 

Teams of high ranking Army officers visited every city and town in the state, calling on 
mayors, chiefs of police, other law enforcement officers and newspaper editors.  Their message 
was that any interference with the civil rights of the returnees would be dealt with by the Army 
as well as by civilian authorities.  Large posters were attached to telephone poles in business 
districts advising passersby that the Army had been charged with the responsibility of seeing 
that no harm befell the returning Japanese-Americans. 

This action by the Army, largely by word of mouth or printed message, had a salutary effect 
in preventing acts of violence.  It did not prevent all of them, however.  Even as late as May 20, 
1945, four shots were fired into a Japanese-American home in the country near Selma.  They 
were fired at 12:10 a.m. from a moving car and pierced the wall of a bedroom in which a couple 
and their two children, aged three and five, were sleeping.  One of the bullets narrowly missed 
the five-year-old girl. 

This attack occurred about three months before the war with Japan ended and coincidentally 
on the morning of "I Am an American Day."  The latter circumstance gave me a perfect excuse 
to condemn violence against members of an ethnic group that had already paid a severe penalty 
for being of Japanese ancestry. 

Another possible deterrent against anti-Japanese violence was the offer made by the 
American Civil Liberties Union of Northern California of a $1,000 reward "for information 
leading to the arrest, final conviction, sentencing and imprisonment in a state penal institution, 
on felony charges of persons committing acts of terrorism against returning Japanese-
Americans." 

In spite of the Army's order offering protection to returning Japanese-Americans, there was 
not universal cooperation from local law enforcement agencies, including the supervisors of 
Merced County. 
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The fact that the United States was no longer at war with Japan, the outstanding record of the 
442nd all-Japanese-American regiment in Italy, and the exceptional service performed by 
Japanese-American soldiers in the Asiatic theater, were factors that soon changed the attitude of 
Californians toward their former neighbors. 
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Chapter XIV 

 
POST-WAR ADJUSTMENTS 

That the Selma area had done its share in helping to win the war is borne out by the fact that 
by December 1944 there were more than 1,000 names on the Honor Roll in Lincoln Park.  There 
had been 671 men in the U. S. Army, 276 men in the Navy, 41 men in the Marines, and 26 
women in the branches of the service open to them. 

Selma and contiguous districts had lost 45 men during the war.  Four others were reported 
missing in action and three as prisoners of war. 

When, in 1945, the Japanese-Americans began to return to California, the question arose as 
to whether their children could re-enter the public schools.  At a conference in Sacramento, 
Walter F. Dexter, state superintendent of public instruction, quoted the state law and a majority 
of the conferees agreed that these children could not be barred.  This view was shared by the 
trustees of the Selma school districts. 

The Enterprise praised Governor Warren's January 5, 1945, message to the legislature in 
which he called for the "elimination of racial prejudice, religious bigotry and political 
intolerance." 

When it was proposed that a Japanese flag be burned at a rodeo in Fresno in April 1945, The 
Enterprise condemned the promoters in an editorial headed "Cheap Patriotism." 

As late as August 1945, about the time the war with Japan ended, the Methodist minister in 
Selma was rejected as a member of the Rotary Club because of his views on the Japanese-
American question.  (It may have been because I had proposed his name). 

In contrast, a Selma Air Force lieutenant, home from the war in Europe, came into The 
Enterprise office to thank me for the paper's editorials defending the civil rights of the Japanese-
Americans. 

The Enterprise played a small part in the defeat of Proposition 15, submitted to California 
voters on November 5, 1946.  An editorial, "What's Behind It?" printed January 24, 1946, was 
reprinted in a circular widely distributed throughout the state. 

Proposition 15 was aimed at establishing the validity of the 1923 and 1943 amendments to 
the state's Anti-Alien Land Law which would have prevented native-born citizens of Japanese 
ancestry from owning land, an action which was not prevented by the original law. Proposition 
15 would have deprived Japanese-American war veterans of land to which they were legally 
entitled. 

The defeat of the measure marked the end of efforts on the part of fanatical anti-Asiatic 
propagandists to discriminate officially against persons of Japanese, Chinese, or other Asiatic 
origins. 

In the years that have followed World War II, persons of Japanese ancestry have taken  
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their rightful place in American Society.  They have become members of service clubs, women's 
organizations, school boards and city councils.  One, Daniel Inouye, was elected to the U.S. 
Senate from Hawaii.  Two others, Spark Matsumaga and Patsy Mink, were chosen to represent 
the 50th state in the House of Representatives. 

In a recent school board election in Selma, Robert Okamura polled more votes than any other 
candidate.  My old friend, Harry Hiraoka, has held high offices in the Masonic order and is a 
former president of the board of trustees of the State Center Community College District, which 
operates two-year colleges in Fresno and Reedley.  At the time this is written, Norman Mineta is 
mayor of San Jose, one of the largest cities in California, and was elected to Congress in the 
subsequent general election. 
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HOW IT ALL ENDED 

During the 20 years that I edited The Selma Enterprise (or the Irrigator, as it was called for a 
few years) it never occurred to me that I would leave Selma.  I had come to the town in 1926 as 
"the young editor''; I expected to stay there until I became ''the old editor.'' 

Some time in mid-1946 the suggestion of selling The Enterprise was made by my partner, 
who was 62 but looked older.  At 52, I realized that a change in jobs would have to be made in 
the near future, if at all.  There was no disposition to dissolve our 18-year-old partnership on 
personal grounds. 

At the time, I was influenced by the conviction that I didn't want to be an old man in a small 
town.  On Ed's part, I think that he wanted to provide a place for his only son, who had 
graduated from college as a journalism major.  Later, Ed and his son did publish a weekly 
newspaper in another California community after the sale of The Enterprise. 

Perhaps, on my part, the publishing of a weekly newspaper had ceased to be an adventure.  I 
had the feeling that I was repeating experiences rather than creating new ones. 

In accordance with 1946 customs, no intimation that The Enterprise was for sale was 
"leaked" to the public or to the publishing establishment.  There was an unwritten law that one 
should not let it be known that a paper was for sale.  In this instance, having decided to sell The 
Enterprise, we used the services of a San Francisco newspaper broker.  For one thing, he was 
able to appraise the value of the property, including the equipment, building, revenue potential 
and I suppose, what we optimistically called "goodwill." 

Through the efforts of the broker, potential buyers soon began to visit Selma to find out 
whether they thought The Enterprise was worth the $55,000 price we had agreed upon.  For 
several weeks a young Visalia printer appeared to be a most likely prospect, but he couldn't get 
the financial backing he needed.  Other prospective buyers visited The Enterprise plant, one 
from as far away as Juneau, Alaska.  Finally, an agreement was reached in February 1947 with 
the Stauffer family, owners of a chain of Midwestern newspapers.  They wanted to buy The 
Enterprise for one of their nephews, Gordon Martin, effective April 1. 

Even when this agreement had been reached, no announcement of the sale was made until 
the last issue in March.  The news came as a surprise to many of our readers but probably rumors 
of the sale had been in circulation.  Our employees must have speculated on the frequent 
presence of strangers in the building. 
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Ed and I hosted a dinner in Fresno for members of our staff and their wives on March 24, 
three days before the public announcement, and let them in on the "secret." 

Actually, it was not a happy experience to publish the last Byfield-Pratt edition of The 
Enterprise.  In place of the "salutatory" editorial I wrote in 1926, there was a "valedictory", 
which was "signed" by both partners.  We paid tribute to our readers, to our advertisers, to our 
printing customers and to our employees, who had served us well in spite of being underpaid 
most of the time.  In conclusion, we wished the new editor success. 

In letters to my mother I expressed my personal feelings about selling The Enterprise: 
"I have spent 20 happy and useful years here,'' I wrote, "left my imprint on the community in 

many ways and often feel that I have accomplished all that I can hope to do here and ought to 
look for a wider field for what talents I have.'' 

On April 6 I wrote: 
"You have no idea what a relief it is not to have a newspaper to worry about.  I never thought 

I would get to the place where a newspaper became a burden, but I haven't a thing to worry 
about now and am able to relax as I haven' t been able to do for years." 

As a matter of fact, I should have been worrying about my second career.  I had made no 
efforts to find a new job.  I finally acceded to my wife's suggestion that I could teach journalism.  
But where?  I soon found that junior colleges required a teacher's certificate.  Inquiries made at 
private colleges brought questions with respect to my academic qualifications, which consisted 
of a bachelor's degree from Columbia. 

One letter from the chairman of the journalism department of the University of California, 
where our daughter had graduated in 1943, turned the trick.  He told me that Dwight Bentel, 
founder of the journalism department at San Jose State College, was looking for a director of 
public relations. 

After an exchange of letters with Dr. Bentel, and a visit to San Jose, I was employed as an 
assistant professor of journalism and director of public relations at a salary of $3,600 a year. 

I spent 18 years at San Jose in my dual capacity, retiring in 1965 at age 70. 
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Because of the role played by The Enterprise in opposing the evacuation of the Japanese-
Americans in 1942 and in supporting their right to return to California after the war, my wife and 
I were not surprised to get an invitation to attend a dinner in our honor.  The date was May 28, 
1947.  A Basque restaurant in Fresno was probably selected to avoid any embarrassment that 
might have resulted if the dinner had been in Selma.  We were the only Caucasians present. 

The dinner was attended by about 75 Nisei, young men and women who were native 
Californians of Japanese ancestry.  Our hosts had thought of every detail, a corsage for my wife, 
a large floral display at the head table, and a most delicious meal. 

There were three speakers representing the Japanese-Americans of the Selma area.  They 
expressed their appreciation for the help The Enterprise had given them during the evacuation 
years.  A Fresno man spoke in behalf of the Japanese-American Citizens League.  One of the 
Selma speakers presented me with a gift which I didn't open until I had concluded my remarks.  
As I recall the occasion after nearly 30 years, I admonished my young friends to continue their 
battle for civil rights. 

When I opened the small package which had been handed to me, I found it contained a thin, 
gold watch.  Engraved on the back were the words 

To 
Lowell C Pratt 

from 
Japanese-American 
Friends of Selma 

May -1947 
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