Just Plain H.L. Hunt

“.

by Tom Buckley

The richest American would like to be no different from you and me. He wears shiny blue suits,
euts his own hair and carries his lunch in a brown paper bag

I just don't understand it,” said the
richest man in the United States. “No, I
just don’t understand [t at ull. 1should have
had you besten by now, but It looks to me
like you're going to win. ... And here I was
a-tellin’ you what o pul cheeimr player T
was."

Haroldson Lafayette Hunt's voice was
wispy, unhurried, full of genial self-re-
prosch. He fell ailent. His blue-grey eyes
flickered ncross my face and went out. Then,
focusing on the board, glicking & couple of
captured red pleces up and down in his hig
handas, he begen to puszle out his next move.

At last he slid one of his men out of the
king row nnd into the black phalanx that
marched up the center of the board. 1 tried
to concentrate, but Hunt kept talking. “Peo-
ple think that checkers is a pimple game,"
he said. “It isn't. It's more scientific than
chess,"

1 moved a plece and took it back, “T didn’t
take my finger off it," 1 said. Hunt nodded,
When I finally moved he seemed puzzled.

*That was your first mistake,” Hunt said.
“Your very first. Fora while there I thought
you were going to beat me.” He moved and
i had to jump. He double-jumped. A couple
of moves luter he had s king, and my men
became fugitives, pursued to the double eor-
neyr and destroyed.

Hunt folded up the board and put the
checkers buck In their box. “Let’s sit out-
doors for u while," Hunt is seventy-seven
years old, and the air-conditioning gets him
in his bones every once in & while. We
walked out the frent door and sat down on
white wicker rockers under the six-col-
umned portico. Dallas in July, The night
was hot and wet. Even the moon seemed
wet, The sky was the color of lend,

We rocked and talked. We had heen talk-
ing almost nonstop for n couple of duys.
When Hunt had his way, which was most of
the time, we talked about the Communist
menate, about Life Line, his patriotic ra-
dio program, sbout his inspirational “teen-
speakers” project, his books and his news-
paper column. Whenever 1 could, 1 steered
the conversation around to his picturesque
early life, his udy 3 in the ofl busi
in which he has made s pouple of billion dol-
lars, and his exploits, until ten years ago, ns
the country's biggest gambler.

Hunt has always played a lone hand. He
wia all but unknown outside the oil industry,
and not very well-known inside it, umtil
after World War 1L By then he was already
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worth a billion or so. In 1948 Life magnzine
breached his shigld of anonymity. In an
article on the new “hig rich” of the South-
wast, it ran & blurry photograph of him. It
had been taken without his permission on a
Dallas street. In the same year Hunt grant-

<ed his first interview, but after that there
was another long silence.

In the past few years Hunt has become
more accessible, 1t has become apparent to
him that granting interviews is cheaper and
more effective than advertising and pam-
phleteering in putting his political and soclal
views before the public. For the same reason
he has become sn energetic writer of let-
ters to the editors of newspapers all over the
country.

T used to be afraid to speak,” Hunt says,
“Now #m afraid not to." Hunt clearly be-
lieves it is his duty to issue his warnings.
But he has been doing it for quite a few
years now, and his attscks on the Supreme
Court, the United Nations, the Federal Gov-
ertiment—all of them as nests of subveraives
and incompetents—have lost their xip. When
they are his topic he seems to wheez and
grind like an old phonograph.

But when he can be persuaded to talk
sbout his own career, the gloom lifts, His
fears for the future are forgotten. Hunt
spins along with wit and & countryman's
understated humor. Caught up in the flood
of reminiscence, he will talic for thirty or
forty minutes at @ stretch. Even so, there
is & kind of tentativeness to what he says.
It seems to be the uncertainty of a man
recalling long-forgotten events after a ai-
lence of many years.

There's no self-importance to oid H. L.
Sitting there on his porch, he could have
been & retired farmer idling away the sun-
set years. Even his elothing is the uniform
of resp ble, frugal, u d old sge.
His inexpensive dark blue suit jacket is
shiny and doesn’t match his trousers. He
wears a washed-out light blue shirt with a
clip-on bow tie. His cotton socks sag and
his shoes are cracked, His thin, fluffy white
halr needs cutting; he will do it himself.

The richest man in the country, perhaps
in the world? I ask myself again and again.
Ruthless businessman? Arch-villain and
propagandist of the Far Right? Deep plotter
aecused by two writers of complicity in the
assassination of President Kennedy ? Impos-
sible, T tell myself. Ridiculous. With his great
fortune, his stories of a long life that
stretches back into an utterly different era

of this country’s history, his eerslintx that
we're going to hell in & handcart, he seema
much more like everybody’s super-grandpa.

In The Theory of the Leisure Class, Thors-
tein Veblen writes: *“The gambling propen-
sity is another subsidiary trait of the bar-
barian temperament, [The two major traits,
he says, ars ‘ferocity and astuteness.’] It is
a concomitant variation of character of al-

most universal prevalence among sporting
men and smong men given to warlike and
emulstive activities generally. . . . The chief
factor in the gumbling habit is the belief
in luck.”

Hunt's long life has been all gamble. It
began with eards and went on to land specu-
lation and oil exploration, Luck has often
been the only apparent reason for grest oil
finds. Wildcatters have struck it rich with
a bottom-of-the-bankroll well when one
drilled fifty yards nway would huve been dry.
“I've got more luck than brains," they often
say. Hunt is more inelined to talk about his
sstuteness, but even he is proud of his
“hunches." He likes to recall, *1 had 10,000-
barrels-a-day production before [ even had
a geologist working for me."

“1'd say that nineteen out of twenty peo-
ple who try to break into the oil-producing
business go broke,” Hunt said one aftarnoon
in his big corner office on the twenty-ninth
floor of the First National Bank Building.
1t is a shining new fifty-two-story monu-
ment to Dallas’ position a8 the commercial
capital of the Southwest, in which Hunt’s
enterprises cccupy six floors.

What always surprised him, Hunt went
on, was that some men who knew everything
‘thare was to know about oil couldn’t make
money under any circumstances, while he,
knowing far less, had done so well, The an-
swer, implicitly, is luck, and because of their
confidence in their luck, their merve and
their skill, and their belief that they must
use these abilities to keep them, men like
Hunt are often inveterate gamblers.

There are those who say that he entered
tha oil business by way of the poker table.
Hunt denies this. People who knew him at
the time say that he turned up in 1921, a
busted land speculutor and cotton grower,
in the boomtown of El Dorado, Arkansas,

Oné story is that he literally won his first
well in & game of five-card atud, An old-time
petrolenm reperter in Dallas ssys he has
talked to men who swore they were sitting
at the table when Hunt raked in the pot. But

Photographed hy Disne Arbus
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aven if nothing 20 dramatic ever happened,
says an oilman, also rich, the money with
which he bought his first rig and drilled
hia first well was won at cards.

Hunt himself ncknowledges that he was
plaving & lot of poker in those days, and
pays he never came up against a stronger
player. It seems certain, in any event, that
just as some children are born with sweet
voices and perfect pitch, Hunt had a brain
for the subtletiea of games that combine
chinnee and skill and are usually played for
muney.

The youngest of the eight children of
Confederate Army veteran who went north
from Arkansas to escape the shiame of Re-
construction, Hunt was born on a farm
near Ramsey, Illinois. While he was still in
short pants, he says, he could trim his older
brothera at Authors. Flinch cards were the
great home amusement in those days in all
but the most straitiaced families and an aec-
cepted test of prowess for virtually all men.

Hunt's mother, the daughter of u Union
Army chaplain and by family tradition de-
scended from French royalty, made her
voungest ehild her pet. The family was get-
ting into easler civeumstances und she had
the time to baby him.

Young Hunt, his father's nsmesake and
called “June” for shart, could read, he says,
by the time he was three. At the age of six,
when other boys were ready to entar school,
he had read his way through all of his broth-
ers’ and sisters' textbooks.

When be got to be sixteen, six feet tall
and strong but just beginning to fill out to
the two hundred pounds of his maturity, he
want down to Vandalia, the county seat, and
hopped n westbound freight, determined to
see the country. In his bindle he carried a
couple of decks of cards.

Work was easy to find, with harvest gangs
in the Dakotes, in logging caps, at ranches
in the high plains, driving o ten-mule team
in the San Josquin valley. And always there
wers the card games, Hunt played in noisy
bunkhouses, in hobo jungles and in the back-
rooms of saloons in hamlets that squatted be-
side the tracks of the Frisco and the Katy
and the Sants Fe.

“1 was working In o logging camp in the
Pecos Valley, near Flagstaff, New Mexico,"
e guid. #Our camp was on a railroad branch
line. There was ancther branch a couple of
miles nwuy that lod to a camp where thera
was n Mexican gang. | used to go down there
after work to play cooncan.” 1 looked up:
“It's 4 very scientific game,” Hunt explained.
“You play it with a Spanish forty-card deck
without the eights, nines or tens.

“Wa were sitting outside and I was deal-
ing, laying the cards on a crate. After a
while I began to win, and win sensationally.
1t got 50 there was & regular procession from
the bunkhouse, men bringing fresh money
into the game. We kept on playing and final-
ly it seemed lilke the money began to dry up
a little bit. By then I had won nearly §4,000.
1 began to fold up, [ put my money Into to-
baceo sacks and put them in my pocket.

“1 wns graclously telling the Mexicans
odiog,” Hunt said with & chuckle, “and 1
started down the tracks. When I got far
enough so they couldn’t shoot me, T ducked
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into the woods. 1knew that if I stayed with
the tracks they could overtake me with a
handear, I began running, and 1 ran all the
way—it was six or seven miles—back to my
ownl eamp,

] wus certainly smart enough not to tell
anyone what happened, and I slept out under
a tree, During the night, two or three times
T'd feel hands sort of patting my blankets in
the darkness. I'd just stir uneasily. I was
wide-awake, but I was pretending 1 was
asleep. The next morning, early, I left.”

‘Across Hunt's wide lawn could be seen
& necklnce of lights from cars on the road
that circles White Rock Lake. A tattered
American flag hung from a tall white pole
in fromt of the house, His staff, which
he supervises with Southern forbearance,
sometimes neglects to lower it st night.

1 got to be known as Arizona Slim,"” Hunt
ssid, “I had this tremendous physigue from
working in the woods. Once, I remember,
when I was buying & suit—it cost $10—in
Little Rock, a group of men came into the
store. They hud seen me on the street and
they tried to talk me into being what they
used to call & white hope. Jack Johnson was
the heavyweight champion, and he was a
Negro. They wanted me to train to fight
him, but 1 hardly ever even got into fights,
so I said, ‘No, thanks.

“The only pal I ever had—I don't recall
his name now—and I had followed the wheat
harvest into the Dakotas,” Hunt said. “One
night we were playing solitaire. We paid
each other §52 for the deck, turnabout. You
got back $5 for each card you played. Well,
1 ran the pack and he gave me §260. [t was
all the money he had, | tried to get him to
take it back but he wouldn't.

] tried to get him to take back $100 and
then §50, but he kept saying, ‘1 don't need
it I'd say, ‘I don't need it, either. What
would 1 do with it? Finally, e said, "You
could go to college with it." 'How could I,' 1
said, ‘T've never even been to grade school.’
But the more I thought about it, the better
I liked the idea. 1 had heard of a school in
Indiana and I decided to go there."

Hunt arrived st Val-
paraiso  University
three weeks late for the
start of the 1906-07
school year. Despite
this and his lack of for-

~ mal education, he got
i himself admitted. *“I
> tried to take every-
thing,” hesaid. “Latin,
algebra, rhetoric, I
think they ecalled it, zo-
ology, some kind of history. By the end of the
term | was standing secorid in my class, I
was also playing o lot of poker, With those
older fellows it was like shooting fish in a
barrel. After the start of the second term,
thaugh, 1 got sick. It was & very severe form
of tonsilitis that I used to get. Finally, 1'had
to drop out. 1 went home for & while and
never went back."”

A vague, clondy look came into Hunt's old
eyes. | got tha feeling thut he was thinking

‘of the wanderlust that had kept him from

becoming & college graduate and, perhups,

an accountant in Terre Haute or a teacher
in St, Louis.

In 1011 his father died and Hunt came
back to claim his inheritance, His father
had prospered. The farm had grown to five
hundred acres. There was also real estate in
St. Louis. With a legacy that he says totaled
nearly $5,000, Hunt headed south, His fath-
ar had often spoken of the rich delta country
on the Arkansas side of the Mississippi; he
had fought there, in the battle of Ditch
Bayou, one of the actions peripheral to the
siege of Vicksburg.

The black cotton land had sold for $100

‘an acre before the Civil War; now it could

bbe had for $15. Assuming a mortgage, Hunt
bought a thousand-acre plantation, and
planted & crop. Two weeks later the river
flooded, Inundating bis land for three
months, [t was the first time it had hap-
pened, the natives told him, in thirty-five
years, When the river subsided, Hunt game-
ly tried for a late corn crop but the cutworms
got that,

Hunt found out the following year, he
says, that “probabilities are not always de-
pendable”  The Mississippl overflowed
again. In 1913 he borrowed some money
and made his second attempt to grow cotton,
encouraged by the certainty that there was
at least no shortage of moiature in the soil.

1t was a good year, The plantation made
a bale an acre. Other good years followed,
By the end of World War 1, Hunt and the
other delta planters had money to burn.

“A planter would sell his plantation, buy
two or three automobiles, or go and visit
Europe,” Hunt said. *“When he got home-
sick he would come back and buy his old
plantation or another one. 1 traded back
and forth, and there got to be a time when
I was worth a couple of hundred thousand
dollars.”

When Hunt arrived in Lake Village, Ark-
ansas, where he made his home at this pe-
riod, he was not greatly admired. As an
Tlinoisan, he was regarded as little better
than & scalawag. KEven after the word got
around that his father was a Confederate
veteran, old-timers were still liable to re-
flexively mutter “blue-bellied Yankee s.0.b."
when he walked by.

Hunt, who has always had a lively inter-
est in the opposite sex, began tourting &
local belle named Lyda Bunker. She and
her parents were Quakers, (“Hefore the
far-deft turn of the Quakers,” Hunt says.)
In 1914, after his second suceessful erop, she
agreed to marry him.

Dixon T. Gaines, the tressurer of Chicot
County, knew Hunt at the time. “He played
with some veal good poker players—my
father was one of them," Gaines told u ques-
tioner not long ago. “He was considersd as
good as they were. Hunt also used to go
acroas the river to Greenville, Mississippi.
They had big games there, at the Planters
Club, It was considered very unusual for
& man as young 48 Hunt to hold his own in
gamen ke that,

“He was a very tough checker player, too,”
Gaines said, '"He took the game very seri-
ously, although [ don't think he played for
money. He was strong and popular with the
men, and had a very good reputation. No, 1



wouldn't suy he was handsome and 1 don't
think the girls liked him so wall, but he had
an intelligent face.”

By 1020 Hunt says that he sensed that
the catton boom wus coming to.an end. He
ordered his factors in New Orleans to sell
his cotton. He aleo sold short In the futures
market. But futures rose. Hunt posted mar-
gin until his cash was gone. He was closed
out. Busted. His plantation lands were
mortgaged for §200,000, far more than he
couild sell them for. In 1921 cotton dropped
to $50 & bale, und everybody in the delta went
broke. Hunt's forebodings had come twelve
maonths too soon.

In that same year oil was discovered at
El Dorado, ninety miles west of Lake Vil
Iage. Hunt borrowed $50 from a locsl bank
—he Bays that money had become so tight
he needed three comnkers—and struck put
for the boonftown along rutted roads in his
battered Dodge touring car.

Hunt's version of what huppened in El
Dorado is that he truded in oil leases, an
oceupation not requiring much capital, until

different suits with one card missing; & big
dog was the nine-spot to the ace. Aa [ re-
call, it ranked over three of a kind—I think
that's right—but lower than a straight.

“1 still remember one hand,” he said. “The
fivst ace bet and I stayed in with a small pair,
one up snd ooe in the hole, Jinks Miller
was sitting in back of me and he had an
ace, too. He just ealled. No pairs were show-
ing on the last card. Miller caught a king.
He naturally nssumed with his big front that
he could move me out. He made a big bet und
I called, I was pretty sure he hadn't paired
because if he had had an see or & king in the
hole I was confident he would have raised on
the second card, About three minutes later,
while the next hand was being dealt, [ saw
him kind of jerk. I knew he had figured out
how I knew [ had him beat. I quit at mid-
night—I seldom played cards after midnight
—with $10,200,

“Where I learned I was the best poker
player in the world was during the El Do-
rado oil boom. The talent, the high-powered
talent from all over the country, was there.

seeing that he had been biuffed, 1 knaw that
T had him set up, that he couldn't keep from
trying it. A hand or two later, sure enough,
he shoved out a blg stack of chips. The
other players snid, ‘Oh, oh, he's got it,' and
they dropped out., But I said, ‘I've got a
notion to call you, just for practice.’ The
other players thought T wus crazy, but I was
right—he didn't have anything.”

On 2 guess, 1 asked Hunt if he had ever
played against Nick the Greek, the legendary
poker talent, who is about his age. “Yes, in
New Orleans,” he said. "I didn't think =o
much of him. He was u talented gumbler
but he was impatient and always trying to
liven up the game and so on. Ialways looked
on him as more or less of a sucker. There
were reports that Greek restaurant people
sent him money to play with, The well-known
gamblers could get a stake anytime.”

The il business is
tricky and lessons are
apt to be expensive.
Hunt's first well was a

i he accumulated enough money to buy 4 bat-  Three different times I sewed up the game. moderately good pro-
i o tered rig and drill o well of his own., But Those fellows knew all there was to know duver, but after that he
-y Dixon Gaines said, “The story was current  about cheating, but after a while I heard had a run of mistakes,
'i;y in Luke Village at the time that he patron-  the rumors that Hunt was anto something He drilled too deep and

ized a gambling place, playing when he was  new, some new form of cheating, then too shallow, he

“But I was so much better than most play-
ers I relied on my superior skill,” he said,
“It was just the same as cheating in a way,

bought leases on the =
wrong side of proved
acreage, sold oil to a

not leasing and trading.”

o

“Did you ever play pok-

er in veally fast com-
pany 1" T asked Hunt on
one oceasion.

“The best thers was.
I played most of the
time I wasa't working."

Had he ever come up
ngainst a better player?

“No,” he said. “I
don’t think I ever did.”

“Beveral years after
1 was murried," he said, “I went to New Or-
leans. One of my daughters had to have her
tonsils out. During the afternoon I went to
the Planters Club in the Grunewald Hotel—
it's the Roosevelt Hotel now—and 1 bought
& hundred dollurs’ worth of chips. By the
time [ hud to leave for dinner I had vun it
up to seven hundred dollars. | went back
luter in the evening and sat down in the no-
limit games,"

“With only seven hundred dellars?” 1
asked him.

"I was planning to play tight at the start,”
he said, “and you could always get a sight of
the tards on the showdown for the amount
af money you hud in front of you if the last
bet was too big for you to match.”

Hunt went on with his stary, “The best
talent in the country was in that game.
There was Jinks Miller, a man 1'd been haay-
ing about for yemrs; White Top, Indian
Jduck, John Crow. These were nationally fa-
mous poker players. But I had an advan-
tage. [ knew them but they didn't know me.
As far as they were concerned [ was just
4 planter from the Mississippi delta, and
planters were essy money for them.

“The game was five-card stud. That's all
I ever played, except draw poker a few
times. They also played ‘dogs’ in that game.
A little dog was the deuce to the seven in

I'll show you what I moun.”

We walked into the living room and Hunt
asheed one of the maids to see if she could
tind & deck of cards. When she finally pro-
duced a dog-eared deck from the drawer of
nn end table, Hunt fanned them face up.

"“When | was playing poker," he suld, “T
had a photographic memory. 1 could look at
cards like this for a moment and tell you
every card in order, In poker you've got to
remember what cards have been played.
That's elementary. But there’s another
thing. Most players don't shuffle carefully,
There's a tendency for carda to keep the
same order they were discarded in.

“If you noticed that a hand was thrown
in ‘like this—" here he picked up a king,
Jack, nine, five, three in different suits—
“there's a chance that's worth betting on, if
the dealer is using an overhand shuffle, that
if the queen comes up the jack or the nine
will be naxt."

Hunt riffied the cards & few times with his
thick, stiff fingers and then put them away.
He says he hasn’t pluyed poker more than a
couple of times since 1921, He found that
even the biggest games beeame penny-ante
to him after he had made his fortune. And,
he added, he was so much better than the
competition that it took all the fun out of the
game. I told him that his estimate of his
abilities sounded a touch exaggerated, but
he insisted it was accurate,

“There was a man | used to play with, he
was the mayor of Lake Village, Arkansas,
and he was about the tightest playar [ ever
saw," Hunt said. “He never bluffed; he just
couldn't do it. So when I'd bluff him out of
& pot I’d throw my hand in so he could just
get a glimpas of my hole card. 1'd sct Hie T
didn't know T was doing it.

“After it happened 4 couple of times, him

small refining company that paid a couple of
cents a barrel over the posted price, and
saw it go bankrupt. He stayed solvent, al-
though it is said that there were Saturday
nights when he would have to find a poker
game to win enough money in order to pay
hia crew.

But after a couple of years he hit his
stride, ‘He branched out into the West
Smackover field and brought in forty small
wells. He sold n half interest to Standard
0il for $600,000. It was his first big money,
Hunt parlayed it in the Uranin field in
Louisiana and In West Texus.

After a couple of yeara of commuting
back and forth to Lake Village on odd week-
ends, Hunt moved his family fo E1 Dorado.
The first of his six children, Havoldson
Lafayette Hunt 111, had been born in 1018,
Harry B. Reeves, an El Dorado merchunt
who was Hunt's neighbor, remembers Hunt
as n handsome, nuburn-haired man who wore
planter's white suits when he wasn't out in
the oil Selds.

“He had one of the keeneat business minds
for his education that I've ever encoun-
tered,” Reeves said, I remember he tried
to get me to go in with him in the Enst Texas
field, where he made his big money. If I
had I'd be worth $100,000,000 today. Not
that 1 mind; I've got a very nice business
here,

“One thing about Hunt was that he al-
ways kept his word, [There was agreement
on that among all the people I talked to abaut
him.] A lot of oilmen, if they took a lease
with a poor farmer or a nigger and the near-
by holes turned out to be dry, why they'd
find some fault in the title to keep from
paying. Hunt never did that.

“Hunt talked very little in those days, I
once nsked him why and he said, “What 1
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lenrned, Harry, was by listening.' He built
himself a beautiful house on four acres in
the nicest part of town. But, except for
that, he didn't care for luxuries and he
didn't try to put on a show.

“I sse he's quite o churchgoer now,” the
El Dorado merchant said. “I never knew
him to go in the old duys, although Mrs.
Lyda Bunker Hunt—she wns & wonderful
woman—and the children went regularly,
Many’s the time she would come to visit in
the eveninga and say that her husband was
playing poker. Hunt was always quite &
gambler.”

By the end of the Twenties, Hunt was
alrendy a milllonaire a couple of times over,
and rendy for bigger things. The oppor-
tunity soon eame. In 1980 a shabby, friend-
Iy, seventy-year-old wildeatter named Co-
lumbus M. Joirer, kiown to everyone as
Dad; was prospecting for oll in Rusk County
in Enst Texas, It was an area about which
ull the experts ngreed: not a chance of oil,
they said. Joiner wasn't particularly opti-
mistic himself, but the lenses were cheap
and these were the only kind he could afford,

With 4,000 acres under lease, Joiner had
to ralse money to drill. He decided to sell
shares in the venture to the farmers and
small businessmen of the county, Some got

‘months thousands of wells had been drilled;
undaer the laws that then governsd the in-
dustry each leaseholder had no recourse but
to recover the oil that laid beneath his prop-
erty before his neighbor drained it off. It
had been that wsy—it Isn't anymore—
ever since 1901, when the discovery of the
Spindletop field brought the oll age to Texas.
The wells were drilled so close there the
bases touched. As a result, the natural pres-
sure of the field was destroyed, making it
impossible to recover more than thirty or
forty percent of the oil. The millions of cubic
feel of natural gas were merely burned off,

The East Texas field
turned out to be the
largest ever discovered
in this country, an un-
derground oil lake for-
ty-three miles long and
up to nine miles wide.
‘Within three years it
added a third to the na-
tion’s oil reserves, But
the discovery could not
have come at a worse
time, There was already a glut of oil; the
TDepression had sharply cut econsumption.
Without production controls, well owners

in for aa little as $10 or $20. The Depressi
was already painful in East Texas nnd oil
looked like the road to salvation.

The first wall, drilled on the farm of a
widow named Daisy Bradford, was dry.
Joiner had to start selling shares again. ‘He
roved the sandy wastes and piney woods in
his Model-T for a coupls of weeks. By o
miracle of persuagion he veturped with the
money for a second hole. It, too, was dry.

Caught up In the excitement of unremit-
ting failure, and perversely surer than ever
that pools of oil lay beneath his feet, Joiner
performed prodigies of salesmanship. But
vnsh hud sll but cessed to circulate in the
countryside. Nevertheless, he began Daisy
Bradford No. 3. His investors helped him to
man the rig, their wives brought coffee and
sandwiches out to the men,

At a thousand feet there was no sign of
oil. Joiner heartened his volunteers and jol-
Iied his professional roughnecks by recalling
that many yvears before in Oklahoma he had
stopped drilling st what turned out to be
elghteen feet above an enormous pool, “Ever
since then,” he liked to say, “I've always
gone eighteen feet desper.”

At fifteen hundred fest traces of oil
showed up on the drill stem, then vanished.
Jotner pushed on twenty-four hours s day.
Suddenly one morning thers was a roaring
far below, The well blew in a3 & tremendous
gusher. Rushing under the great spraying
pluma that seemed to hang in the air, Joiner
and the crew and his shareholders danced
and rolled in the thick bisckiah-green oil.
They tasted it and rubbed it in their hair,

Once again therse was a boom. Brokers,
boatl brothel keepers, gamblers and
highwaymen roared into Rusk County.
Lenses changed hands in a frenzied i
that continued day and night. Properties
were subdivided into units as small as an
elghth of an acre. Wasteful, uncontrolled
exploftation of the field began. Within a few

ESQUIRE: JANUARY

the they p d in an
effort to eatch up with steadily dropping
prices. They couldn't, of course, and oil fall
to a disastrous ten cents a barrel.

Joiner suffered most. His oil was un-
wanted and he found out he couldn't even
sell the lesses against the time that it would
be. He had muddled his bookkesping and
the big companies said the original titles to
“the land were clouded.

Hunt arrived at the field early in the boom
but he used his ready cash buying leases
that turned out to be on the wrong side of
the discovery well. When Hunt found out
that Joiner was ready to sell, he sought him
out. Both men were ¢anny traders, but, ac-
cording to s man who was there at the time,
“Joiner was inclined to drink quite a lot,
and Hunt stayed ¢lose to him until he made
the deal.”

Hunt paid Joiner $30,000 in cash, which
he borrowed from a man in Lake Village—
this was presumsbly the deal that Harry
Reeves could have got in on—and gave him
$45,000 in short-term notes and a guarantes
of $1,250,000 in payments out of Tuture pro-
duction. For the discovery well, Daisy Brad-
ford No. 8, Hunt paid §20,000 and a $50,000
guarantee,

The deal turned out to be Hunt's greatest
business coup. Within five or six years he
was bankruptey-proof and bad the reserves
to drill a long series of dry holes without
feeling the pineh. In its first thirty-five
years—the date was observed in 1965 with
the dedication of a monument to The Joinar
No. 8 Daisy Bradford at which Hunt spoke
—the field had produced 3,500,000,000 bar-
rels and shows no signs of drying up. Hunt'a
profita alone have been put at $100,000,000,
Since Joiner died in Dallas in 1947 in much
reduced circumstances, there has been a feel-
ing that Hunt drove too hard a bargain, or
at least should have tossed the old fellow o
bonus later on.

On the other hand, Hunt argues with a
kind of W.C.Fields outrageousness at which
he excels that he could have made far more
by investing elsewhere in the field and that
he subordinated his own best interests to do
Joiner a favor. In fairness, it must be point-
ed out that Hunt waa taking & chance on
the state of the market and on the validity
of the titles, that Joiner wanted to sell, and
that that's the way the oil game, and every
other trading business, is played.

The Federal Government smoothed Hunt's
path to great wealth when, in 1935, the
passage of the Connally “hot ofl" act limited
oil production and slowly restored the mar-
ket price. Virtually all oil producera, Includ-
ing Hunt, had begged for the legislation.
Production is still limited to keep up the
price. Hunt had told me proudly that he was
one of the “fathers” of the act. Thus I was
surprised to find out sometime later that his
company had been fined $49,000 for violating
it. Hunt said his employees had been steal-
ing the oil and selling it on their own.

For one reason or anothar Hunt took a
violent dislike to Secretary of the Interior
Hurold Tekes, whose agents enforced the hot-
oil Iaw. Sixteen years later Hunt got back
st him. After reading an article by Ickes
opposing the Constitutional amendment then
under consideration to limit the President
to two terms, Hunt spent a lot of money
helping to get it passed.

World War II pulled the oil business out
of the doldrums for good. The price move-
ment went steadily upward. Thanks to the
special tax advantages enjoyed by the indus-
try, including the celet i depletion allow-
ance, wildeatters kept virtually all the money

-they made. At a Congressional hearing in

the Fifties examples were cited of oil com-
panies with receipts of several million dol-
lars n year that paid no taxes whatever.

Indeed, the money rollied in so fast that
the depletion shelter began to leak. Oilmen
had to use their ingenuity to get rid of the
money by using it for exploration before the
tax man could get his hands on it. The story
is told of Hunt suddenly appearing st his
branch office in Midland, Texas, and order-
ing his agent there to spend $4,000,000 on
lenses by the end of the month. The man
protested, saying there weren’t $40 worth
of promising leases available. Hunt was
firm. For the next couple of weeks every
cat-and-dog salesmnn in the vicinity was
convinced that he had stumbled on the moth-
er lode. Then, wanting to get rid of some
more tax dollars, Hunt ordered wells drilled
on his new properties. To his annoyance,
several produced oil.

In the Fifties Hunt's enterprises began
to operate abroad. One of the first ventures
was a concession from Pakistan. As the only
Moslem country with almost no oil, Pakistan
is called by its Inhabitants the land that
Allah forgot. Hunt's crews prospected for
three years, in one place drilling the deepest
well in Asin, but they were unable to jog
Allah's memory.

Hunt lived for six months in 1958 at the
court of the Sheik of Kuwait while trying
to negotiate a valuable offshore concession,
If Hunt, besides being the richest man in
the United States, isn't the richest man in




the world, the Sheik is. Hunt says that they

got on very well together, since no cne of-

fered the Texan any sheep's eyeballs or other
!Arublndzlieun!e.

At the last moment, however, the conces-
sion was awarded to a
Japanese syndicate, which had offered a less
! advantageous deal than Hunt's. Hunt, who
is not what anyone would describe s a good
loser, was bitterly disappointed. He told me
| that the grand visier had been bribed by the
wily Orfentals. Another theory he advanced
was that the Japanese had convinced the
- Sheik their gommt ‘would ﬂd:t to da-

fend the fields i a
- attack while the United States would do
" . nothing. A New York oil analyst offered
another explanation. “You've got to have
wmepllu to sell yﬂnr oﬂ." he said, “The

could ket—their own

' country—which Hunt enuldn‘t do.”

The anguish of the Kuwait experience
was eased a few years later when Hunt and

.. his sons struck it rich in Libya, discovering

_ a feld with proved resarves of 6,000,000,000
| barrels. To assure & market for the oil, they

sold kalf of their fifty percent interest—the
| Libyan government has the other fifty per-
cent—to British Petroleum. As soon as &

family's enterprises has outside stockhold-
ers. They publish no reports or balance
sheets and reveal their affairs to no board
of directors, Only the tax man knows, and
he's not talking.

“It's like trying to find out how many
missiles the Russisns have,” said a New
York oil analyst.

Hunt himself says he doesn’t know how
much he's worth—"We've never really tal-
lied it up,” he said—and this

enormous ranches in Wyoming, Montann
and Texas, cotton plantations in Mississippi,
Arkansas and Louisiana, timberlands all
over the South, grazing lands and citrus
groves in Florida and vast pecan orchards,
not to mention immensely valuable realty
holdings in Dallas, Atlanta and other cities.

One parcel has eluded Hunt's grasp. As
we were driving home from his office one
aft he pointed out a tery we
‘were passi “That's the Cox Cemetery,

agrees with Gatty's dictum that if you can
count your assets you're not a billionaire,

‘The three major producing companies are
Hunt Oil, Placld 0il and Hunt International.
Their daily production is estimated at 50,000
barrels of oil and hundreds of thousands of
cubie feet of natural gas, It is produced in
ut least eleven states and Canada. Since the
Libyan strike, exploratory drilling has been
started in Alaska, Australia and nlong the
fringes of the North Sea.

Almost sll of Hunt's production is sold to
the “majors,"” the integrated companies such

ucts. The Hunts own one refinery in Ala-
bama, which produces asphalt and, as a by-
pmduct.uanlimthltllmﬂltmﬂﬁzm

pipeline is completed across two hundred
miles of desert to the Moditerranean coast,
the ail will start flowing at 100,000 barrels
aday. “There's so much oil there,” said the
Dalles petroleum reporter, “that you could
give it awuy aod still maks money.”

In & widely quoted arti-
cle in 1957, Fortune
magazine tried to rank
the richest men in the
country. They turned
out to be almost with-
out exception either ac-
tive ollmen or members
of families like the
Rockefellers and Mel-
long whose fortunes are
based on oil. Saying
that its estimates were “conservative,” For-
tune put Jean Paul Getty, who controls
Tidewater O, at the top of the list with a
cool billion. Hunt was ranked in the middle
of the second category with $700,000,000 or
so. Since then, though, Getty has abdicated
his title by moving to Englsnd and Hunt
has come on strong with the Libyan discoy-
ery.

“In terma of extraordinary, independent
wealth, there Is only one man—H, L. Hunt,”
Getty himself said a couple of years ago.
And a man who is reasonably familiar with
Hunt's operations said much more recently:
“If he couldn't cash in today for $2,000-
000,000 I'd be vary much surprised.”

Moregver, while Getty has pretty much
kept his hands on the money he has made—
one of his sons had to sue him recently to
get some of it—Hunt has been cutting his
aix children in on his good thing for the pant
thirty years. “There's absolutely no ques-
tion sbout the Hunta being the richest fam-
ily in the country,” my informant said.

But even the moat edueated guessing is,
at the end, a frustrating exercise. Final en-
lightenment never comes, None of the Hunt

d fllling stati in the Deep South
under the Parade brand.

The only important business not connected
with oil that Hunt owns is H.L.H. Products.
It operates fourteen packing plants and mar-

343 food and drug produets, from col-
greens to an antacid called Gastro-Majic
that Hunt swears by. H.L.H., which is often
confused with Hunt Foods, owned by Norton
Simon, has been expanding rapidly in re-
cent years. It now has annual sales of

All the old families of Dallas are buried
there. I bought that land over there—" indi-
cating an adjoining lot—"and I'm trying to
trade it to the cemetery associution for a
barrel of ground inside the fence.”

During the Thirties, as
the money rolled in,
Hunt began playing the
horses in a big way. He

summer and the Flori-
da tracks and the Fair
Grounds in New Or-
leans in the winter. Al-
though not & plunger in
the class of John (Bet-
a-Million) (Gates or Pittsburgh Phil, he
mude some pretty good scores. One, he re-
called, came at Saratoga on & sprinter called
So Rare,

“The books were still on then," he said.
“So Rare was a hundred-to-one on the morn-
ing line, I had been watching the horse and
I bet $1,000 to place and $1,000 to show at
forty-to-one and twenty-to-one with Tem
Shaw. As I was walking away from the
Intth:z ring a man I knew—he wasn't =

$80.000,000. Not by coincidence it 3
more thin half of the airings of Life Line,
Hunt's patriotic program, that are heard
around the country, and thus this expense
comes out of H.L.H.'s advertising budget
rather than out of Hunt's pocket.

Hunt likes to boast that his onterprises
are run by “skeleton crews” of executives,
working happily for salaries far smaller
than they could command from the majors.
In the industry, though, the Hunts are re-
garded by some observers as stiff-backed
and inclined to arrogance.

Quite recently, Hunt said, his son Herbert
bad called a meeting of Hunt executives to
discuss bids on leases being offered in Alaska
by the Federal Government.

“I went downstairs into the meeting,”
Hunt said. "I motioned for Herbert to bring
the maps and reports to my office. We sat
down with my chief geologist and looked
things over. We decided what we would bid
on before those other fallows could have got
their throats cleared.”

For three decades Hunt has had the prob-
lem of investing his enormous income, which
“m“amhblwtlmoooam Since

e says he has resolutely refused to buy
:hnlm in firma he does not whally own or

even to divaniﬁ his own sctivities very

much, his funds have gone largely into resl

“Eamuutbann:nfth:bluutlmd-
owners in the country,” ssys a man who
knows him well. Hunt is known to have

i

ker—said, 'You've got to give me
the same bet.' So [ did. So Rare bore out
in the stretch turn and did well to finish
third, and I thought that was pretty good.
But the winner was disqualified and the next
two horses were moved up, so I collected
$120,000."

Right from the start, Hunt says, ha had
his own theories of handicapping. He paid
well for information and hired experts to
help him, At one time, two statisticians,
ane of whom, he says, had a degree from
M.LT., occupied an office near his that was
equipped with special telephone lines. Dur-
ing World War I1, though, Hunt says he cur-

. tailed hia betting, regarding it as “unps-

triotic” to use the overtaxsd telephone net-
work for dozens of long-distance messages
a day to bookmakers.

He made up for lost time as soon as the
war anded, and branched out into baseball,
college football and, until the dumping scan-
dals caused him to lose his faith, college
Matbtﬂ.'ﬂal:nmwrhnﬁmywnﬂdenm
ot ity of e ional foothall, he
says, and !urf.hrtmamtn’zdmdimaﬂg
his youngest son, Lamar, who was one of
the founders of the American Football
League, from going into it.

(Lamar was jocularly known as “Poor
Boy" when he was a serub on the Southern
Methodist team. Sometime later, on being
informed that Lamar was losing $1,000,000
4 year in pro football, Hunt was credited
with saying, (Continued on page 140/
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JUST PLAIN H. L. HUNT

fe——amo= === =3 == =——)
{Continuved from puge 68) “That's
bad. It means he'll be broke in twa
hundred and fifty years.”)

In the Fifties Hunt became omne
of the biggest bettors of all time.
His wagers became bizarre, arch-
ducals Such bets could not be kept

secret; he reportedly risked $300,000
on a single World Series game and .

$100,000 on a Southwest Conference

football contest, It was not excep-

tional for him to bet $25,000 or $50,-
000 on each of fifteen or twenty othe:
football games on a single Saturday
Hunt denies his bets ever got tha
big and he says that over the yewm

he probably broke even,

“T had just as good information ;
the bookies had,” he said. “The on.
thing that could beat me in the lon
run was my own money.” I mu:
have looked blank, because Hunt ady
ed patiently, “You take the averag
referee, he does not have a very lary
business. . . .” His voice trailed ofl
leaving the implication that it migh
be worth a worried bookmaker’,
while to insure himself against hav
ing to pay an enormous sum to Hun'
by trying to bribe an official.

Hunt says he got around this prob-
lem by making his bets in sealed
envelopes held by a third party, the
envelope being opened only after the
pame had been played. Tt is a system
that is unknown among knowledge-
able bettors in the East, but then they
never made such bets as Hunt did,

Craps caught his attention brief-
ly, but his interest was to some ex-
tent theoretical and scientific. He
used to visit a gambling establish-
ment on the highway between.Dallas
and Fort Worth to test what he called
“the law of conzecutivity,” By that,
he said, he meant that what the dice
were doing they would continue to do
on the short term. It seemed to me
like another way of saying, “The dice

are hot,” or cold, as the case may be. .

Hunt also developed an interest in
gin rammy. He played gin with “the
talent” for high stakes and found
out he wasn't as good as they were,
(It was the only such modest admis-
sion he ever made to me.) So he
called in Oswald Jacoby, the cham-
pionship bridge player and author
of an authoritative work on gin, to
give him lessons, Hunt said, typical-
ly, that he thought Jacoby was over-
rated: “He tried to help me, but I
didn’t learn much.”
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In 1958 Hunt was subpoensed by
4 Federal grand jury in Indianapolis
that was investigating interstate
gambling. A fortuitous lllness pre-
vented him from testifying at the
time, and he never did appeny, From
his hospital hed Hunt told reporters
that it hurdly muttered, since he had
quit gnmbling the year hefore and
that, unyhow, his reputation in that
fiald had been greatly exagwerated.

“f you play a little yin, bridge or
binge,” he aaid, “then you are about

a3 much of a gambler as T am.”

Az it tarned out, Hunt had quit,
and [ asked him how he had man-
aged to break the habit of a lifetime.
bets become & bore?

4] found out that the clouds and
the flowers sre a little bit prettier
when you don't gamble,” he said.
“Customs change, too, 1 used to lnow
of Federal judges who bet on the
horses but It ceased to be considered
an innocent diversion. It got to be
too troublesome nnd, anyhow, L hated

to take the time out from the fight

for freedom.

After lunching at the Dallas Pe-
troleum Club on the fiftieth foor of
his office bullding one day, Hunt sug-

1 to

ing, the Texns School Book Deposi-
tory, not far from the ailroad

terminal,

In the first confused hours after
the assassination, when it was gen-
d that the President

geated that we take the
the observatory on the roof. From
there he pointed across the raw city-

Y
had been murdered by one of the
right-wing fanatics who abound in
Dallas, Hunt was bitterly criticized
for having helped to create the cli-
mate of violence and intolerance in
which the deed had taken place. Tn
his offica he had had me read a copy
of a wire-servica dispatch
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from Washington, quoting
Senator Muurine Neuberger
of Oregon as saying that
Hunt would have to bear “a
lot of the onus [becnuse of]
fanntical hrondensts he spon-
sors. If anybody is responsi-
ble, he is.”

The broadeast that Senator
Neuberger was talking about
was Life Line, which had
been attacking Kennedy pret-
ty steadily since he took office.
On the day of the assassinu-
tion, the recorded program
had discussed the “leftist
plot” to deprive the Ameri-
can people of their right to
hear arms. In a dictatorship,
the broadesst pointed out,
Yng firearms ure permitted
the people, becauss they
would then have the weapons
with which to rise up against
their oppressors.”

Thera were other unfortu-
nate coincidences. Nelson
Bunker Hunt, one of Hunt's
sons, had helped to pay for a
virulently anti-Kennedy full-
puge advertisement that ap-
pearad in the Dallns N'ews on
the morning of the wvisit
When Jack Ruby was or-
rested after fatally shooting
Lee Harvey Oswald, the ac-
cused killer of the President.
two Life Line radio seripts
were found in his pocket. He
sald he had received them in
a sample package of H.L.H.
food ut the Texas Products
Show m few weeks before.
And Ruby, it came out, hud
accompanied a young wonan
to the offices of Lamar Hunt
not long before the ussassinu.
tion~

No other shadow of a con-
nection between Hunt and the
ussussination wus ever estab-
lished, bat this did not pre-
vent the authors of two theo-
retieal works on the murder
of the Prealdeat to conclude
that Hunt had instiguted the
killing to prevent Kennedy
from redueing the oil-deple-
tion allowance und, by mov-
ing towsrd u solution of the
Vistnam struggle, to tuke the
United States off u war foot-
ing. Kennedy had unnounced
the previous January that he
would work for a2 reduction
of the allowunce, but consid-
ering the logrolling power of
the oil-producing states and
the influence of VieePresi-
dent Johngon, it is regurdal
us highly unlikely that the
President would have buen
able to get the legislation
passed, and both he and the
oilmen knew it.

Late on the day of the as-

ination, the Federal Bu-

u of Investigation, fear-
ng that Hunt might become
ohject of violence, inaisted

at he leave Dallas and go
nto  hiding. Hunt finully
d to take his wife to

w
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stay with relatives in Baltimore, On
the way he chunged his mind. “I
don't get along very well with being
seured,” he said, So the Hunts head-
ed for Washington and teok a suite
st the Mayflower Hotel, where they
were highly visible. A fow doys be-
fore Christmus, over F.B.I, protests,
they returned to Dallas.

Sinee Hunt, whose vesidence is un-
fenced, refused to hire bodyguards,
city detectives rode with him to and
from his office and cirelad his house
at night. Their presence irritated
Hunt. “I told them I wasn't going to
put up with them anymore,” he said.
“The police was n-beggin’ me to lat
them stay around. They said they'd
be blamed if anything happened to
me, but I told them no.”

Recalling that he had supported
“Jack and Lyndon” in 1960, Hunt
said that the President’s death was
iy terrible trugedy for the country."

There is more praise implieit in
his statement than Hunt gives to
ment of the nation's Chief Execu-
tives, There hasn't been a really good
one, in his view, since Coolidge, who
routed subversives and cut the na-
tional debt.

Hunt says he voted for Hoover,
whom he resembles and sometimes
used to be mistaken for, but he now
thinks he overrated the Great En-

. “I remember a speach [ once
heard him make,” Hunt said, “back
before the Secand World War. It was
at the Bankers Club in New York in,
1 think, 15 and 38. He said there
wasn't a-goin' to be a war because
the Germans were too kindly to start
one wnd they didn't have enaugh
money. He sald that bombing planes
were ineffective against ships and
cities, That man talked for two hours
and there wasn't o thing he said that
turned put to be right.”

Communist gains during the New
Deal eame as no surprise to Hunt.
“Roosevelt, he didn't know any bet-
ter,” Hunt told me. “He never met
a payroll in his life. But [ can't un-
derstand why Senntor Joe Robinson,
John Nance Ganer and Jim Farley
—these were smart men, fallows who
eould muke a lving playing poker—
I don't see why they wanted to fasten
mocinlisny on the United States.”

Truman was a failure, but in some
ways an improvement over Roosevelt,
sald Hunt, while Eisenhower, whomhe
also supported, was a total disaster,
Tke was so genial, inspired so much
confidence, that he gave the country
a terrible push toward bolshevism
without anyone's being particularly
aware of what was happening.

In 1980 Hunt's eandidate was Lyn-
don Johnsan, a son of Texas who was
sound on depletion and other pa-
triotic capses. Hunt anys he backed
Johnson with §50,000 and a great
deal of free advice, Tt got so I was
writing him dally memos,” Hont said.
“Lyndon could have had the nomina-
tion but he made every known mis.
take.”

Hunt tried to help in other ways.
When, shortly before the nominating
convention, the Reverend W, A, Cris-
well, n Baptist divine of unexampled
fervor who happened to be Hunt's
pastor, told his flock that “the elec-
tion of @ Catholic as President would

plains hin decision by saying the
he thought Kennedy's Catholiciat
would make him a conservative ant
Communist, and that he admired th
eandidate’s father as nn astute bus
nessman and, like himself, an a
mirer of the late Senator Jose)
MeCarthy,

But neither Kennedy nor Johnsc
was any more successful than
predecessors at galning Hunt
esteem, For Kennedy, it was giv
aways and, of course, Cubn. i
Johnson, s purported faflure to kee
& promise tp name Senators Jam¢
Enstiund and Thomas Dodd as spe
ciat advisers on Communist infiltrs
tion.

Nor is Hunt more charitabl
towsrd the also-rans. Stevenson wa
unspenkable and Nixon “a bad egy.
Goldwater, whom he supported wit’
money when he ran for the Senat
put up such a poor Presidentinl enrr
paign that Hunt doubts now that h
would have been s good Presider
deapite his ideological soundness.

Hunt liked MeCarthy, who was ¢
popular in Texas that he came to t
known ns the state's third sensto
The two men frequently discusse
the Communist peril while playin
gin rummy in Dallas or Washingtar

But of all the men who have grace:
puoblic life in his lifetime, Hunt re
sorves his wsupreme nccolade fo
General of the Army Douglas Mac’
Arthur. “He wus the Man of the
Century,” says Hunt, alongside of
whem Churchill shrank to the status
of a mere phrasemnker,

Hunt spotted the Man of the Cen-
tury during the war in the Pacific
He noted how MaeArthur reorgs
nized Japan nnd then, fighting val’
antly against subversives and fir
competents In Washington, tried *
win—really win—the Korean We
All this made Hunt his devotes.
1052, shortly nfter MacArthur’s d
misaal, Hont called on him at '
sarie at the Waldorf Towers in N,
York to try to persuade hlm to se
the Republican nomination for L .
Presidency. (During a visit to N
York lust September Hunt proud

ed that he wos ring &
MaeArthur soite.)

“I told him it had to be him «
Ike,” Hunt said, “but he didn't ses
that way. He said it would be Tnt
and he didnt want to deprive him ¢
the chance he so richly deserved."

Hunt didn't give up. He journeye
around the country, trying to line u
support. He opened headquarters i
Chiengo nnd for once, apparently
sent the money in, a reported $160,
000 {(Hunt denies this). The Gen
eral made the keynote nddress at the
convention, but the stampede that
Hunt had hoped for turned out to be
little more than s rustle.

Hunt says he sent emissariea to
MacArthur, inclading Former Presi-
dent Herbert Hoover, asking only for
the slightest nod of encouragement,
but the old soldier never wavered.

“He wouldn't let anyone talk to
him sbout it," Hunt said sadly. “It
was too bad. He would have made
perfect President.”

There Is & good deal of confusion
F\bmﬂ Ku{\}'l political contributions.

mean the end of religious liberty in
America,” it was Hunt's money which
covered the §10,000 cost of having
coples of the sermon sent to every
Protestant minister in the country.
He suys a member of his staff ordered
the reprints without his knowledge.

But when the enemiss of religious
freedom nominated Kennedy any-
how, Hunt says he decided to go
along, advising “Lyndon™ to accept
second place on the tickst, Hunt ex-

large
gifts to candidates, only to have thelr
managers say the money hadn't besn
received, Other times, when Hunt
dismissed his benefactiona as mere
pittances, the word circulated that he
had been ressonably generous,

Hunt helpsd George Wallace be-
come Governor of Alabama but says
he discournged his third-party run
for the Presidency because he doesn't
believe in third parties. Former Ma-
jor General Edwin Walker receivad
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Hunt's encouragement when he sought
the Democratic nomination for gaver-
nor of Texas, but the friendship cooled
when he finished last in a field of ten
candidates.

Hunt says that over the years he has
given small sums to hundreds of candi-
dates, but that he is more interested in
getting bad men defeated than in get-
ting good men elected. “Anybody who
followed a program I was in favor of
probably couldn't get elected in the
first place,” he said. “If he did get
elected he couldn’t get reelected with-
out changing his position on most
things.”

Political fund-raisers used to visit
Hunt with hands outstretehed, hoping
for sums that might seem like erumbs
to a billionaire but would look like
election insurance to them. All but a
handful have had such little luck that
their number, and Hunt's influence as
a potential source of campaign gold,
has diminished sharply. So much so
that when he visited both the Demo-
cratic and Republican conventions, as
is his habit, he got a rather frosty wel-
come. In 1060, Jake Jacobson, an
assistant to Price Daniel, then the Gov-
ernor of Texas, told of seeing Hunt
wandering through Democratic head-
quarters in Los Angeles “like a lost
soul.”

“l didn't know what he wanted to
do, but he didn't seem to be doing much
of anything except trying to'find some-
body who would talk to him,” Jacob-
son said, “He wandered into Lyndon’s
suite, which was right next to ours.
There were a lot of people in there but
they were all too busy to talk to Hunt,
s0 he wandered on down the hall and
talked with me. I thought, “What the
hell, here’s a man with all that money
who ean’t get anybody to talk to him.’ "

In 1964, in Atlantic City, where the

Demoerats were meeting, he held a
brief, noncommittal press conference
at the airport. When it was over, a
woman broke through the police line
and took his big hand. “I just want to
shake your hand,” she said. “To touch
the hand that made all that money.”

Hunt didn’t get onto the convention
floor at all. The tall, shambling figure
was seen by several persons in hotel
corridors, slipping Life Line pam-
phlets under doors.

Hu 1952, when MecCarthyism was at
its zenith, Hunt decided that the

time had come to spread the word as.

widely as possible. He took the rubber
band off his bankroll and started a
daily fifteen-minute radio program
called Facts Forum. With a hard-
hitting former F.B.I. man named Dan
Smoot as his commentator, Hunt took
out after communism, pinkoism, lib-
eralism, subversion, sedition, wael-
fare-statism, one-worldism, bleeding-
heartism, fiscal irresponsibility, union
thuggery, progressive education and
the twentieth century in general. The
program endeavored, through a debate
that Smoot conducted with himself, to
present both sides of these issues, but
people tended to think that the same
side always won.

It apparently didn't seem so to
Hunt, for in 1057 he replaced Facts
Forum with Life Line, which presents
only what Hunt describes as “the con-
structive” view of events, The rat-tat-
tat F.B.I. maghine-gun voice of Smoot,
who has since set up in the anti-sub.
versive pamphleteering business for
himself, was replaced by the soothing-
syrup delivery of a succession of Fun-
damentalist lay preachers, They stand
foursquare for home, motherhood, free
enterprise, patriotism and filianl piety.
They oppose the drift toward socialism

in melodeon tones of mauve and umber,

In thirteen years Hunt spent more
than $4,000,000 to support the two
programs. These were tax-deductible
dollars, for the shows had been grant-
ed {ax exemption as an educational
foundation by the Treasury. But Sen-
ator Neuberger had declared war on
Hunt. She held hearings and investi-
gated until, in 1965, she got the exemp-
tion removed.

+ Hunt stopped giving, but Life Line

has been able to keep going, and even
expand, by selling its tapes for $56 to
$70 a week, depending on the size of
the station, which then sells sponsor-
ship. H.L.H. Foods does its part, as
do businesses that Hunt buys things
from, banks he banks with, and con.
cerns headed by men who share his
philosophy. Each day the program is
heard on 428 stations in virtually
every state, and Life Line puts its
audience at 5,000,000 or more. One of
its most faithful listeners is H. L.
Hunt, He arranges his schedule 50
that, without fail, he is seated at his
supper table with the radio at his gide
when Life Line goes on at six-fifteen.

EE.; became a published author, at
his own expense, in 1960. The
work was Alpaca, a curious combina-
tion of sentimental mnovella, political
analysis and model constitution. (A
couple of years ago the main street of
a new Dallas subdivision was named
Alpaca Pass in the book’s honor. No
independent judgment of its merits
was implied by this geographical dis-
tinction: Hunt’s sons had financed the
development.)

Alpaca tells how an idealistic young
citizen of the dictator-oppressed “lit-
tle six-province nation” in Latin-
America of the title tours Europe. He
wants to talk to Europe's wizest men

in hopes of devising- a constitutior
that will give his country its first sta
ble, representative government. Whils
there he meets and falls in love witl
a beautiful opera singer—Hunt i
fond of the opera—who is a country
woman of his. They return togethe)
work out the details of the new ne
tional charter with a group of youn
enthusiasts, and in short order get i
adopted.

Although the story comes first
Hunt assigned the writing of what h
calls “the romance parts” to “an ale
lady.” His main interest was Alpaca’;
madel constitution. It provides fo;
universal suffrage, but the top ter
percent of the nation’s taxpayers have
seven bonus votes, the next ten per-
cent six bonus votes, and so on. The
constitution also creates a currency
unit, the pack, that shifts in value so
as to be “equal to ten kilos of stan.
dard-grade wheat or rice, whichever it
the lesser value,” limits the size of
public political meetings and seems tc
forbid labor unions.

Hunt says he made up his mind te
write Alpaca on a night flight fron
Buenos Aires to Caracas in 1956 as ha
wag winding up a long tour of Latir
America, “T hadn't seen a stable gov.
ernment in all the months I spent
down there,” he said, “and I began to
wonder if a person could supply a con.
stitution so that they could govern
themselves,”

Few critics took Alpaca seriously.
Those whe did called the multiple-vot-
ing scheme undemocratic. Hunt re-
plied by saying that he wasn't recom-
mending the constitution for the
United States, but for underdeveloped
nations where the rich and powerful
tend to get all the power anyhow,
Graduated voting, he said, might pro-
vide a degree of limitation,
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Even so, Hunt apparently took this
criticism to heart, for he has now re-
vised the constitution to limit the num-
ber of extra votes to five. This interim
arrangement will last only until a
brand new charter, now in prepara-
tion, is presented in a new work that
will be titled ¥Yourtopia.

Although no nation has shown any
interest in adopting his constitution,
Hunt keeps trying. Within a few
weeks of Vietnam’s elections last fall,
he had the constitution translated
into Vietnamese and sent to every
member of the constituent assembly.

Since Alpaca, Hunt has published
two less significant works., Fabians
Fight Freedom contains warmed-over
allegations of treason and moral turpi-
tude. Why Not Speak? is a useful
handbook on public speaking, based on
the author’s experiences. It includes
several masterpieces of oratory, in-
cluding Hunt's address on the oceasion
of the unveiling of a wax figure of
MacArthur at the Texas State Fair-
grounds.

A couple of years ago Hunt began
writing a newspaper column, Hunt for
Truth. 1t is earried by eighty dailies
and weeklies. Hunt is proud of the
fact that they think well enough of it
to pay for it. “I am the best writer I
know,” he has said, “except that I'm
slow.” Hunt usually dictates the col-
umn to one of his three secretaries.
Sometimes Hunt strikes a charming,
homely note that no ghost could pro-
vide,

It is Hunt's belief that adult audi-
ences that would snooze through the
most impassioned address by their
worthiest peers will listen attentively
to brief patriotic speeches by young
men and women. To test this theory
last year he began a projeet called
“teen teams.” Squads of adolescent

talkers are being sent to Elks Clubs
and Baptist suppers in Texas, Okla-
homa and California, and Hunt is en-
thusiastic about results.

I heard one of these speeches. One
afternoon Hunt presented an attrac-
tive dark-haired girl named June
Maynard, a summer employee of his
company. Slender, budding June, with
an earnest smile, gave me what [ later
found out was speech No. 1 from the
book of samples that Hunt has pre-
pared.

“Patriotism, liberty, freedom are
names for a philosophy the story of
which is not being properly told,” she
said. “We teen-agers can tell this story
and tell it most effectively. And that,
with your help, is what we intend to
do! [Here the text contained the di-
rection, ‘Look intently at the audi-
ence.'] Will you help us?”

Hunt asked me what I thought. I
told him that the effect was inde-
seribable.

In his writings, Hunt has devised a
couple of new terms. One is “construe-
tive.,” He uses it to describe himself
and the policies he advocates, and in-
variably signs his letters, “construc-
tively yours.,” A construetive, in the
Hunt lexiecon, is a conservative with-
out the old-fogy, mossback connota-
tions. The second is “the mistaken.”
It takes in the numberless people who
don't agree with him.

Extremists,of the right and left
usually get on with each other pretty
well; they reserve their deepest secorn
for weak-kneed moderates who keep
looking for a way to avoid Armaged-
don. Their refusal to stand up and be
counted, Hunt says, does more harm
than the far left. He believes there is
no excuse for the way such men as the
Rockefeller brothers and Henry Ford
II, who had the beneficial influence of

their grandfathers, have let the side
down,

The lamentable drift to the left
among the rich all over the country
except, possibly, in Texas, is explained
by another Hunt theory: that the Com-
munist plant red-tainted nurses along-
side their eribs when they are young,
and party-lining mistresses in their
playrooms when they are old. “It has
happened again and again,” he said.

At one point I asked Hunt why, since
his beliefs seemed hardly distinguish-
able from those of the John Birch
Society, he had never joined that or-
ganization. The inability of various
elements of the far right to work to-
gether, 1 suggested, had sharply re-
duced its influence.

Hunt said that in fact he had been
invited by Robert Welch, the founder
of the society, to attend its organiza-
tional meeting at a motel in Indianap-
olis in December, 1958. Even earlier,
Hunt said, he had been asked to attend
an abortive meeting Welch arranged in
St. Louis. Hunt declined both times.

“I kind of felt Welch should have
joined nie,"” he said.

n his psychoanalytical study of his-
tory, Life Against Death, Norman
0. Brown writes: “Freudian theory
derives character from repressed per-
verse sexual trends; the prudential cal-
culating character (the ideal type of
Homo economicug) is an anal charae-
ter.... Prudential caleulation as such
is an anal trait; the theory of the anal
character i3 a theory of what Max
‘Weber called the capitalist spirit, and
not just of deviant exaggerations such
as the miser.” !
Interpreting Marx, he adds, “The
desire for money takes the place of all
genuinely human needs. Thus the ap-
parent accumulation of wealth is renl-

ly the impoverishment of human na-
ture, and its appropriate morality is
the renunciation of human nature and
desires—asceticism.”

For medieval man the natural oil
sinks, the flatulent gases that oozed
from the earth, stinking of sulphur
and set afire by lightning, were taken
as infallible proof of the devil's infer-
nal kingdom below. His artists painted
the devil black, the color of filth and
corruption—and of oil, which is itself
the product of organic decay.

“Experience taught Luther,” says
Brown, “that the Devil is lord of this
world—the experience of his age, the
waning Middle Ages, and the rise of
capitalism. All around him Luther felt
the irvesistible attraction and power of
capitalism, and interpreted it as the
Devil’s final seizure of power in this

world, therefore foreshadowing
Christ’s Second Coming and the Dev-
il's final overthrow. ...”

Hunt, too, has often knocked or at
least de-emphasizes the pleasures of
being a billionaire. “A man who has
%200,000 is about as well off, for all
practical purposes, as I am,” he has
said, He has referred to money, more-
over, as simply a device to make book-
keeping convenient. *“Money as money
is nothing,” he has declared. On anoth-
er occasion Hunt said he would almost
enjoy losing his billions for the fun of
trying to accumulate them again. “I
don’t take any pride in money, but I do
et a lot of satisfaction out of accom-
plishment,” he has said.

On the other hand, he refuses to
think the worse of himself because he
happens to have a lot of money. “Peo-
ple can reach a point of being ashamed
that they've prospered,” he has said,
“as if they have been selfish.” Despite
his riches, he has refused to stop doing
his part to advance the free-enterprise




system. “Everything I do,” he is fond
of saying, “I do for a profit.”

Nor can he bring himself to lighten
his burden. His benefactions are
extraordinarily well-controlled. To
explain his attitude, he has devised
several complementary theories. “I'm
not going to brihe people to maintain
their liberty,” sums up one. Another
is that philanthropy calls attention
to great wealth and thus helps the
Communists. A third is that the
flickering flame of enterprise and ini-
tiative can be smothered by charity,
And, as a practical matter, Hunt
finds that virtually all of the institu-
tions that might be candidates for
his bounty are red-tinged.

Southern Methodist University,
for example, is ordinarily thought
of as a pillar of conservative re-
spectability in Dallas, Hunt himself
sent several of his children there.
But as a vecipient of his p:erfrosity
it fails to measure up because 1t hired
someone whose record in the State
Department Hunt disapproves of,

Not long ago, a group of people in
Ramsey, [llinois, Hunt's birthplace,
decided to restore the country church
where, coincidentally, Hunt's father
had worshipped. Hunt's sister, the
only other of his parents’ children
who survives, told them she was cer-
tain H. L. would be glad to help. He
did, sending a check for §5.

But even if his charitable impulses
are not highly developed, Hunt need
not reprosch himself for having
made his colossal fortune out of the
blood and sweat of others., There are
no slaving women or children, no
beaten strikers, no poisoned factory
workers in his past. The laws gov-
erning the ownership of oil in this
country, its use and taxation, may
be unwise and unjust—most nations
of the world reserve the ownership
of subsurface minerals to the cen-
tral government—but it seems un-
reasonable to expect Hunt to want
them changed,

So, although it is fashionable to
regard Hunt as a great menace, I
came to think of him as an amiable
old devil, mildly eccentrie perhaps,
but hardly doing any more than re-
flecting the political notions of a
hard-shell Republican of the Taft or
Coolidge era. Where, I asked myself,
could he have become a liberal of,
say, the Chester Bowles persuasion?
It was unlikely he had ever met a lib-
eral until he was past sixty-five, And
as far as making mischief went, I
shuddered to think what might have
happened if George Wallace, the
nervous Alabama governor, or Barry
Goldwater had had Hunt's all-out
financial support in 1064, Suppose,
tao, that Hunt took it into his head
to bankroll the Ku Klux Klan or the
Minutemen or some other nut or-
ganization. All things considered, it
was probably better that he kept the

rubber band on his bankroil,

Hunt has lived in Dallas since
‘ 1937, when he bought the home
he still oecupies. It is an inexact
copy of Mount Vernon, slightly
lurger than the original, that oceu-
pies a ten-acre tract in one of the
city’s finest residential sections., It
has been assumed that Hunt is dem-
onstrating his patriotism by oceupy-
ing a house modeled on George
Washington’s residence, but the fact
is that he got it at a distress price,
$60,000 or thereabout.

The Hunts lived quietly. His own
inclination was to preserve his pri-
vacy. Oilmen have never taken a
leading part in the management of
Dallas’ affairs and Hunt’s extensive
holdings often took him out of the
eity for long periods.

In 1955 Hunt's quiet, patient wife'

suffered a stroke. Hunt and their six
children flew with her in a chartered
DC-8 to the Mayo Clinie, where she
died within a few days. It was per-
haps the only time in Hunt's thrifty
life that he didn’t go tourist. !

Five of the children are married
They have made Hunt a grandfather
many times. Two of his sons, Nelsor
Bunker Hunt and William Herbert
Hunt, are officials in his oil ventures.
The husbands of his two daughters
also work for him. Lamar Hunt, the
youngest son, is president of the
Kansas City Chiefs of the American
Football League.

However, it is the enduring sorrow
of Hunt's life that his oldest child
and namesake, Haroldson Lafayette
Hunt I11, can take no part in all this,
The son, who is called Hassie, is
forty-eight years old, a somewhaﬁ
younger-looking replica of his father,
right down to the shabby blue suit
and bow tie. From the time Hassie
was nineteen, just out of Culver Mili-
tary Academy, until he was commis-
sioned in the Army in World War 1)
and assigned to help straighten ouf
Nationalist China's petroleum-sup-
ply problems, he and his father
worked as a team,

Again and again Hunt told me,
“Hassie is the smartest man 1 ever
knew. . , . Nobody knew more about
the oil business than Hassie. . ., .
Hassie just knew where the oil was.
- . . Hassie didn't drill any dry holes
at all, . . .1 never guaranteed any
deals for him and by the time he was
twenty-four he had production of his .
own of 10,000 barrels a day.”

But in 1946 Hassie suffered an
emotional breakdown. Despite ex-
tensive treatment and, finally, surg
ery, he has not yet fully recovered
Hunt is convinced that eventuall
Hassie’s health will be restorec
Acainst that dav the office suite ne:

Aaggesiie el e,

to his remains furnished but unoce:
pied, with Hassie’s name on t
bronze plaque on the door,

Hassie lives quietly in a cottag
next to the pool on the Hunt propert:
Most evenings he comes up to t
house with his paid companion, |
lively, attractive blonde girl, for dir
ner. He is quiet and amiable an
vague. Hunt says he is wort
$250,000,000.

In 1957, Hunt married Mrs, Rut
Ray Wright, a divorcee whom hi
had met many years before whil/
she was working in the Hunt Oi
Company’s office in Shreveport. She
is an attractive, full-figured, darks
haired woman, probably thirty years
younger than her husband. She is
deferential to him, infinitely ohlig-|
ing, thoroughly “‘sweet,” as they say
down there.

It was probably her softly voiced’
suggestion, and pessible intimations.
of mortality that caused Hunt to
calm down, All at once, it seemed, he
quit gambling and drinking, even
cigar smoking, and joined the Bap-
tist church, 1

In his new mood of domesticity,
he adopted Mrs. Wright’s four at-
tractive children. He showers the
second family with as much pride

!

and affection as if they were his own. |

The two oldest are married now, but
Swanee and June Hunt still live at
home, They undoubtedly have much
to be grateful for in being heiresses
to the richest man in the United
States, but at times it’s no bed of
roses, Daddy keeps drafting them
for his pet projects. They are pillars '
of the teen-speakers program. When '
Alpaca was published they had to
sing a song he wrote at a soiree at a
Dallas bookstore. To the tune of
Doggiz in the Window, it went: i



How much ig that book in the win-
dow?

The one that says all the smart
things.

How much is that book in the win-
dow?

I do hope to lewrn all it brings.

Alpaca! Fifty cents!

Such outings are the exception,
though, The Hunts still live quietly
and seldom entertain. The house is
attractively, but not grandly, fur-
nished, in a mixture of the antique
and the merely old. Hunt is proud
of his Oriental rugs, and they are in
fact beautiful. One suspects that he
is pleased in part because they, like
the house, were a bargain. A Fred-
eric Remington painting of an Indian
encampment hangs in his study. He
enjoys just standing and looking at
it. “I don’t know about you,” he
said one night, “but I think that's
just about as pretty as a picture can
be.”

Hunt generally is up by eight
o'clock. He goes to his office six days
a week, driving himself in a deluxe
Oldsmobile 08, one of a half-dozen
cars on the place. It is the most ex-
pensive model he has ever owned.
During the Fifties one of his trade-
marks was a battered black Plym-
outh.

His health is good and he keeps
himself in shape, using a belt vibrat-
ing machine and sunlamp. Hunt has
been described as a health-food nut,
but I thought his precautions not un-
reasonable for & man whose attitude
seems to be that if he can’t take it
with him he ain't a-goin’. He eats
no white sugar, white flour or sat-
urated fats. His whole-grain bread
is baked in hig kitchen from wheat
grown in Deaf Smith County, where
the water has a naturally large
amount of fluorine.

Because Hunt prefers this diet to
the food available at the Petroleum
Club, he usually takes a light lunch-
eon of a sandwich and fruit with him
to the office to eat at his desk. One
Christmas his stepchildren gave him
a supply of the brown-paper bags
he uses for the lunch with the print-
ed label, “H. L. Hunt Gourmet
Lunch.”

No cocktails or wines are served
in the Hunt household, and guests
are liable to find his rigid adherence
to the principles of sensible diet
somewhat depressing, On both eve-
nings I dined with him the entree
was meat loaf. Hunt washed it down
with a variety of vegetable and fruit
juices while he listened to Life Line
on the table radio.

Hunt seldom goes to the movies or
watches television. He used to read
a book in a eouple of hours, he says,
but has slowed down recently to the
peint where it hardly seems worth
the trouble. He still enjoys musie

and singing, and when the Metropol-

itan Opera comes to Dallas on its
spring tour, he usually attends all of
its performances.

Most nights the Hunts are in bed
by ten o'clock, but as it happened, on
one of the nights I was staying with
them, Mrs, Hunt received a telephone
call from the minister of her church
in Idabel, Oklahoma, where she was
born. He said that he had brought a
group of his older Sunday School
children to sight-see in Dallas and
asked if they might come out to use
the swimming pool.

The hour was late and Mrs. Hunt
had not been feeling well, but she

kept trilling, “Wonderful,” and “Oh,
ves, do come. It's no trouble at all,”
until I came to believe that she meant
it.

lights, T recalled a conversation T
had had the day before with Ray
Hunt, a pleasant young man who |
graduated in June of 1965 from
S.M.U. We had been talking about
the family sing-alongs that the Hunts
like to have in the evening. “Get
Mom and Dad to sing Just Plain
Folks for you,” he had said. “It's
their favorite song.”

So 1 asked them to sing it, and
they did, she in a light choir-singer's
soprano and the richest man in the
country in a quavering tenor, out
there on the porch of their white-
columned house, under the yellow
Texas moon.

To a mansion in the city

Came a couple old and grey

To see the son who left them years

before.

He had prospered and grown

wealthy

Since a youth he left his home.

Now his lifo was one of pomp

and show.

But coolly did he greet them

For his friends stood by his side

Who'd often heard him speak of

£0 grand.

As the old man sadly gazed at him

He said with simple pride

While he gently took his dear wife
by the hand.

We are just plain folks,

Your mother and me.

Just plain folks

Like our own folks used to be.

As our presence seems to grieve
you,

We will go away and leave you.

We are sadly out of place here

'Cause we're just plain folks,

When the Oklahomans finally left i
and Hunt switched out the pool |



