


Jordan,Georgia,and
the E.stablishment

by Nicholas Lemann

The aide was in Washington for a
special occasion: the signing, amid
much pomp and circumstance, of the
Panama Canal treaty last December.
The course of the day’s events
eventually led him to the White House
ballroom to hear President Carter
make a speech, and there the aide
found himself standing next to the
President’s top assistant, Hamilton
Jordan.

Jordan stood there with a smile on
his face as he watched his boss
speak—as if he couldn’t believe, the
aide remembers thinking, that Carter
had really come this far. But Jordan’s
reverie didn’t last long; he began to be
assailed by a stream of people who
wanted to talk to him, to touch him,
people who came not on any specific
mission so much as simply to make
contact with the man who is closest to
the President. An official of the AFL-
CIO came up, slipped his calling card
into Jordan’s hand, and whispered,
“Have him sign it, will you?” Jordan,
stone-faced, put the card in his pock-
et. The aide remembers thinking how
arrogant and cold Jordan was. He
tried to make conversation; Jordan
put the aide off with a few brusque
words.

Half an hour later, the aide and his

Nicholas Lemann is an editor of The Wash-
ington Monthly.

The Washington Monthly/April 1978

boss, an out-of-town politician, were
ushered into Jordan’s office for a
scheduled appointment to talk poli-
tics. Theré were some tennis rackets
stacked against a wall, classical music
on the record player, people coming
in and out. This was a different
Jordan: relaxed, charming, soft-
spoken, his feet up on the table,
ticking off instinctive judgmerits
about the aide’s boss’ political future.
A possible race would be brought up,
or a campaign issue, and Jordan would
say, yes, that’ll work, or no, that
won’t, the country is getting too
conservative for that. The aide remem-
bers being amazed that sorebody
could seem so different in two settings
over such a short period of time.

In the same way, the friends of
Hamilton Jordan are amazed now at
the difference between the Jordan
they know and the Jordan they read
about in the papers. The Jordan they
read about looks down women’s
dresses at fancy parties, gets into
nasty scenes at bars, won’t return
phone calls or answer letters, and
regularly alienates and offends people
in Washington. The Jordan they know
is not just warm and friendly but
unusually and remarkably so- cordial,
gracious, unaffected, a man who regu-
larly goes out of his way just to be
nice to people.

Even discounting the way someone
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in a job like Jordan’s tends to be
deified by his acquaintances, it’s strik-
ing how often people’s first impres-
sions of him are centered around his
niceness. “He’s one of the most
charming people I ever met, just tre-
mendously charming,” one Carter
campaign worker remembers. “Once
they were about to hold a meeting in
a room where I was, and they obvious-
ly didn’t want me there. So Jordan
came up to me and started to ask me
questions—how was I, what did I
think of this issue or that issue—and
we were kind of strolling as we talked,
and every time I looked up I was three
steps closer to the door, until finally
he had me out of the room entirely.
Whereas the usual approach at mo-
ments like that in a campaign is to
say, ‘get the hell out of this room.” ”

“l never saw a mean streak in
him,” says Steve Stark, a member of
the Carter issues staff in 1975 and
1976 and now a law student. “It was
rare that he was in a bad mood. He
was always in a good mood.” Jim
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Carter campaign in 1976, says that at
their first meeting Jordan “enchanted
me—he reminded me of myself.”

In the White House, where Jordan
works out of H.R. Haldeman’s old
office, he is by all accounts remarka-
bly immune to the officiousness that
usually comes with his job. He’s
known, among the small portion of
humanity that gets to see him regular-
ly, for being open to argument, low-
key, and judicious. He’s not much of a
self-aggrandizer or office politician,
given the setting. He’s said to be so
gentle with people that’s he’s inca-
pable of delivering a tongue-lashing to
someone who does a bad job.

Jordan's friends—and the White
House reporters, most of whom he has
charmed- say another of his endearing
traits is that he’s fun-loving, meaning
that he likes to go out after work,
take a drink or two, and have a good
time. His idea of how to spend leisure
time, his friends say, was forged in the
Phi Delta Theta fraternity house at




the University of Georgia, and that,
along with a natural irreverance, is
why he acts the way he acts.

But this explanation- Jordan as
fun-lover—wears thin in the face of
Jordan’s behavior in public, which is
that of a man who is nervous, self-con-
scious, and resentful.

Early this year, for instance, Jor-
dan, newly separated from his wife,
flew to Saudi Arabia to join the Carter
traveling party there, supposedly be-
cause not much was happening back
in Washington. He walked into a state
dinner wearing a tie that was—well,
loosened, according to people who
were there, just doesn’t describe it. It
was pulled open to halfway down his
shirt, far past the point of comfort, as
if to make a statement to the assem-
bled diners—and indeed, most of them
duly noticed.

Another thing most people noticed
about Jordan in the early months of
the Carter administration is that he
was an avid tennis player. The photo-
graphs that came out of the West Wing
almost always showed Jordan dressed
in tennis clothes. He wasn’t wearing
them just on the White House court
(where he was, it’s true, spending a lot
of time), or in his office, but even at
meetings where everybody else was
dressed somberly. That he was wear-
ing tennis clothes isn’t as striking as
that he wanted the world to think of

him as wearing them.
He has also obviously wanted the

world to think of him as a freewheel-
ing, devil-may-care, Butch Cassidy
type; Rolling Stone’s cover photo-
graph of Jordan and Jody Powell
dressed as Butch and the Sundance
Kid hangs in the most prominent
place in Jordan’s outer office, impos-
sible for any visitor to miss. Another
mask Jordan likes to wear is that of an
aw-shucksing dumb old country boy,
which he uses when dealing with
people he doesn’t want to open him-
self up to.

These are benign guises, although
Jordan has less pleasant ones too. In
his recent row with a woman in a
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Washington bar, even taking the Jor-
dan camp’s account of what happened
at face value, he was involved in
unpleasantries that ended with the
woman slapping him—not the kind of
fate that often befalls to a simple
fun-lover.

Jordan is relaxed and self-
confident when he’s playing to an
audience of his boss of the last 12
years and his trusted co-workers, but
in most other settings he seems to be a
man in search of an image. The public
Jordan has come into being in re-
sponse to forces that are so strong
they have made a kind and capable
man powerfully ill at ease. No doubt
some of these forces are psychological
ones locked deep in Jordan’s child-
hood, but some of them are quite
plain. The America that Jordan isn’t
part of the America of Washington,
of the East, of fine universities—has at
every turn sent Jordan a message of
hostility, and he has responded in
kind.

There are people in America, like
Jordan and Carter, who have made
their way upward by fulfilling the
needs and wants of a lot of people;
and there are people who have suc-
ceeded by accumulating enough cre-
dentials and expertise to fulfill the
needs and wants of one employer.
During the course of this century in
America the second group, the ap-
pointed, has come to have more pow-
er and prestige than the first, the
elected. Partly as a result, the friction
between them is immense, especially
in a place like Washington, which is
the repository of the ambitions of
many players of the appointive game
as well as the elective.

Most of the appointed class who
are in the Carter administration could
easily have been in somebody else’s
administration, which often blinds
them to the virtues of people who
could never have been in any other
administration, like Jordan. At the
same time, the proven ability of a
Jordan to bring off a wild long shot is
disconcerting to people who have
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planned their lives so as to avoid wild
long shots. So there’s a feeling- made
up of mixed condescension and inse-
curity- that Jordan doesn’t deserve his
job, that he should perform some
functions and not others, that he
should behave a certain way, that he
may not be quite equal to it all.
Jordan has been made well aware of
that attitude, and it has provoked its
own mix of hostility and insecurity—
not only in Jordan, but in Carter and
in his administration.

Prominent and Affluent

Jordan grew up different from
what he now appears to be. He was
born in September 1944 and raised in
Albany, a city of 75,000 in south
Georgia. He was no country boy—he
came from a locally prominent and
affluent family, one long active in
politics. His father was an insurance
man, but both his grandfathers had
been politicians (one was mayor of
Macon, the other president of the
state senate), and his uncle and name-
sake, Hamilton McWhorter, is a form-
er state senator and now secretary of
the Georgia senate. Jordan was a
bright and outgoing young man,
though not, McWhorter says, overly
studious. As a senior in high school he
was governor of the Key Clubs of
Georgia, a junior branch of the Kiwa-
nis, and he was president of his
freshman class at the University of
Georgia. “He was always a leader,”
says Spencer Lee, a close friend from
boyhood. “We always thought he was
the most likely from our school to be
governor one day.”

There followed a period of drift in
Jordan’s life. He entered the universi-
ty in the fall of 1962, and, he told
Aaron Latham of Esquire, “1
crammed four years of college into
five years, almost six. A couple of
times I just got tired of it and went
home, and other times I had to. I
didn’t make the grades. If you fell
below a certain average in a quarter,
then you couldn't come back the
following quarter.” During this time,
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in the summer of 1966, Jordan met
Jimmy Carter, then running as a racial
liberal in his first race for governor of
Georgia, and became youth coordina-
tor for that Carter campaign. The
university’s records show him graduat-
ing in 1967, at 22, with a bachelor’s
degree in business.

A Cordial Young Man

In the late summer of 1967, having
been deemed unfit for military service
because of flat feet, Jordan joined the
International Voluntary Services and
went to Vietnam as a volunteer. He
wanted to serve his country, and he
really believed in the Vietnam war,
though he wouldn’t for long. He was
known among his friends there as an
unusually cordial young man, a South-
ern gentleman. He was the best dresser
of his group of volunteers, his Viet-
namese pajamas always a little finer
and fresher than his friends’. He
picked up the language quickly and
loved to play with Vietnamese chil-
dren. He used to speak sometimes of
his fondness and admiration for Jim-
my Carter. After just a few months
Jordan developed black water fever,
and he came home to recuperate just
before the Tet offensive. When he got
well again, Jordan got a job he didn’t
like at the Citizens’ and Southern
National Bank. This whole stretch of
Jordan’s life, curiously, is often re-
counted inaccurately;it’s usually writ-
ten that he was a senior in college
when he met Carter in 1966 and that
he spent two years in the IVS, so that
the period from 20 to 25 takes on an
orderliness that it didn’t really have.

The picture that emerges, then, is
of a young man of intelligence and
ability, of whom much was expected
by family and friends, who had been
casting about for a comfortable place
in life. He clearly had some idealistic
stirrings, if vague ones, and a strong
interest in politics. His casting about
came to an end when his life found its
direction in Jimmy Carter.

Carter’s second race for governor
began just after his first one ended,



and for a time Jordan traveled the 35
miles from Albany to Plains every day
to help out in Carter’s driven routine
of letter-writing and speechmaking.
These were times when not very many
people outside of the family were on
the Carter bandwagon, when people

who wanted to be on a winner’s team-

were toiling in other vineyards. Those
who were helping that early won, in
return for their efforts, Carter’s undy-
ing trust and affection.

Those Obscure Years

Jordan’s relationship with Carter
was forged in those obscure years,
1967 and 1968 and 1969, when no-
body was paying much attention. By
1970 Jordan was Carter’s campaign
manager, and since then his position
as intimate advisor and chief political
strategist to Carter has been, as far as
it’s possible to tell, unwavering. In
those years of life when his future
compatriots on the White House staff
were polishing up their resumes at
Yale or Harvard Law School, when his
old friends from high school and
college were settling comfortably into
the kinds of business jobs that had
made him restless, Jordan was off
tilting at windmills.

That doesn’t mean he was starry-
eyed, though- the successful 1970
campaign, which Jordan mastermind-
ed, was not a pretty thing. Carter won
by emphasizing his close ties with
George Wallace and Lester Maddox,
and appealing generally to the dark
side of populism, to get past the
concerted opposition of the Atlanta
establishment. On the other hand,
Carter’s governorship was much more
of a shining moment— his racial liberal-
ism was by far the strongest and most
discernable true belief of his career—
and Jordan was the chief aide then,
too, with the title of executive secre-
tary. It was then, in another adminis-
tration of outsiders, that Jordan first
got his reputation as arrogant, as a
rube, and as a noticeably sloppy dress-
er—the opposite of what he had been
before.
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In 1972 Jordan, ever ambitious for
his boss, ran a small and unsuccessful
campaign to get Carter nominated for
vice president on the McGovern tick-
et, and later that year he wrote his
famous 72-page memo urging Carter
to run for president and explaining
how it could be done. It’s worth
noting that the memo was far more
prescient in its gauging of the public
mood than in its explanation of how
to court the national powers that be.
On the one hand, Jordan saw long
before Watergate became a first-rate
burglary that public mistrust of gov-
ernment would be a major issue in
1976, and he knew New Hampshire
and Florida would be the key prima-
ries for Carter. But on the other, he
suggested that the panjandrums of
The New York Times could be
brought into Carter’s column through
a little lobbying by the candidate’s
cousin, Don Carter, a Lexington, Ken-
tucky newspaper editor.

‘He’s Gonna Win’

Spencer Lee remembers Jordan
buttonholing him at the mini-conven-
tion in Kansas City in the fall of 1974
and telling him earnestly that Carter
was running for president, that “I'm
dedicated to the man and he’s gonna
win and I want you to help.” A
month later Carter announced, and
Jordan was a campaign manager again.

Jordan had two specialties—making
instinctive political judgments and
drawing up comprehensive plans of
battle—that, along with his closeness
to Carter, were his strengths then and
remain so today. The campaign for
the Democratic nomination was
worked out with sufficient fore-
thought that Carter alone was canvass-
ing Iowa in February 1975 and study-
ing the logistics of Madison Square
Garden right after the New Hampshire
primary. Later on, Jordan’s affinity
for planning took on a baroque elabo-
rateness that produced a 25-point
scale for rating vice-presidential pros-
pects and an unbelievably complicated
“per cent of effort” point system for
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allocating fall campaign time in the
states. On issues, however, and on
last-minute moves like deciding to let
everything ride on the Pennsylvania
primary, Jordan relied on his anten-
nae. His rival campaign managers lived
in Washington and had the inside
track, but relentless work and plan-
ning and an instinctive feel for the
public mood were what put Carter in
front.

Running the Office

What Jordan wasn’t good at was
day-to-day administration. He was
known for being impossible to get in
touch with, for never being on time,
for staying away from the office for
days at a time. His overseeing of the
Atlanta campaign headquarters left so
much to be desired that a man named
Paul Hemmann was brought in as
“campaign administrator” to run the
office. But it’s a sign of how indispen-
sable Hemmann was to the Carter
camp that he’s now the Secretary of
Commerce’s representative in Atlanta,
and a sign of how serious Jordan’s
shortcomings were to his boss that
he’s where he is today.

During the national campaign Jor-
dan also began a period of rough
sledding within the Carter organiza-
tion, whose roots lay in a simple
phenomenon: after it becomes ob-
vious that a man is probably the next
president of the United States, a lot of
people are going to try to get under
his tent. What’s more, when it’s some-
body like Carter, this second wave is
made up of people who are strikingly
different from those in the first wave.
They were, a lot of them, Washington-
ians and New Yorkers, veterans of
Democratic Party politics, people who
thought of themselves as deserving a
place in any Democratic administra-
tion, no matter who was heading it.
Many of these people offered Carter
valuable expertise and fence-mending
talents; but many also acted as if|
Carter’s lonely struggle having taken
him this far, it was time for them, the
pros and the experts, to take over and
start calling the shots.

4?2

These people were shown only the
bad side of Jordan. He became notori-
ous for his eagerness to freeze them
out. He leaked hostile items about the
newcomers to the press. He kept
Washington insiders from getting jobs
they had been promised by others. In
one infamous case, Stuart Eizenstat,
the campaign’s issues director,
brought in an old Humphrey hand
from Washington named Ted Van Dyk
to help Carter prepare for the debates.
Although they were working together
in the same small group for several
days, Jordan refused to speak a word
to Van Dyk.

Jordan and his Kind

The case where Jordan felt most
threatened, and where he reacted
most strongly, was that of Jack Wat-
son, Harvard-trained Atlanta lawyer
and protege of Carter’s friend Charles
Kirbo, who ran the post-election tran-
sition. Watson, now secretary to the
Cabinet, was given a lot of time and
money to prepare for the new admin-
istration, and Jordan and his kind
weren’t part of the plans. The transi-
tion team, says one person who was in
the campaign, “was all Harvard law-
yers and people who knew each other
from New York.” Shortly after the
election, Jordan found that Watson
had allotted him just one assistant for
the period until January 20. Within
two weeks Jordan had set up a “‘per-
sonnel advisory group” that really
controlled the transition, while Wat-
son was relegated to developing sup-
plementary budget.information (and,
ultimately, to his present less-than-
crucial job).

To the people who had joined up
under Watson’s auspices in 76, Wat-
son was a responsible and attractive
person and Jordan a remote, hostile
boor. Members of the official transi-
tion team, who were more Washington
than Georgia, became so frustrated at
their inability to get through to Jor-
dan (who had taken to working at
home) and his staff that they held a
meeting to air their gripes. “People



were very angry,” says one person
who was there. “It was ‘Hamilton this’
and ‘Hamilton that.” There were com-
plaints and more complaints. There
was a feeling of his escaping responsi-
bility, of ignoring detail. Watson came
over and talked to us and he was
understanding, but what could he
dot?’7

There were other, smaller purges
during that time, of people who were
relegated to second-rank jobs after
having behaved immodestly. There
was Greg Schneiders (he had become
the man personally closest to Carter,
or so he said; he is now director of
special projects in the White House);
Barbara Blum (she had told the press,
before she was supposed to, the com-
position of the White House staff; she
is now deputy director of the Environ-
mental Protection Agency); Peter
Bourne and Mary King (they were the
most prominent Washingtonians in
Carter’s campaign, and got a lot of
publicity; now they are the President’s
assistant for health issues and deputy
director of ACTION, respectively).
These titles may look impressive to
the untutored eye, but to people who
were at the top of a successful presi-
dential campaign, they don’t represent
the fulfillment of any fondest dreams.
King and Blum, particularly, were
blia;ckballed by Jordan for job after
jo

Hamilton Jordan is now the most
reliably controversial figure in Wash-
ington, praised and damned with great
vehemence. The alleged cause of the
corntroversy is a series of social gaffes
Jordan has committed lately, but it
really goes deeper than that. For one
thing, Carter himself is as predictable
as a grandfather clock and as strait-
laced as a_ Bible instructor, which
leaves Jordan as the receptacle of
people’s natural curiosity about the
White House. For another, Jordan,
rather than Carter, has come to stand
for the Us against Them aspect of the
administration, and that’s a matter of
deep emotional significance both to
Us and to Them. Divorces, it’s said,
are triggered by minor and obvious
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rifts that symbolize major and less
visible ones, and so it is with Washing-
ton controversies: they're not as trivi-
al as their supposed causes make them
appear.

A Fishbowl Existence

Jordan leads a fishbowl existence
now, and that’s part of the reason he
wears the masks he wears. He is
constantly a center of attention; every
move he makes is intensely scruti-
nized. One reason he doesn’t return
phone calls is that he gets 30 or 40
legal-pad pages full of one-line mes-
sages every day. Jordan’s friends say
he feels he’s been unfairly robbed of
his privacy. In the long White House
denial of Jordan’s bar imbroglio it
emerges that from the second he
walked into the bar he was beseiged
by people and that he was also trying
to avoid seeing a.reporter whom he’d
been told was there. “When these
fellows came in,” the bartender told
the White House lawyer who was
investigating the incident, “they rec-
ognized right away that it was Hamil-
ton Jordan and it was like—I have to
say honestly that when celebrities
come in, politicians are one of the few
people that people run right up to.
They - don’t run up to—I have had
Clint Eastwood, Johnny Bench—they
don’t run up to them. They run right
up to the politicians. . . . 7 Some rare
people flower in this kind of atmos-
phere, but it would bring most of us
close to the boiling point.

. Of course, there are other ways

Jordan could spend his spare time that

would make him more popular—as
one friend of his puts it, “He could go
to some of these parties they want
him to go to.” They means established
Washington, to which Jordan and the
other Carter staff from Georgia are
either (to hear them tell it) blissfully
indifferent or (more probably true)
quite hostile. Helen Dougherty, who
was Rosalynn Carter’s personal secre-
tary during the campaign and the
early .days of the administration and
has since moved back to Georgia, says
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that Washington is “an awful city. Our
life in Atlanta was looser, freer, more
casual. We entertained only with our
- friends. Washington isn’t our lifestyle.
Our people aren’t that interested in
impressing people, and not that im-
pressed by people.”

An anorablé Tradition

That’s sounds like what’s at the
heart of the matter—the latest version
of that honorable White House tradi-
tion, fear of the Eastern establish-
ment. The classic victim of it was
Lyndon Johnson. His biographer,
Doris Kearns, quotes him as complain-
ing to.her about ‘“‘those liberals on the
Hill squawking at me about Vietnam.
Why? Because I never went to Har-
vard. That’s why. Because I wasn’t
John F. Kennedy. Because I wasn’t
friends with all their friends.” And
Johnson’s successor was even worse;
H.R. Haldeman, in his memoirs, has
Nixon telling him at the beginning of
his second term, ‘“None of them in the
Cabinet, do you understand? None of
those Harvard bastards!”

In the Carter administration, the
interplay between insiders and outsid-
ers—sometimes hostile, usually quite
subtle—goes on not only in the draw-
ing rooms and bars, but in the West
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Wing as well. In contrast to outside,
Jordan seems to feel comfortable and
secure there, partly because the hier-
archy is unusually stable. There’s not
much chance of anyone’s responsibili-
ties changing. Newcomers aren’t fully
trusted. Since Carter became presi-
dent, only Robert Strauss’ duties have
expanded dramatically, and Strauss is
a glad-handing, political Mr. Fixit who
does the bidding of whoever his boss
happens to be. The lawyers on the
staff, the New Yorkers and the Wash-
ingtonians, the Ivy Leaguers; have
stayed right where they are, thank
you.

On the other hand, Carter is ob-
viously a man whose resentment for
the credentialed and the anointed is
mixed with awe, and in the early days
he effectively turned over the substan-
tive work of his administration to the
technicians who populate the policy
staffs of Stuart Eizenstat and Zbig-
niew Brzezinski. Jordan was left to fill
political jobs, which he didn’t much
like, administration, Carter had Jor-
dan and Powell handling outside pres-
sures, politicians and the press. There
was no sense that any of these men
had traveled their long road with a
firm agenda in mind for what they
would do when they got to the White
House.

Orchestrating the White House

But as the experts’ handiwork be-
gan to have trouble getting through
Congress, and as Carter’s popularity
began to drop, Jordan became more
imiportant. During the campaign, his
specialty had been selling Jimmy Car-
ter politically; now it became selling
Carter’s programs. The original energy
plan was the product of James Schle-
singer, and it didn’t fly; future eneigy
policy will go through Jordan before
it goes out to the public. The U.S.-
Soviet statement on the Mideast came
out of Brzezinski’s office and infuriat-
ed American Jews; from now on,
Jordan will pass on all White House
Mideast initiatives. The Carter admin-
istration’s one great political triumph



—the apparently assured passage, after
a long uphill battle, of the Panama
Canal treaties—was completely a Jor-
dan production, orchestrated with all
the meticulous care of Carter’s presi-
dential campaign. Now Jordan passes
on virtually everything that comes out
of the White House, chairs senior staff
meetings, and sits in on Carter’s week-
ly meetings on foreign policy and
intelligence. Before too long he’ll
probably be managing his second pres-
idential campaign.

Meeting the Goals

But Jordan is still very much a
non-expert, a man of instinct and
common sense, someone who helps
the Carter administration meet its
goals rather than helping to formulate
those goals. The latter role he hasn’t
taken on because everyone—including
Jordan himself—seems convinced that
it’s not his kind of thing. People bring
matters to Jordan after they’re fin-
ished, and he looks at them and
decides whether or not they’ll work
politically. Or Jordan holds meetings,
where he listens quietly and attentive-
ly to everyone’s point of view and
decides which way will work best. Or
he plans campaigns like the one for
the treaties, with much detailed ma-
nipulating of the press, politicians,
and celebrities. In this role, he’s sup-
posed to be astute, direct, and unpre-
tentious. “He’s not somebody to give
you a Robert McNamara six-point
analysis of a problem,” says one per-
san who has been in meetings with
Jordan. “He’ll say, ‘I'm a little afraid
of this or that.”” Whatever is the most
important matter at hand—most re-
cently, the coal strike—Jordan is coor-
dinating the administration’s response,
trying to make sure Carter will choose
a course that works.

The matter of whether the course
is a wise one, Jordan léaves to others.
He is reputed to be genuinely idealis-
tic, to care about the people of
America and about humanity general-
ly, but the specifics of his ideology all
come from Carter. His job is helping a
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man he totally believes in to act as a
conduit for his own undefined feelings
of altruism. “I was amazed to perceive
that in him,” says Jim King, who for a
year worked with Jordan in the White
House. “I remember on the Panama
Canal, talking to him- it’s got no
constituency, I told him, and how the
devil are we going to get it through.
Hamilton said we’ve got to do it. He
said, Jim, it’s right, I know it’s right.
He went into this long emotional
thing. 1 said, this is the big league,
Hamilton. He said, no, this is how it’s
gonna be, so let’s figure out how we’re
gonna do it.”

This attitude is partly admirable,
but partly evidence of insecurity on
Jordan’s part: why can’t ke suggest
that the Panama Canal be a priority of
the Carter administration? The same
kind of insecurity is evident in Carter
—after all, the Panama Canal treaties-
weren’t his idea, either; he just pushed
them to the front burner. He may be a
populist peanut farmer, but he has
been anxious to explain to every
interviewer who would be likely to
pick up on it that he’s also able to
quote Reinhold Neibuhr and Dylan
Thomas at length. He may be self-con-
fident, but he’s also the man who says
the biggest disappointment of his life,
besides the loss of the Georgia gover-
norship in 1966, was being nosed out
of a Rhodes Scholarship in his senior
year in college. He may have as his
closest and most trusted aides two
men from south Georgia, but they
stay away from the development of
substantive policy; that, Carter has

“LAST WEEK Mr. Carter picked Mrs.
Mondale for Honorary Head of the
Federal Council of the Arts and
Humanities. Working on a budget of three
or four million dollars, Mrs. Mondale will
supervise the preparation of a major study
of the cultural policies of the United States,
looking to the adoption of a coherent and
orderly policy. Mrs. Mondale’s credentials
are as follows. And
besides, she is a
coherent and orderly
lady.”

From the current issue
of NATIONAL REVIEW.
Write to Dept. W-2, 150 E.
35 St, N.Y. ,N.Y. 10016 for
free copy.
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put in the hands of impeccably cre-
dentialed Easterners. If Jordan’s spe-
cific beliefs are passed on to him by
Carter, Carter’s are passed to him by
these people.

That Jordan and Powell don’t press
the point is evidence that they’re
insecure too, but they’re more openly
hostile than Carter, especially Jordan.
“Hamilton and Jody don’t have to
prove themselves with Carter,” says
one person who knows.them both,
“but when the suggestion arrives that
they do have to prove themselves, that
brings out their lesser traits.”” Just as a
high-school boy meeting his date’s
parents can react with either sullen
hostility or fawning obsequiousness
but can’t be relaxed and natural, it’s
impossible for outlanders to confront
the establishment with equanimity.

| The Voice of God

This nervousness about the estab-
lishment, when it’s examined at all, is
usually examined as a strange and
needless neurosis: why in the world
should presidents and their assistants
feel the need to prove themselves to
anybody? But the truth is that the
lack of equanimity cuts both ways.
The establishment is guilty of smug-
ness and condescension as much as its
opponents are guilty of paranoia and
hostility.

For those who don’t think snob-
bery plays a role in government, recall
that Averell Harriman said, in the
spring of 1976, about Jimmy Carter,
“How can he be nominated? I don’t
know him, and neither do any of my
friends.” And ponder for a moment
William Colby’s fond memory, in his
forthcoming autobiography, of the
early days of the CIA: “It attracted
what nowadays we would call the best
and the brightest, politically liberal
young men and women from the
finest lvy Leéague campuses and with
the most impeccable social and estab-
lishment backgrounds.”

" For another example, let’s tune in
to the public-affairs television show
“Agronsky and Company” on Satur-
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day evening, February 18, the week of
the Jordan/bar controversy. The show
is a panel discussion in which several
leading Washington journalists mull
over the issues of the day- tonight
they’re Martin Agronsky, the host,
Hugh Sidey of Time, Elizabeth Drew
of The New Yorker, and the colum-
nists Carl Rowan and George Will, and
the lead item is Jordan. Will welghs in
flrst “If he commltted a sexual faux
pas,” he says, “‘it wasn’t his first . . .
it’s beginning to damage the Presi-
dent.” Then Drew, who is more
sympathetic than- the rest, explains
that “they feel that people are out to
get them and that Washington in
particular is. What they don’t seem to
understand is that along with great
power and along with great visibili-
ty ...comes more attention and a
certain kind of responsibility.”

Now it’s Rowan’s turn. He speaks
in the Voice of God tone that Wash-
ington journalists develop after a cou-

- ple of decades—a booming, slow, au-

thoritative bass that Sidey and Agron-
sky ailso use. ‘I think the major
problem with Ham Jordan,” says
Rowan, “is that he is probably the last
hold-out of -that old Carter notion
that they would come to town and be
aloof from the Establishment. Jordan
has not yet learned that nobody in
this town is so powerful—including
the President—that he doesn’t have to
try to ingratiate himself with some
hostesses, with the press, and so
forth.” S v

“The Majesty of the Office’
- Onitgoes: -
Agronsky: “You can't help but
relate .the remarkable drop in the
President’s popularity . . . to incidents
such as this.” ,

" Rowan: ““The public perception is
that he’s got a bunch of slobs in the
White House.”

Sidey: “There is something in po-
litical leadership called class. I think
it’s very 1mportant . The -Carter
administration is, in my opinion, get-
ting the reputation of simply not



having class.”

Will: “There comes a time when
the office ought to be wrapped in
majesty, not in bilue denim.”

Agronsky: “George I think has in
a sense the most important
point . .. . The majesty of the office
—I really feel that matters so much.
Well, majesty, if you like, is the wrong
word in a republic, but the President
should . . . be above it, as it
were . ... The problem is, he’s being
dragged down into the arena.”

Throughout the show these wise
pundits insisted that nobody is out to
get Hamilton Jordan, but it sounded
to me as if somebody was. Over the
course of his life with Carter, Jordan
has taken on his unattractive accre-
tions at times when people were out
to get him—when he was being urged
to step aside and let the experts take
over, when he was being called a
dumb cracker, when people who had
taken no risks while he had taken
many wanted to take his place and
ignore his talents.

Rooted in Insecurity

In fact, Jordan has talents that go
unrecognized by the establishment,
which doesn’t share them—an under-
standing of the public will, a willing-
ness to take a chance. Because Wash-
ington’s appointed class doesn’t heap
laurels on people with these qualities,
they often become hostile, as Jordan
has. Of course hostility is rooted in
insecurity, and it’s insecurity that is
the real problem of the Carter admin-
istration. A more secure Carter might
now be feverishly implementing a
program of fresh and unorthodox
solutions to our problems, or at least
surrounding himself with people who
are eager to do that. He’s not. It takes
immense self-confidence to push hard
for new ideas because it means risking
the enmity and derision of the ap-
pointed class. While Carter is impres-
sively confident of his ability to rise
to the top of the American heap, he’s
not sure enough of himself to risk
being thought of as dense or irrespon-
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sible by those whose respect is most
important to him.

It is a complex story. Partly it is a
matter of self-image: Jordan and
Powell think of themselves as Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid and
Carter of himself as a cooly rational,
reorganizing manager, but there is not
an important place in either of these
images for making the substantive
decisions and policies of government.
Even more important is that in some
way Carter and Jordan and Powell
seem to have bought the establish-
ment view that policy should not be
made by rural Southerners who did
not redeem themselves by going to Ivy
League schools. They may resent this
view- which is why Jordan behaves as
he does—but it’s proof of its effect on
them that the three demonstrably
able, imaginative, risk-taking men at
the top of the White House, at a time
when the nation needs their skills
badly, leave policy formulation to the
cautious and the credentialed. ]
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MEMORANDUM

THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

March 1, 1978

TO: ALL OE/ STAFF

FROM: PATRI (égblo, ASSOCIATE PRESS SECRETARY

On Friday, March 3, the Office of Media Liaison will be holding
a briefing for 200 college editors. The editors are scheduled
to arrive at 8:00 a.m. at the 17th Street entrance to OEOB,

so you may wish to use another entrance when coming to work. '
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