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A vigorous ninety-four, he's the oldest member of the board of General
Motors. In the early part of the century, he served as three-time mayor of
Flint. As head of the Mott Foundation, he is responsible for many philan-
thropies. He says of himself: “Old man Mott is working days and nights,
and Sundays, not knowing when to quit. I'd be busy if I were three peo-
ple.” He is weary of being reminded of his remarkable resemblance to the
the late British film actor, C. Aubrey Smith.

ALFRED P. SLOAN came to GM in 1932 and was made president. He was
a master of corporate procedure. He brought order out of chaos. For
every one share of stock in 1913, we had 562V4 shares in 1935. We en-
listed the help of the DuPont company. At one time, they held twenty-four
percent of the stock. I don’t know what we'd have done withont them.
Since that time, it’s gone up and up and up.

I never became involved in the labor matters. Even in companies where
I own all the stock, I leave those matters to those better able to handle it.
T'm not the kind of person that worries, certainly not about something
that’s water over the dam. I get more pleasure out of the foundation busi-
ness than anything I can think of.

At board meetings, labor matters were described but not discussed. We
had a vice president in charge of labor relations, a very able chap. He was
in close contact with the directors of GM to see that he didn’t cross them
up—that he does things the way they approve of. We meet the first Mon-
day of every month. Sometimes, he’d appear to tell us what the situation
was. We’d merely approve.
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I knew Frank Murphy. (Laughs.) I don’t like to speak ill of a dead
man, but he certainly lacked an awful lot of things that might have been
good. Frank was Mayor of Detroit in the early Thirties. I remember him
saying: “The water department of Detroit is in terrible shape, We supply
water to contiguous communities, and they can’t pay. Water companies
are tough things. . . .” Well, I own six or eight or ten, T guess, water
companies. And they're the easiest things to run. I said to him, “If they

"take water and don’t pay, all you have to do is apply to the courts and

demand payment. You'd collect.” He didn’t understand. . . . He was
Governor during the sit-down strikes, and he dida’t do his job. He didn’t
enforce the law. He kept his hands off. He didn’t protect our property.

You feel the National Guard should have evicted the sit-downers?

They had no Yight to sit-down there. They were illegally occupying it.
The owners had the right to demand from the Governor to get those
people out, It wasn’t done. The same as today.

Communities allow all this hoodlum stuff. It’s an outrage. When you
have people breaking into stores, and you have police and the National
Guard with things leaded, and they don’t stop those people—it’s terrible.
They should have said, “Stop that thing. Move on, or we'll shoot.” And if
they didn’t, they should have been shot. They'd have killed a certain
number of people, but it would have been a lot less than would have been
killed afterwards. It’s an absolute duplicate of the Thirties, with the sit-
down strikes.

What are your memories of Franklin D. Roosevelt?

Someone said to me: Did you see the picture on those new dimes? It's
our new destroyer. It was a picture of Roosevelt. He was the great de-
stroyer. He was the beginner of our downhill slide. Boy, what he did to
this country. I don’t think we’ll ever get over it. Terrible.

Do you remember seeing lines of unemployed men . . . ?
I recollect there were such things. '

POSTSCRIPT: A Flint cab driver, on the way to the Mott Foundation
Building observed, “He's a great man. If you live in Flint, that's one name

you get used to. He’s done great things for us. . . . Sure, I remember the
sit-down strikes. Boy, did they wreck this town . . . the way they de-
stroyed property. The papers here were full of it. I tell you. . . .*

185






[image: image2]
[image: image1][image: image3.png]Bobh Séiasoa - AoTo Worke e
HARD TIMES

“We had a Black Legion in this town made up of stool pigeons and
little bigotty kind of people. They got themselves in good with the manage-
ment by puttin’ the finger on a union organizer. On the same order as the
Klan, night riders. Once in a while, a guy'd come in with a black eye.
You'd say, ‘What happened?’ He'd say, ‘I was walking along the street
and a guy come from behind and knocked me down.’

“The Black Legion later developed into the Flint Alliance. It was sup-
posed to be made up of the good solid citizens, who were terrorized by
these outside agitators, who had come in here 1o take over the plant, They
would get schoolkids to sign these cards, housewives. Every shoe salesman
downtown would sign these cards, Businessmen would have everyone in
the family sign these cards, They contended they had the overwhelming
majority of the people of Flint.

“Most people in town was hopin’ to hell the thing'd get solved. They had
relatives and friends that they knew working in the plant was no bed of
roses. They did accept some of this outside agitator stuff that got in the
paper. I think anybody who reads this stuff day after day accepts a little
bit of it. The great majority of the people was neutral.

“There was fear. You kept your mouth shut when you was in strange
company. Every time you put a union button on, you were told to leave the
plant. You were fired 5o fast, it made your head spin.

“We'd meet in an old ramshackley building. No doubt, stool pigeons
came. Frenchie was exposed. Somebody got up on the platform and said,
T kmow this guy's a stool pigeon, cause I gave him information and it

passed right from him to the foremant They trapped the guy. Nobody
touched him. He just walked down the stairs.”

He tells of constant betrayals by the AFL International to which they
Zmi belonged, and of the subsequent organization of the CIO, led by John

. Lewis.

THE FLINT SIT-DOWN happened Christmas Eve, 1936. I was in Detroit,
playing Santa Claus to a couple of small nieces and nephews. When I
came back, the second shift* had pulled the plant. It took about five min-
utes to shut the line down. The foreman was pretty well astonished.
(Laughs.)

The boys pulled the switches and asked all the women who was in Cut-
and-Sew to go home. They informed the supervisors they could stay, if
they stayed in their office. They told the plant police they could do their
job as long as they didn’t interfere with the workers, ‘

We had guys patrol the plant, see that nobody got involved in anything
they shouldn't. If anybody got careless with company property—such as
sitting on an automobile cushion without putting burlap over it—he was
* The men who worked from 4:30 P.M. to 12:30 a.nM.
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talked to. You couldn’t paint a sign on the wall or anything like that. You
used bare springs for a bed. *Cause if you slept on a finished cushion, it
was no longer a new cushion.

Governor Murphy* said he hoped to God he would never have to use
National Guard against people. But if there was damage to property, he
would do so. This was right down our alley, because we jnvited him to the
plant and see how well we were taking care of the place.{

They'd assign roles to you. When some of the guys at headquarters
wanted to tell some of the guys in the plant what was cookin’, I carried the
message. I was a scavenger, too.

The merchants cooperated. There’d be apples, bushels of potatoes,
crates of oranges that was beginnin’ to spoil. Some of our members were
also little farmers, they come up with a couple of baskets of junk.

The soup kitchen was outside the plant. The women handled all the
cooking, outside of one chef who came from New York. He had anywhere
from ten to twenty women washing dishes and peeling potatoes in the
strike kitchen. Mostly stews, pretty good meals. They were put in contain-
ers and hoisted up through the window. The boys in there had their own
plates and cups and saucers.

Didn’t the guys want a drink now and then . . . ?

That was one of the hard ones. Even though you had strict discipline in
there, anybody wanted to climb through the window, you couldn’t stop
him. He could leave any time he wanted. There was always some of the
boys who would take a day off, go out and see how the old woman was
doing. When they’d come back in, if somebody didn’t search ’em, why,
there’d be a pint.

The plant police would start bringin’ in some women, That was damn
quickly stopped.

We had ’em outnumbered. They may have been anti-union at the time,
but it wasn’t more than three or four years later before the plant guards’
umion was organized. I don’t blame ’em. They were dependent on their
supervisors for jobs just like we were.

Most of the men had their wives and friends come down, and they’d
stand inside the window and they’d talk. Find out how the family was. If
the urion supplied them with enough coal. . . .

We had a ladies’ auxiliary. They'd visit the homes of the guys that was
in the plant. They would find out if there was any shortage of coal or food.
Then they’d maneuver around amongst themselves until they found some
Pplace to get a ton of coal. Some of them’even put the arm on Consumer
Power if there was a possibility of having her power shut off.

* Frank Murphy. He subsequently became a Supreme Court Justice.
+ See Harry Norgard's interpretation in the sequence, “Strive and Succeed,” p. 439.
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