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Mr. PICKLE. Mr. Speaker, I have just
returned from a reception in honor of
Representative BARBARA JORDAN, a new
Representative from Texas. This recep-
tion was full with people from Houston,
who have supported Ms. JORDAN often,
and with some of the real big names of
Congress and the media. Such a recep-
tion can only be a tribute to past works
and future expectations for a truly re-
markable woman from Houston.

I assure this body that Ms. JORDAN will
make her mark. In order to dispel any-
one's doubts about the validity of my be-
liefs, I ask that an article about Ms. JOR-
DAN from the Washington Post's Sunday,
October 22, 1972, edition be reprinted in
the RECORD.

BARBARA JORDAN
(By Molly Ivins)

HouSTON.-Forget the pink-curtains-in-
the-bedroom bit, the favorite recipes and the
touching vignettes. Barbara Jordan has a per-
sonality like slate rock. She's as cozy as a pile
driver, though considerably more impressive.

"Can't you just see it?" remarked one of
her colleagues in the Texas Senate with an-
ticipatory glee. "Barbara will go up there
to Washington and all those white, Eastern
liberals will try to gush all over her. Hooha!
Over Barbara!"

Anyone who tries to dump butter on Bar-
bara Jordan gets a dead, cold steel stare like
a slap alongside the head from Joe Frazier.
Once when she was in the hospital, the Sen-
ate Ladies (wives of state senators-popularly
considered a fusty bunch of old prudes) sent
her flowers. They never received any thanks
by word or note. Jordan has no social chit-
chat, she is not given to greeting people in
passing. She speaks only if she has something
she wants to say, never simply to be polite.
She is occasionally droll, but her humor
tends to the satiric.

Jordan has been a First and an Only for so
long that the words seem like part of her
name to Texas newspaper readers. She was
the only woman in her law school class; the
first and only woman ever elected to the
Texas Senate! the first black in the Senate
since 1882; first woman, first black ever to
serve as president pro tem of the Senate;
first black ever to serve as governor of Texas
(for a day). She decided to give up her seat
in the state senate to run for Congress and
will face a weak Republican opponent in a
section that is 42 per cent black, nearly 15
per cent Mexican-American and 70 per cent
Democratic.

She has immense dignity, composure and
a deliberate manner. No one can recall any-
time, ever, when she was not in perfect
control of herself. The day her father had a
stroke in the middle of her governor-for-a-
day ceremonies, she was kept informed of his
deteriorating condition throughout the day
but never gave any sign of being under
strain. He died the next day. Perfectly com-
posed at his funeral, she even told a friend
she thought that, in a way, it was beautiful
he had died like that.

Even her size is part of her impressive-
ness: she seems not fat but big. (She is 5
feet 8 but never weighs herself.) And she
has a notorious habit of knowing more about
what she is talking about than anyone else.

"Doing her homework is practically a re-
ligious obsession with Barbara," said a Hou-

CXIX---29-Part 1

EXTENSIONS OF REMARKS
ston reporter who has followed her career.

One of her eternal dicta, delivered at every
high school assembly, church gathering or
civic club meeting she has ever addressed,
goes, "There is no obstable in the path of
young people who are poor or members of
minority groups that hard work and tho-
rough preparation cannot cure." Another is,
"Do not call for black power or green power.
Call for brain power."

Before Jordan went to the Texas Senate in
1967, she studied the rules, one of the most
arcane sets of parliamentary procedure on
earth. On her first day, she knew the rules
better than many senators who had been
there for decades.

The "thang," as Texans say, about Jordan
is that she has always been the way she is.
Barbara Charline Jordan, 36, was born and
raised in Houston's Fifth Ward, a typical
black Southern low-income neighborhood.
Her daddy was the Rev. B. M. Jordan, a
Baptist preacher who supported his family by
working as a warehouse clerk. Barbara was
the youngest of three girls in the family.

"We were poor," she recalls, "but so was
everyone around us, so we did not notice it.
We were never hungry and we always had a
place to stay."

Trying to analyze her own self-control,
Jordan remembers, "My father was a strict
disciplinarian and I always had to keep the
lid on, no matter how angry I got. It did not
have to do with his being a minister: it was
my respect for him as a person. I had great
respect. It was unthinkable to have a hot
exchange of words with him, for me or my
mother or any of us. So one does develop
quite a bit of control that way. I suppose
the kids now would say that was not good."

Jordan was always a straight-A student,
or nearly so.

"I would bring home five As and one B,"
she said. "And my father would say, 'Why
do you have a B?' "

"I always wanted to be something un-
usual," said Jordan. "I never wanted to be
run-of-the-mill. For a while I thought about
becoming a pharmacist, but then I thought,
whoever heard of an outstanding phar-
macist?"

Jordan decided to become a lawyer in the
10th grade when Edith Sampson, a black
lawyer from Chicago, later a judge, came to
address the Phyllis Wheatley High School
Career Day assembly.

Jordan confided her ambition to A. C.
Herald Jr., now principal at Wheatley and
then her homeroom teacher.

"I encouraged her," Herald said, "and then
one day her father came to see me. He said,
'I understand you have been interfering in
my family, encouraging my daughter to be-
come a lawyer. That is no place for a girl. I
will thank you to stop.' I asked her after-
ward, 'What are you going to do now, baby?'
She told me, 'I am big and black and fat and
ugly and I will never have a man problem.
The only way I will ever get to college will
be if my father pays for it. So I will do ex-
actly what he tells me until I am 21 years
old and then I will do what I damn well
please.'

"I think Barbara accepted 98 per cent of
what her father taught her, but that 2 per
cent rebellion made her a stronger person.
It takes strength of character to rebel, too."

Jordan recalls the story differently. "It was
my mother who was against my being a
lawyer," she said. "She thought it was not
the right thing for a girl. My father said I
should do whatever I thought I could."

From Wheatley, Jordan went to all-black
Texas Southern University in Houston. She
lost her first election there-for freshman
class president-to Andrew Jefferson, now a
Houston judge.

"She claims I stole that election to this
day," laughed Jefferson. "All I can say is
that I think she is one of the most brilliant
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lawyer/politicians I have ever seen, black or
white. She was a great orator, even in high
school. And she was a champion debater at
T.S.U. We won all the prizes then, every
year Barbara was on the team and we even
debated Harvard. T.S.U. has never had a
team. We won all the prizes that good since
and Barbara tells the debate coach that all
the time."

Jordan's father put her through T.S.U.-
she graduated magna cum laude-and then
through Boston University law school.

"There were no scholarships or fellowships
available in those days," says her childhood
friend, Mary York. "I really don't know how
he did it. I think for law school especially, it
was very hard for them."

Jordan's practice is general civil work,
largely probate and dbmestic relations. She
ran unsuccessfully for the House of Repre-
sentatives in 1962 and again in 1964. Defeat
fazed her not one whit. "I just thought I had
run a very good race, and next time I would
probably win," she said.

In '66, she ran again, this time for the
Texas Senate, and won. She first won a two-
year term and then, without opposition, was
relected to a four-year term. And that was
the beginning of the Jordan political legends.

Jordan's major committee, of which she
is chairman, is Labor and Management Re-
lations and her best work has been in this
field. She was instrumental in getting the
state's first minimum wage passed in 1969.
She is also a specialist in the field of work-
man's compensation.

Her other priority area is urban affairs. She
carries the bill to establish a state depart-
ment of community affairs and has also done
work in the field of intergovernmental con-
tracting as it affects cities.

Her self-confidence is regarded by some as
overweening ego. Her absolute reserve and
dignity is considered evidence of lack of hu-
mor. She runs her committees like a marti-
net: the meetings start on time, bills are pre-
sented, witnesses heard, discussion is to the
point, there is no fooling around, vote and
adjourn.

There are endless tales of Jordan's coldness,
vanity, or rudeness. Most of them stem from
her distinct style. Texas politics is a slap-on-
the-back, good-ole-boys together kind of
process. A woman and a black, Jordan was
never going to be accepted as "one of the
boys." Instead, by sheer force of personality
and incredible competence, she got herself
recognized as a senator. Almost no one in the
Capitol loves her. Some like her, some fear
her, but everyone respects her. Her prag-
matism has won her liberal enemies.

State Rep. Curtis Graves. whom she de-
feated in this spring's Democratic primary
with a handy 80 per cent of the vote. has
openly accused her of selling out. Everybody,
but everybody in Texas politics, including her
fan Lyndon Johnson, now shows up at din-
ners honoring Jordan. The fat cats and the
lobbyists come, and to Texas liberals, eter-
nally out, such appearances signal the cor-
ruption of one of theirs. Conventional wis-
dom around Austin holds that Jordan had to
"deal" in order to get her congressional dis-
trict. She denies it. When Jordan denies
something, in her weighty, absolute fashion.
even the most persistent reporter doesn't feel
like bringing it up again.

"Of course she is very, very smart and in-
credibly competent and has good instincts,"
says a liberal state senator who speaks of Jor-
dan with deep regret. "Maybe it goes back to
the old tale of the talents. God gave Barbara
so many talents, I expected more of her.

"Several times, just in this last session, I
got to the point where I didn't want to go to
her for nothin'. It was like going to a member
of the Establishment. She'd listen to me,
she'd smile and pat me on the back and tell
me it was too far out. I'd carry a bill on some
problem, a strong bill. Barbara would carry
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one too, but it would be weak. And it would
get through. The trouble with passing a weak
bill is that you won't get another crack at
strengthening it for 25-30 years. Whereas, if
you just hold firm, you'll get a tough one
through this session or next. It was so great
for the Establishment to have her on their
side. Whenever we tried to do anything,
they could say, 'But Barbara doesn't think it
needs to be that strong and if Barbara doesn't
think so . . .

"I'm waiting to see the good things I know
she's capable of doing now that she's going
to Congress. But the truth is, I'm afraid.
Afraid she was seduced. I think Barbara fell
for the in stuff. Having Barnes say all the
good things about her and Lyndon putting
his arm around her, getting the big honors,
being close to power' everybody flattering
her. Maybe I'm wrong. I hope so. She's got
more than most politicians to keep her on
the right track. She's got the color of her
skin."

Despite the persistent "sell-out" charge,
she has never been noticeably over-awed by
power. At the Democratic Convention in Chi-
cago in 1968, Jordan was the first, and for
a while only, person in the 104-member
Texas delegation to refuse to vote for John
Connally as a favorite-son candidate. She
was later joined by four other delegates.

In 1970, Gov. Preston Smith wanted her
to serve as secretary of the state convention.
He also wanted Ben Ramsey. a conservative
who was identified with segregationist and
anti labor legislation in the 1950s, as chair-
man of the convention. Jordan told the gov-
ernor she wouldn't serve as secretary under
Ramsey. She served as secretary, Ramsey
didn't serve as chairman.

In Houston, Jordan still works out of her
second-floor office in a little building on
Lyons Avenue in the heart of the Fifth Ward.
With a salary of only $4,800 a year. she has
to be a working lawyer. There's a print shop
downstairs with a sign on the door that
reads, "Knock & Holler." Upstairs, there is
red carpeting, air-conditioning and pine-pan-
elled walls, but the place is not plush. Old
copies of "Ebony" are neatly stacked on an
early-motel coffee table. There are color
photos of JFK and LBJ on the walls.

She is busy, very busy, but always calm
and almost always deadly serious. She wears
no rings or other jewelry, only a tiny wrist-
watch. Getting her to talk about anything
but politics is not easy. Does she like to
cook? No. Her favorite dish? "Whatever my
mother prepares for supper at night," she
replies, lighting up a filter king.

Jordan lives with her mother at 4910
Campbell. not far from her office. The neigh-
borhood is poor. Their house stands out only
because it is painted hot pink. She invited
her mother to move to Washington with her,
but her mother prefers to stay in Houston.

She has no interest in decorating, but does
like good clothes and will spend some time
shopping for them. She wears no make up,
but gets her hair done. Fun is getting to-
gether with friends to sing. She also reads
for pleasure-mostly political histories. She
particularly likes biographies of Presidents
and remains fascinated by Kennedy. Which
promptly leads back into a political discus-
sion with Jordan defending Lyndon Johnson.
"Despite what some of my friends say, and
I am aware of his mistakes, I believe he was
a great President."

Charlotte Phelan, a Houston Post reporter.
once invited Jordan over for a night of
poker. Jordan. a good Baptist, was obviously
-nfamiliar with cards.

"You know how most people who've never
candled a deck before will drop the cards
All over and fumble around?" asked Phelan.
'Not Barbara: She gripped each card firmly
and carefully set it down in front of each
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player. Not one of those slippery little things
was going to get out of her control."

But in a very real sense, it is irrelevant
to write about Jordan singing with friends.
Jordan playing poker, Jordan talking about
clothes. Mary York can say, "She is a beauti-
ful person." A. C. Herald can say, "She was
just a big, ol' lovable girl." But that is not
the Barbara Jordan most people will ever be
lucky enough to know.

For the rest of us, the best, most impres-
sive Jordan is seen in action on the Senate
floor, in the heart of a parliamentary thicket,
verbally browbeating some opponent, figur-
ing the odds on a certain bill, finding a way
to scrounge an extra vote, dripping contempt
on some hapless dunderhead appointed to
the Air Pollution Control Board.

"I have heard your statement and it is
full of weasel words," she sneered. Peter
Lorre couldn't have Improved on the way
she said, "weasel words."

About her future? "Where would I go after
this?" she asked sarcastically.

"The U.S. Senate? Barbara Jordan can run
statewide in Texas? A black woman can win
in Texas?" She was reminded that Sissy
Farenthold got 45 per cent of the vote in this
spring's Democratic primary.

"Sissy's white," Jordan snapped. "It does
still make a difference you know."

MSGR. CLEMENT KERN AND THE
ECCLESIASTICAL SHAKEDOWN
SOCIETY

HON. JAMES G. O'HARA
OF MICHIGAN

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Saturday, January 6, 1973
Mr. O'HARA. Mr. Speaker, long be-

fore I ever came to this House, I came
under the influence of one of the few
truly great men I have known. Father
Clement Kern. of Detroit's Holy Trinity
Parish, showed me what a young lawyer
ought to be doing with his spare time to
help those most in need. I am sure I have
not lived up to the ideal that Clement
Kern set before me and some of my con-
temporaries. But to the extent that I have
tried, it has been due to his influence and
his example.

In the January 1, 1973, issue of News-
week magazine, there appears an article
about Father Kern, or Monsignor Kern,
as he is now more properly addressed. The
article tells how "everyone from automo-
bile executives to bookies and barkeeps
can expect a twist of the arm from the
'Ecclesiastical Shakedown Society' a
small army of volunteers who help Msgr.
Clement Kern go broke each Christmas
by giving away whatever he has to the
alcoholics, drifters, and other 'undeserv-
ing poor' who show up at Most Holy
Trinity Catholic Church."

The article referring to poverty-
stricken Holy Trinity Parish's economic
status, is entitled "Priest at the Bottom."

Mr. Speaker, if this saintly man who
has helped the helpless, befriended the
friendless, enriched the poor, clothed the
naked, fed the hungry, and fought the
good fight for so many years-if he is the
"priest at the bottom," then the world
is truly upside down.

The Newsweek article follows:

January 6, 1973
THE PRIEST AT THE BOTTOM

Christmas is the season when churches
have carte blanche to take from the rich and
give to the poor. In Detroit, this means that
everyo:.e from automobile-company execu-
tives to bookies and barkeeps can expect a
twist of the arm from "The Ecclesiastical
Shakedown Society," a small army of volun-
teers who help Msgr. Clement Kern go broke
each Christmas by giving away whatever he
has to the alcoholics, drifters and other
"undeserving poor" who show up at Most
Holy Trinity Catholic Church.

This Christmas was no exception. After
Mass at the church in Detroit's rundown
Corktown district, some 300 poor people-
deserving and undeserving alike-were in-
vited to sit down to a meal of stuffed turkey
and baked hams, prepared and served by
Catholic nuns. A Jewish delicatessen owner
donated a 20-foot Christmas tree decorated
by his employees. And before the afternoon
was over, Monsignor Kern planned to per-
sonally dispense the last $4,000 raised this
year by the Shakedown Society.

From Skid Row to Grosse Pointe, the 65-
year-old Kern is regarded as something of a
saint. His parish is among the poorest in
Detroit, and his rectory is the last refuge
for drunks-including priests-who can't dry
out anywhere else. "I want the people that
no one else wants," says Monsignor Kern.
"The street is a gold mine for lost souls."

Like many worthy Catholic organizations,
Monsignor Kern's Shakedown Society was
born in a pub. When regulars at the Anchor
Bar, a popular watering hole for newsmen
and politicians, heard that Kern was in fi-
nancial trouble fourteen years ago, they
decided to take up a collection for his penni-
less parish. Since that night, the ESS has
acquired considerable expertise In extracting
donations and volunteer work from both
labor and management. "One Christmas Eve,"
recalls the graying, wispy priest, "the former
Mrs. Henry Ford II and her two daughters
were down here at 11:30 at night helping
out delivering packages."

Within union circles, Kern is regarded as
"labor's padre" (he even owns a gleaming
white hard hat bearing that inscription)
because of the 34 schools for workingmen
that he administered before coming to Holy
Trinity as a curate nearly three decades ago.
Earlier this month, hundreds of unionists,
politicians, businessmen and judges paid
$25 each to honor Monsignor Kern at a
pre-Christmas dinner sponsored by Leonard
Woodcock, president of the United Auto
Workers. Frank E. Fitzsimmons, president of
the Teamsters union, and other labor digni-
taries. Kern was pleased by all the attention
but slightly embarrassed. "I wish I could be
in the back room at the Anchor Bar," he
confided, "talking to the guys."

PICKETS
Kern's ties to labor sometimes get him in

trouble with his contributors. Once, after the
Shakedown Society persuaded a midtown
hospital to provide free medical services at
his church, Kern almost blew the deal when
he showed up outside the hospital to picket
with striking service workers. Catholic clergy-
men in Detroit were ruffled when the feisty
monsignor showed up on a picket line with
voluptuous bunnies who were picketing the
Playboy Club. Today, Father Kern admits
that he is in "deep trouble" with some mem-
bers of the Teamsters union because of
his support for Cesar Chavez, who is
wrestling with the Teamsters in California
for the right to represent farm workers.

Despite his elevation to monsignor in 1962,
Kern has no fears that he will move up the
ecclesiastical ladder-and away from his
parish. "I suppose a younger man could do
this Job," he says, "but it really calls for a


