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A Freedom Philosopher:
Robert LeFevre,
1911 -1986

In the early morning hours of May 13, 1986, Bob LeFevre died. He
and his wife Loy had left Los Angeles sometime near the end of
April and driven across country. They had been invited to attend
my wedding on May 3, 1986 in Campobello, South Carolina. Bob
found it necessary to rest a few days in El Paso, Texas, but upon
regaining his strength, he and Loy completed their trip eastward.
They had a delightful time staying with their hosts, Patricia and
Kevin Cullinane.

It was a clear and sunny day when Julie Pfeiffer and | were wed at
Freedom Country. Bob watched the ceremony and joined us at our
reception and luncheon afterwards. The last time | saw Bob was
when Julie and | left later that afternoon on our honeymoon. As
happened many times in Bob's life, a strange coincidence of events
took place. Our wedding photographer was so enchanted with his
looks, that he invited Bob to come to his studio, Monday, May 5, to
sit for a series of photographs. No one suspected that Bob would be
dead in a few days. He had seemed in fairly decent health and was
certainly in good spirits, and as sharp intellectually as he had ever
been. Bob and Loy left Freedom Country on May 6th and in a week's
time drove as far as Flagstaff, Arizona. That is as far as Bob was to
get. He and Loy were in a motel when he passed away in his sleep.

Bob was one of my closest friends. | looked upon him as | would a
father or a grandfather. He and | had worked together during the
last two and one-half years of his life. Our first project was the
publication of NEITHER BULLETS NOR BALLOTS, which his Pine
Tree Press published for The Voluntaryists in December 1983. In
late November of the following year Bob approached me about
writing his biography. He had already prepared a 2,000 page
autobiographical manuscript which he had found impossible to get
published. He wanted someone to look at his life objectively and
pare the story down to manageable proportions.

1 accepted that challenge and Bob lived long enough to read and
comment on the third draft of my biographical manuscript, ten-
tatively titled TRUTH IS NOT A HALF-WAY PLACE: The True
Story of a Freedom Philosopher. The manuscript is still being
revised and | should be querying publishers this summer to find out
if they would like to read the manuscript.

Bob's life roughly falls into several distinct careers. Though he
was born in Idaho, his school days were spent in Minneapolis, Min-
nesota. Bob was a lifelong vegetarian, deeply attached to his
mother. Just out of high schoot, Bob nearly suffered a nervous
breakdown when his sweetheart died of an undetected brain tumor
in 1930.

In the midst of the Great Depression he married Peggy Tapp and
they eventually had two children. He worked his way westward to
Los Angeles, selling photograph frames door-to-door for his dad. In
L. A. he became part of a stock company, acting wherever they
could get jobs. By the end of 1933, he found himself back in Min-
neapolis working as a radio announcer for WTCN. He held this job
during a time of labor unrest; bucked the Newspaper Guild that was
trying to organize the radio staff; and more than once was the ob-
ject of an attempted murder.

By 1938, he had become interested in the Great 1 Am”
philosophy of Guy and Edna Ballard, who had been thesophists.
Beneath all the baggage of their cult, the Ballards taught that the

real meaning of "I Am” was that each person is in control of himself
or herself. Bob underwent a number of trance-like, hypnotic states
and became active in the movement. He was responsible for open-
ing up "l Am” reading rooms in St. Paul and Minneapolis, and even-
tually joined the Ballard staff on a probationary basis in October
1939. He was to be their stage announcer. Bob broke with Mrs.
Ballard, after Guy died on Dec. 29, 1939. It was several months
later that he and Pearl Diehl (leader of the “I Am” group in San
Francisco) co-authored | AM AMERICA’S DESTINY. Bob’s name was
included in a mail fraud indictment issued by the U. S. Department
of Justice in July 1940, but he was later dropped from the case.

Largely to escape the influence of Pearl and the poor business op-
portunities market (he had become a business opportunities
salesman in San Francisco during the latter half of 1940), LeFevre
joined the Army after the bombing at Pearl Harbor. He eventually
attended Officers Candidate School and became a captain in the
Army Air Corp by the spring of 1944. His experiences in the Army
led him to question the faithfulness of the United States to the
American people. The Army brass seemed far more intent on
preserving their jobs than winning the fighting and bringing the
boys home. Bob also saw the tremendous waste in manpower and
resources generated by the armed forces.

When Bob finally recovered from a back injury suffered in March
1945 (while still in the Army), he and his second wife, Loy (he had
been divorced during the war and re-married in early 1944), settled
in San Francisco. He re-entered the business opportunity field and
was quite successful until he found that the city government and
the local labor unions were trying to run his businesses the way
they wanted. He had trouble getting zoning permits, the Health
Department closed his restaurant down more than once, and the
union wanted him to hire more help than necessary. When his
financial enterprises started crumbling, he managed to swap what
was left for the equity in Falcon Lair, the previous home of Rudolph
Valentino. This occurred in early 1949.

It was around the time that Bob read Rose Wilder's book,
THE DISCOVERY OF FREEDOM, and made contact with Leonard
Read and Baldy Harper at FEE. Bob had been active in conservative
circles and in June 1950, he was defeated in the Republican
primary for Congressman from the 14th District in California.
Shortly thereafter, he became the executive director for the Wage
Earners’ Committee in Los Angeles and then helped promote
United Tax Payers of California. During most of 1951 through 1953,
Bob worked in Florida both for radio and tv stations. Finally in
1954, he obtained a job in New York with Merwin Hart's National
Economic Council.

In November 1954, he moved once again; this time to Colorado
Springs, Colorado, to become an editorial writer for Harry Hoiles’
GAZETTE TELEGRAPH. Hoiles wanted someone to write consistently
on the subject of human freedom. For ten years Bob worked with
Harry and his dad, R. C. Hoiles, hammering out the philosophy of
the Freedom Newspapers. Nearly all of his editorial output centered
around various aspects of human liberty and the free market. It
wasn't until he started writing for the GAZETTE TELEGRAPH that he
realized “limited”” government was a contradiction in terms that
“unlimited” government was a redundancy. It was then he realized
that there was no place in a free market for the state.

Ever since his early contact with FEE, Bob had dreamed of
establishing a freedom school. There in Colorado Springs, with the
help of his extended “‘family” and employer, this dream was to
become a reality. The “pioneers”’ that worked with Bob to help
found the school were his wife, Loy: Ruth Dazey, his secretary;
Edith Shank, a bookkeeper; and Marji Llewellin, a physical
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Another Explanation!

From Acting Editor
Carl Watner

I'm making a concerted effort to get caught up. Hence, the
reason for three issues in three months. Nos. 18 and 19 should
have already reached you. Our regular bi-monthly schedule should
be resumed in September.

You may have noticed their strange colors: a blue 18 and a white
19. These were really printer errors, which it was difficult to refuse
to accept. So please accept my apologies for the mis-matches.

Renewals will be appreciated and readers are invited to submit
articles, essays and other items of interest. And please don't forget
that we have the following literature for sale:

La Boetie, THE POLITICS OF OBEDIENCE, $3.95

NEITHER BULLETS NOR BALLOTS, $4.95.

Lane, A VOLUNTARY POLITICAL GOVERNMENT, $6.95.

Watner, “Essay on Silence,” $10.

“The Voluntaryist Series,”” single copy (our choice), $1.00.

Issues 1-12 of THE VOLUNTARYIST, $15.

Other back issues, $3.00.

Microfiche of Spooner’'s COLLECTED WORKS, $25.00.

Spooner’s VICES NOT CRIMES, $4.00 (this is the version | had
printed when I first discovered it was written by Spooner).

Misc. reprints of articles by Carl Watner published in THE JOUR-
NAL OF LIBERTARIAN STUDIES, (send SASE for list).

FREEDOM PHILOSOPHER (continued)

therapist. Bob knew Ruth and Edy from his “I Am" days before the
war. Marji he had met in London during the war and had sponsored
her immigration to this country in 1947. With their help, lots of
hard work and a little luck, the Freedom School opened in the sum-
mer of 1957, in the Rampart Range of the Rockies. The story of the
Freedom School has already been told in THE VOLUNTARYIST (see
Whole Number 14, February 1985), but let it be repeated that pro-
bably more persons were taught personal self-discipline, self-
control, responsibility and independence between 1957 and 1968
at the Freedom School-Rampart College campus than at any other
time during this century. The school could not seem to re-establish
itself, after it was moved to California in late 1968. Bob, however,
did continue teaching Freedom School sessions for one of the
world’'s largest textile manufacturers (Milliken) until late 1979,
when he unofficially retired.

Bob had a far-reaching influence on the libertarian movement.
His educational efforts easily involved far in excess of 10,000
students, and many of them are movement names we would
recognize today. However, more important than names, is what
Bob taught. The essence of his philosophy was taken from Rose
Wilder Lane’s dictum: “freedom is self-control.”” Harking back to
the attraction of the “I Am,” Bob understood that human energy
can only be controlled by the individual person. This means that
each one of us has decision—making power over our own lives;
whether we vote or not; whether we steal or tell the truth; whether
we retaliate or seek forceful restitution; or whether we deal violent-
ly with our fellow men or deal with them peacefully. Bob shared a
common viewpoint with the Stoics of ancient Rome, for they too

viewed human freedom as the absolute dominion of the individual
over his own will.

By starting with the individual and incorporating the Stoic in-
sight that man by his very nature is free, Bob saw only one long
term way of improving society. If individual men can be made right,
then society, a mere gathering of men, will be right of necessity. In
short, Bob saw that if one took care of the means, the end would
take care of itself. Bob's idea behind teaching the fundamentals of
liberty was not to change anybody; he had neither the authority nor
the ability to do so. He understood that freedom must be earned;
each person for himself. Bob’s aim was to explain how each in-
dividual might achieve freedom in the right way.

“Bob was a truth-seeker, one of those rare people one meets,
nerhaps a few in a lifetime. Part of his greatness was his ability to
stand alone intellectually; another was his consistency. He insisted
on thinking ideas through to their conclusions. If there was a
choice between being popular and holding to the truth, he always
chose the truth. He knew that truth is not a half-way place. Cyrano
de Bergeac’s maxim, ‘Be admirable in all things,” was Bob’s own
nersonal motto, if he ever had one. He realized that one must aim at
destroying evil ideas, but he also understood that we must not
destory the person who holds these ideas. His task was to under-
stand, to comprehend, and to make allowances for the failures of
others. Only to himself did he insist on total self-control and com-
plete self-discipline. Bob was a man who admirably achieved those
goals in his own life, and it is that spirit of reasonableness, honesty
and truth-seeking that shall always epitomize Bob for me.”

(The last two paragraphs were read at a memorial service held for
Bob on May 23, 1986, in Santa Ana, California.)

Carl Watner, May 1986

Eulogy for

Robert LeFevre
Delivered on May 23, 1986
in Santa Ana, California
By Kevin J. Cullinane

As children, most of us, I think somehow believed that parents,
like God, were immortal. As we grew older, we realized that parents
were human after all, that they had a time and a season.

Those of us fortunate enough to have had a cherished mentor,
sometimes without realizing it, transferred that same comfortable
illusion of immortality from parent to beloved teacher . . . and
assumed that he or she would be with us forever.

Bob LeFevre was, of course, such a cherished mentor for many of
us here, and some, or at least this one, had that comfortable illu-
sion evaporate last week, leaving us with the reality of loss.

In perhaps the most important sense, however, those ideas of im-
mortality were not illusions after all. Admittedly, Bob’s mighty soul
has moved on to some next state of existence, and his big, fatherly
frame has returned to the earth, but there is a vitally important
part of him that is with us stiil.

That part of Bob which galvanized us, that vibrant spirit is here
with us now and it will remain with us. How could we ever lose that
part of Bob? We could not.

I suppose that someday that vibrant spirit will inevitably become
etched into static legends, for Bob LeFevre lived the sort of life from
which legends are woven; the epic, for example of Bob and his
“band of angels,” — Loy, Ruth, Edith and Margie — pioneering out
near Palmer Lake, slowly building, one-hard-earned-dollar-at-a-
time, that incredible catalyst called Freedom School.

Freedom School - a catalyst which shall be hailed in the 21st cen-
tury as the seedbed of America’'s Freedom Renaissance — a
renaissance which is just now beginning to show the first “petal
sprays of the violets of dawn,” . . . thanks to the man we are
gathered to honor and eulogize.

Ah, Bob, none of us here were yet ready to let you go from our
company. . . . None ready to step from behind the comfort of your
vanguard and take over the lead. For who ever feels ready or worthy
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