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Chapter	One—The	Press	Conference	

t was Thursday, June 11, 1964, a bright summer 
morning in Compton. I had slept well enough, though I 

suspected that a few members of CURE had been up most 
of the night preparing press releases and contacting news 
agencies. 

I said the early Mass, ate breakfast, and told the 
housekeeper about the eighth-grade picnic that I would be 
late in attending.  

It was my day off. Having lots of time, I took my car to the 
local carwash and had my shoes shined. I told the young 
shoeshine to watch for me on the evening news. 

As I drove up to the Greater Los Angeles Press Club on 
Vermont Avenue, I was free of the dread I felt a couple of 
days earlier about the reaction of my relatives and fellow 
priests to my letter. Once made, the decision had put me 
at ease, helping me focus on the task just ahead.  

There was some concern that the chancery office would 
get wind of the press conference and confront me before I 
could make my statement. I was more worried about 
being intercepted than about what the chancery would do 
in response.  

About two blocks from the Press Club, I stopped at a 
public phone and called up Jon Buchholdt. He was 
already at the Press Club passing out our press release 
and keeping an eye out for possible intruders.  

I 
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"All's clear,” Jon said. “Nearly everybody has showed up. 
Why don't you come on down?"  

A few minutes later, when I walked into the shady patio 
of the Press Club, about ten newsmen had already 
assembled. On the table coffee and rolls were being served. 
Cameramen were setting up and adjusting lights.  

"Good morning, gentlemen," I said, walking to the front. 
"Thanks for coming."  

I took a seat behind a small table bristling with 
microphones. Newsmen took light readings; a few 
flashbulbs popped. A few of my friends joined the circle of 
reporters. One of the reporters gave me a go-ahead and 
the little red lights of the TV cameras lit up. 

"Before I answer your questions,” I said, “I would like to 
read a letter that I cabled to Pope Paul VI last night." 

Your Holiness: 

It is indeed regrettable that I must appeal to 
you and request that you remove His Eminence, 
James Francis Cardinal McIntyre from his office as 
Archbishop of Los Angeles. But the truth is that my 
obligation to my conscience, my priesthood, and to 
you demands that I protest the Cardinal's gross 
malfeasance in office. 

Cardinal McIntyre has perpetrated inexcusable 
abuses in two areas: he has failed to exercise moral 
leadership among the white Catholics of this 
diocese on racial discrimination; and he has 
conducted a vicious program of intimidation and 
repression against priests, seminarians, and laity 
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who have tried to reach the consciences of white 
Catholics in his Archdiocese. 

His Eminence has often protested that there is 
no racial problem in Southern California in spite of 
the fact that Negro groups here have often publicly 
demonstrated against racial discrimination and 
injustice, and in spite of the fact that non-Catholic 
religious groups have taken a stand in the fight for 
social justice for the Negroes here. 

His Eminence has condemned direct-action 
demonstrations on the grounds that they incite 
violence. But as a matter of fact he has contributed 
to the possibility of serious racial violence by 
depriving civil rights groups of responsible Catholic 
and clerical leadership necessary to encourage 
Christian forms of non-violent protest. His inaction 
has promoted the prolongation of Negro grievances 
by failing to mobilize the Catholic population 
against the social evils of segregation. 

In addition to simple inaction, His Eminence 
has severely chastised priests for speaking out 
against segregation. Los Angeles is the third most 
segregated city in the United States. Facts 
compiled from official census records show that 
housing restrictions against Negroes have steadily 
grown since the end of the Second World War. 

A Constitutional Amendment to legalize 
segregation will be on the ballot for the voters in 
November. If enacted, this measure will make 
California the first state in the Union to adopt 
segregation as an official constitutional policy. 
Similar measures will then be inaugurated in other 
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states, duplicating the pattern of South African 
"Apartheid." The Church must be free to speak out 
against this now! 

His Eminence has refused to receive groups of 
responsible Negro Catholic laymen concerning their 
just grievances, in spite of his statement that, "No 
representative members of their community have 
indicated that they desire a change in these 
(Church) policies."  

He has refused to acknowledge the Catholic 
Council on Human Relations, a group of laymen 
whose objective is to enlighten their fellow 
Catholics on the issues of race relations. He has 
even denied them the use of facilities for their 
meetings. 

His Eminence has insisted that the civil rights 
issue in California is a purely political one, into 
which the Church has no right to interfere. His 
policy is to limit the Church's activity in integration 
to her own institutions and to the preaching of 
Catholic principles of justice and charity. But he 
has failed in not allowing both priests and laity to 
apply these principles of justice and charity to 
concrete situations and forming a program of 
effective social action. 

By using harsh reprimands, he has tried to 
prevent students of St. John’s Major Seminary in 
Camarillo from learning the Church's social 
teaching in matters of local concern. Just recently, 
sixty theological students were disciplined for their 
general commitment to racial justice and for taking 
part in an informal conversation with a visitor to 
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the Seminary, John Howard Griffin, noted Catholic 
author and spokesman for the civil-rights 
movement.  

One third-year theological student was 
dismissed; another was recalled from receiving 
ordination to the subdiaconate. One student left the 
seminary for conscientious objections against such 
policies. Many others were not given promotion and 
sent home for vacation "on probation." All 
concerned at the Seminary and throughout the 
Archdiocese are scandalized by such vicious 
attempts to isolate our future priests from real 
issues and their Christian solutions. 

All of us concerned with giving Negro 
congregations (such as St. Albert's) positive 
leadership in their yearning for full protection 
under the law, equal opportunities for education, 
jobs and housing cannot reconcile the clear 
teachings of Christ and the Church with the 
restrictive and nullifying policies of the Cardinal. 

Our Caucasian congregations, too, are not free 
to act in a Christian manner unless they are told, 
not only general principles, but also how these 
principles apply to their concrete situation and how 
to put them into practice. 

Speaking for myself, for other priests and 
religious too intimidated by threat to speak here, 
for the Negro community in Los Angeles (one of the 
largest Catholic Negro communities in the U.S.), 
and for all dedicated to the advancement of the 
reign of justice and charity, I urge you, therefore, to 
remove Cardinal McIntyre from office. 
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Most respectfully in Christ,  
Reverend William H. DuBay 

Maury Greene of KNXT spoke right up: "Father DuBay! 
Do you expect any kind of retaliation from the Cardinal 
for this action of yours?"  

"I don't know what to expect,” I said. “I've never done 
anything like this before." 

"What kind of an answer do you expect from Rome?"  

"The situation is grave here. After the unfortunate 
publicity Rome has received concerning its activities 
regarding the Jews in Germany, we would hope that it 
would be more responsive to this appeal." 

Tom Ritt of public radio station KPFK brought up the 
question of priests being suppressed in the diocese. I gave 
a brief run-down of my own experiences.  

Then I added: "Los Angeles has become an outlaw church 
governed not by clearly promulgated laws but by a policy 
of repression on those who oppose the arbitrary will of a 
man who proclaims his loyalty to the Church's teachings 
on racial justice but privately prevents their application 
in social action." 

“Do you think that the church should involve itself in 
direct-action protests?” 

 "Catholics and priests should have the right to involve 
themselves in such activities if they choose. My contention 
with the Cardinal is that the church here has failed to 
educate white Catholics in their responsibilities towards 
Negroes." 
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“Won't this action be considered as rank insubordination 
to your superiors?”  

"When I consider how I am now bringing insult to 
Cardinal McIntyre, I consider even more the insult and 
injury suffered by the several hundred thousand Los 
Angeles Negroes—men, women, and children—at the 
hands of white Catholics whom the local Church refuses 
to instruct in their specific moral obligations." 

"Father, do you put yourself in the role of the priest in 
Hochhuth's The Deputy who tried to inform Pope Pius XII 
about what was happening in Germany?"  

"No, I have much less to risk. I would rather put myself 
into the role of Rosa Parks of Birmingham who refused to 
stand up for injustice. It is time that all of us stopped 
being quiet about the injustices in Los Angeles. It is 
clearly time for a priest to stick out his neck and share 
some of the hardships of laymen, ministers, and rabbis in 
the battle for human justice and freedom." 

"Is there any basis in the Bible for what you are doing?"  

"This morning I read the Mass in honor of St. Barnabas in 
which the text read, 'For my sake, you will be cast out of 
the synagogue and driven from the council.’"  

"Do you imply that you might be cast out of the 
synagogue?" 

"We'll have to wait and see. Thank you gentlemen, this 
concludes the press conference," 

As several newsmen ran for the phones, a few others 
came up to congratulate me. "You must feel about ten feet 
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high," the man from the L.A. Times said.  

I was pleased that the conference came off without a hitch. 
Even more important, I was glad of the good press 
turnout—ABC, NBC, and CBS television, TIME, the New 
York Times, and several local news radio stations were all 
there. My survival in the Church would depend on good 
coverage.  

While my friends and I doubted that the letter would ever 
reach the Pope, much less cause him to change the 
Cardinal's policies, perhaps a strong public reaction could 
do it. 

I drove over to the KPFK studios after that for an 
interview in Tom Ritt's weekly program of political 
commentary. I remember getting in the car after the 
interview and hearing my voice for the first time come 
over a radio newscast. It sounded so strange, but I was 
happy that Ritt got the story right.  

Then I drove to the park at San Fernando Mission where 
the eighth grade from my parish was having an annual 
picnic. The boys were angry about having no place to play 
football. I taught them how to play “steal the bacon,” a 
favorite game of my childhood but new to these students 
from Compton. They quickly were playing it with gusto.  

After they were loaded back on the bus, I told them to 
watch for me on the evening news. They cheered and the 
bus took off. 

I walked down to a pay phone at a service station to break 
the news to my mother. 

"Mom, did you hear the news on the radio yet?"  
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"No, what happened?"  

"I came out against the Cardinal on the racial issue. 

"Oh, Bill," she complained. "Why did you do that?"  

"He's kept all us priests out of the civil rights movement. 
It was the only thing left to do. Don't worry, Mom, I felt it 
was really the right thing to do."  

"Are you sure?"  

"Yes, I'm sure, I've been sure for a long time now about 
doing something like this." 

She brightened up: "Are you going to get in trouble for 
this?"  

"Well, of course. I might even get excommunicated. But 
that only means that I get kicked out of a job, that's all. 
People have lost their jobs for much less, and I'm proud of 
what I've done."  

"Well, as long as you did what you thought was right... 
How do you feel?"   

“Fine,” I said. I told her to switch on the news and enjoy 
the excitement. “I’ll drop in later. Goodbye.” 

Around that time, my Dad was driving home from 
painting a sign in La Crescenta in his Volkswagen truck. 
On the radio, he heard, "This morning a Roman Catholic 
priest charged Cardinal McIntyre of Los Angeles with 
gross malfeasance in office and asked Pope Paul for his 
removal. The priest, Father...." at that point, the truck 
turned under a bridge and the words faded out.  
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Dad thought to himself, “What kind of a yahoo would do a 
thing like that?” He found out as soon as he got home. 

I did feel ten feet high as I drove down to the rectory of 
my close friend and confidant Father Coffield off the 
Harbor Freeway.  

We had dinner together and watched the press conference 
on the news. Someone called to tell us of the excitement at 
St. Albert's in Compton. The press had been there all day 
looking for me, and the phone hadn't stopped ringing.  

Baxter Ward from Channel 7 wanted me to come up to 
the studio for an interview. I felt that publicity was now 
my best protection from the Cardinal’s wrath and decided 
to go; better strike while the iron was hot. I had no idea at 
the time how long it would last. 

I drove up to the studio in Hollywood. Baxter Ward was 
happy that I came. His questions were direct and 
supportive, giving me a newfound confidence.  

Angry phrases came tripping off my tongue: "It's time for 
some honesty about the church and race. Los Angeles 
deserves something better than a Cardinal who says that 
white men have a right to protect their daughters by 
keeping Negroes out of the neighborhood." I almost felt 
that the moment was speaking, not me. 

From the TV studio I drove down to Long Beach to see my 
folks. Dad was smiling in his chair when I entered. "Bill, 
we are really proud of you," he beamed. He had received 
lots of calls from business friends congratulating him for 
his son’s stand.  

“We never knew the Cardinal was doing those things. 
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Why didn't you ever tell us?" Mom asked.  

They both had learned a lot about the racial issue from 
my year in Compton. I was relieved to know of their 
support. But the scorn and rejection they would receive 
from other Catholics in the parish would test them dearly.  

From my parents’ home, I went to the tail end of a 
meeting of the board of the Compton Committee on 
Human Relations. Their response was perhaps the most 
important support I could have hoped for. I had been very 
active with them, and their approval was very important. 

The rectory—my home in Compton—was dark when I 
entered. As I passed through the dining room, I noticed 
the phone was off the hook. As soon as I put it back on the 
hook, it rang. "Is this Father DuBay?" an angry voice 
asked. 

 “Yes,” I said.  

"You God-damn fucking cock-sucker, why don't you crawl 
on your belly back to Cardinal McIntyre and ask him to 
forgive your Judas soul. I hope you rot in hell!"  

Stunned, I hung up. All the possible hatreds that I could 
have unleashed flashed before me. For the first time, I 
was frightened. I called up my friend Al White in Santa 
Ana and asked him to come over to spend the night at the 
rectory.  

Outside were several men of the parish keeping an 
around-the-clock watch-out for troublemakers. I stepped 
out to talk to them and found them deeply concerned. 
They brought up the bombing of the bingo game in the 
parish hall not too long before. 
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Still shaken, I went upstairs to my room. Father Lynch, a 
white-haired priest who had taken refuge from the 
Cardinal in our rectory, came out of his room to meet me.  

He was blinking with tears in his eyes, a broad grin, and 
a drink in his hand. He put his hand on my shoulder and 
said, "Congratulations, Bill. You did a great job. Most of 
us have wanted to do something like that for a long time.  

“The old man called me down to the chancery office today 
and made me administrator of the parish. What a kick—
after all the other crap he's given me!  

“I guess he doesn't want you signing the checks any 
more."  

He was still chuckling as he turned back and went into 
his room. 

 


