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John left early after, I gather , a lot of talk but no very definite 
/\ 

conclusio ns. The conclusion I hope for is for h im to ta ke ac ti ve charge 

of Lyndo n's campaign. 

And tb r;n at ten o'clock there wa s a pr es: confer e nce in the fron t 

yard at the ranch. With sea ts lined up , all 0 ( the White House p ress tha t 

a ccnmpanied us, including th t; local press, Ko\fe rl and Dict<,il, wc r. lhcre . 

L yndon fr o: .. :\ p odium o n the front porch m ade a s tatc rnv ; '. tha t dwelt 

m ostly on the economy of our n a tion -- fo r ty months frC'L" from r ece ss ion, 

with a r ising inc. •1ne and gross national product. R ath l' too many stati s tics, 

I thought, an ~1 too fast. I had Jan. es stationed u nde r the b ig live oa k next 

to the fr o nt entr ance with a huge coffee pot a nd lo ts of icc<l s oft drinks an<l, 

best of all, sonv; h or1cma.dc bx ~d.<l !r~sh out of the o ven and buttt.:rr.~ d, v.:as 

brought out by Gertrud~~ just as the p res s confer e n ce w as about to br E:ak up . 

The questions, actt1ally, were not too numer ous -- only about six, 

I think , b efor e one of them ros e -- I think it was Mer rim an Smith - - and 

said, 11 Thank you, :Mr. Preeident. 11 

The photographer:; persu: dcd Lyndon to ge t on a horse' a nd Lynda 

B i rd, also. She:, dc:ar child, was in a pr etty gre e n line n drc sf. a nd so 

she obli.gingly go t on side -saddle. And I b ·. l ieve the h o r : vs and thv hom e­

mad e b read n1adc m ore news than the statistics of the prL·ss c o:1f ,,r e;ncc. 
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1964 


Saturday , July 1Hth__(_conlin11ed) 


Philip Carter, Hodcling Carler's son, who is no\\' with NEWSWEEK, 

was the re, a very hand som1.: and fine-looking young ma~ . I didn 't sec 

any o! the w omen who usually accomp any me, except I believe I glimpsed 

Muri el DoLb ins . 

The one best question and a nsw e r in the pr<:-~~s confere nc e was about 

the dbturbanccs in mid-Eastern cities, and did L yndon tbnk he W iJ.S going 

to s end in F e dcra l forces t o control them . He so.id he had great faith in 

local a ml St;cl.t' govcrnrnent a nd thei r right and rc s i ..nsihiLty to control 

them, and he gathered ther e we re a lot of people in t his c ountry who felt 

the same way . That, as w e knew, w e had no National polic~ forc e -- one 

of the f ew c ountries who do~L't -- but, if called on by t he Statc:i; \\•hen th~y 

w ere unabk to handle r: oting, the Fed e: ral goverruncnt would h elp to th~ 

best of i ts ability. It was a good rcply,for the followers o! G oldwate r e x: 1t 

States' rights so highly and y et want rioti ng put down by inimcdia tc milita ry 

means . 

As soon as the press left, like children out of s chool w e r ac .:,d fo r 

\'.J-chopper -- Lyndon a nd I and the Valentis, Jesse, Simo11; (wLo \va s tlt the 

Ranch for the fir ~t tillle), M arie and Vicki. W e s topped ..,(f at A. W. 's 

r a nch, he got a.h oard and w e went to thL' Hayv1ood. Ther e w e h ad a wonderful 

- 2 ­



"--­

1964 


Saturd.-._y, Julv 18th (continued} 


day of boating in the hot, hot sun. We had brought homemade bread and 


some wonderful peaches, and A. W. had picked up somt: delicious ba rbecue. 


I'd like to cat it about four meals in a row. 


I lay on top and go t two shades darker tanned. I read T hC' Rich-
.• L'""I '=~ ... 

~ 

VI"' <:1---f "'"- ....-- . 

Countries and t!~e Poor Cou~~rics, 1, aa 8K~,, 1 y Elizc.Leth Janeway. 

,,, 
We went to the cove, whe re the Coca Cola ranch is, and th~ Sccr<:.>t 

Service bo:: ts stor-::ed at the entrance li. it in the h ope of politdy 

hctlding of! any sightsee rs who wer e on our trail or nev:sinen in lhc 

interest of w;:i.te:r safety, because Vicki skied up a nd dowr. as an ente r­

tairunent for Lyncon and most o f the passenge r s, and I sli}Jl •cd inlo t h e 

wann, c1nbracing wate r and swam all the way across lh•: cove. Infinitely 

more pleasan t tl-.a:i swimming in a pool because it' s m<.irc adventurous. 

You c;:n lie on your b ;:i.ck and rest and look up at the. sky and t he c l ouds 

and the gliding buz.zards and an occasional fbpping watL r fowl, and 

every no\v a nd t~cn feel tingling afraid lest the weed th.ct t has just bruf:hed 

you might be a fish. It n ever is, really. A good enough swim - - two or 

three city b locks - ~ to tire me out. 

The n in the lnid<llc o! the hot aftcrn0on we wc1rt b;;.ck tu tltc: Haywood, 

stretched out on the back bed , and Lyndon skpt. ·whal a ma r vellous ability 

to go to Glcc.;p wi~~!in n1onH·11l ::; aft<:r y our head hits tli1; pilluw. Anu 1 r~ad. 
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1964 

Satur:!~1'...!.._ :~ 'ly 18th (continued) 

About twilight Lyndon, Jesse, A. W. and I went riding in 

A. W. 1s boat. We turned into a narrow, winding slough, just the 

other side of the ferry landing, where live oaks line the> banks, son1ctimcs 

granite boulder s come down to the water's edge,. Mockingbirds, 

redbirds, and red- winged blackbirds flew inquisiti\:cly past as wc 

rocked gently on the grcy-gre('n water and the sky changed momently 

from blue to gr.· a t billowy clouds that were pink-~inged and theJl pearly, 

an -J th~-. dark set in. Finally wc W( nt back to the boat house. Th..:: 

Melvin Winters had come ov er ~md Mariallcn. We had dintH:r on the 

patio -- delicious thii. sh:ak an•' fresh ro;:;.:.tin 1 cars from our own garden 

at the ranch, and little pear-shaped tomatoes, also ou rs. 

I slipped away from dinner in timt.~ to go inside and \.\'atch Gun smokc . 

And then we were back at the ranch for an early bedtime-. Lynda Bird 

had gone: into Austin to see Pam Ward and Carolyn, still a litth: angry 

and chagrined at me, or maybe just at Fate, because she.? had d big date 

with Dave and, inste:ad of catching a cc,mmcrcial flight back, had gottc.:n 

sidetracked at the ranch and sluck thc.:re appar ently until Sunday night,. r 

when we return. 
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1964 

Sunday,_ July l_ 0th 

A quiet day. We rode into Johnson City to the Christian C hur ch, 

a sn:iall, white , modest structure. Not more than forty in the congrega­

tion, a great many of whom Lyn~on called by their first name as we 

filed C.•U t and shook hands afterwards. 

Then we drove by Truman Fawcett• s hous e, catc hing tl ·';·, in their 

sock feet, so to speak, and talked about the old J ohn.son home and the use s 

it might be put to, that t he commu;.i l y might get s ome g<)od out of. Perhaps 

the Blanco County Hil::';toricDl A ssociation might sponsor it, t e nd Lhc 

y.1rd and keep it clean, and makc it availat-lc for m~ctin& s of Lhe Wuman 1 s 

Club, a horne econo1nics group, a 4-H or PTA or Lions• Club, or 

whatever the comrnunity has nee d of. Mostly it tu rns out it 1 s tourists 

that st.op by there now. Som c budy with enough taste a nd imagino.ti0n 

could do something worthwhile with it. 

Back at the ranch we had a light, quick hambu rger lunch and 

then choppered over to the Haywood once n1orc, whcr<:' we met !\·far iallen 

and A. W. But the lake w a s alive with boats - -- specdbo<.t.U:, \va t c r skiers, 

sailboats, quiet' fis lh"' rmcn sitting languidly in little rO\,· boa ts , some 

faniilic s in the pontoon boat built lik l: a houseboat with a roof, \\• ith 

everybody from grandmother to baby on b uard. And all o f them luoking 

at us, gall n·r ed to sec who w:i~ going to cornc oul o f that buall11..lu~.r! on the 

boat which th<·y n ow hav<:: ck~rly idcntificu as the Pn..:sic!vat•s Gou t. 
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