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Saturday, July EEEB

Was an easy and pleasant day. About noon ] went over to Lynden's
office, hoping I could snare him, and walked right into an informal press
conference. Lyndon in his rocking chair, some 25 or 30 newspaper people
on th. sofa, in chairs, standing, Wntouched coffe on the floor by many of
them. He was at his witty and delightful best -« far more personality than
he h. 4 yesterd: y on the televised press conference, For instance, ycsterday
the pripared stalement was full of nows about the § -71 that flies at threc
times the speed of sound at 80, 000 feet. It was delivered too much by
rote, too much like reading, althoupgh therc were moments of humor,
1 did like his answer to Folliard when he said, "1 would say to the architect
of the meeting'{meaning the mecting between him and Goldwa*tar, which
Folliard had certain” been), and a good one about why his meceting with
Goldwater was on the record, He said something like, "I just think with
the ingenuity and the interest of you. gentlemen of the press, a mecting of
this nvature would soon have been known, {E»'ucé_ll: was more logical to put
it on the record.' And then when they tried to prize some rejoinder cut
of him abouc Goldwater calling him "the biggest faker of all time, " he
seriled and said, "I don't think the p ople arc interested in what Goldwater
thinks of me, "

:
But thic press conference on Saturday was relaved, casual, confident,

and a good show. I think the press must have enjoyed it. Onc thing werried

-1-—

g



1964

Saturday, July 25th (continued)

me. Several thiags he told them off the record -- I think that is just like
putting a nice, fresh meat patty down in front of Him and Her and saying,
"Now, Him and lier, you can srnell and look but don't you eat!" When he
finished, he invited them to walk around the grounds with us., We made
the circle, stopped at the Southeast Gate, and shook hands with tourists
threugh Lthe fence, and then cume on upstairs for lunch with Scnalor
Richard Rnssc:l:\._i;'lplﬂcahla opponentson civil rights and staunchest
friendg till, and I believe always will be, are Lyndon and Dick., Ie was
in pood spirii and good form, except al one momeni when we asked him
about his nephew Bobby, perhaps his favorite kinaman and protege, who
is ill and it scems probably sericusly ill. Lyndor picked up the phone
and asked Bobby and his wife and five children to come up to Washington
and be our house guests just as soon as possible -- any weekend, They
might come next weekc:ndE 1 remember one of the stranpe remarks
Dick Russcll niade, strange from him, and that is words of praisc of

Roy Wilkins, the head of the NAACP., He said he bad known him for 20

years, that he was a fine man, highly intelligent,

In the middle of the afternoon I had a nostalgic interlude, Alabamsz

cousing, Nettie Mason Ddtillo Woodyard and Lucille Pdlillo Thomas and
UJJ""JI-{'.
Eule-V.vodyard were on a trip to the New York World's FFuir and had

stop;-~d by Washingt «n with & tour of the White Huuse o . their ag, sndu
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and a halfway promise that 1 would see them if I could. I could, and we
went out onto the Truman Balcony and had a wonderful visit about our
youlh and Alabama torday., Two interestin_g sidelights on Alabama today.
There it mixed reaction to public accommodation. Mettic Mason said
that some filling stations that had formerly had just two restrooms now
run uj, quickly two additional rest rooms. They had taken off the signs
that said Wlfie Men, White Women, and simply put the w ‘ds Rest Room
on cach of the four, locked them all, and when a customor drove up to
the station and asked, "Where is the rest room 7" they had taken a look
at the customer and given him the appropriate key., Another thing, Driving
back from Monlgomery to Billingsley one night, somewhoere in the neigh-
berhood of Prattville, which she says is a hotbed of the White Cifizens
Council, they had seen a honfire off the road. It was about twilight,

They thought somebody's farm house was burning dewn. 1lhere were
cars parked all ali.ag the highway., A friend with her said, "Go on,

go on. We don't want to get maixed up in this, whatever it is, " but

Mettie Mason wanted te see what the excitement was abuut, so she
stopped, Pecple were petling out of the cars and going huckwards

and forwards to the fire and back from it. She asked one of the passerc -by,
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and he said, "The White Citizens' Council are building a Lonfire, They say

they want it hig!. enough 80 it can be secen in Washington, "
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To my surprise, Nettie Mason and Emda have taken some del ightfully

adventurous vacationson their boat, putting it in the Ohio River, travelling
some three or four hundred miles down the river, and being met Ly one
of their relatives with a car and a trailer to load the boat on ehind as
they po home by car., And the same on the Mississippi. It was a pleasant
voyage into the days of my childhood to talk quictly with them. 1 gather
that Nettie Mason herself, a teacher for many years, is trying to bring
a spirit of understanding and acceptance of the changing world to her
students.

Later I went over to Lyndon's office. We called Juke and Beryl
Pickle and Bill and June White and asked them to come over ard take pot-
luck dinner withus,  The conversation was divided between Lyndon
reading a poll from Maryland, which shows him doing all right, and
Bill telling him the course of events at the Republican National Conventlion,
which sounds like the Republicans are regular fire-eaters with a superb

orpanization, It was a rclaxing day after a brutal week fur Lyndon,



