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GOOD FRIDAY. APRIL 16 , :

Lyndon and the McNam aras w ere up early . Bob M cN am ara is  

alw ays a s ix  o 'c lock  m an when h ere . What a w ay to spend a holiday! At 

any rate, they w ere  out riding over the ranch b efore I w as awake, seein g  

the co a sta l berm uda, the tanks, the graveyard, the schoolhouse.  And then, 

a litt le  p a st eight, I pulled  m y se lf  out of ih e  bed and got in with them  and 

w e drove to the Schornhorst. D ale w as putting a large bunch of sheep  in' 

the pen for shearing with a couple of cowboys to help him . One of them  

w as E rn est Stubbs, and a fine looking young boy, C lay, who w as hom e  

from  A & M for the w eekend. In le v is  and boots he could have w alked into 

a W estern  m ov ie  w ithout a b it of m akeup. The whole scen e w as a stage  

se t. D a le ’s two litt le  boys w ere so lem n ly  helping and even C lary  cam e  

bouncing up on her Shetland pony.

E very  rancher in th ese  p a r t s - -a l l  the fortunes that have been  m ade  

• h erea b o u ts--h a v e  been m ade on sheep  and then they go righ t on ra isin g  ca ttle .

T here is  som ething about cattle  that you fa ll in love with. We drove into 

Johnson C ity, showed the M cN am aras the bank and I told Lyndon about m y  

id ea  of giving Johnson C ity som e s tr e e t  trees  to rep lace  the scra g g ly  

h a ck b err ies , A l l the w hile we had the top down. The sun w as bright and 

the wind b risk  and I w as parboiling. We w ent by the house and counted the 

_  . p r e s s  and then drove on to  the L ew is Ranch.   I began to get r e s t le s s  thinking .

of D olly  Bolton whom I had ca lled  ju st after I  had gotten up to a s k  if  sh e would  

lik e  to go on a w ild  flow er expedition. D olly i s  an en thusiastic bird w atch er.
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i: ardent m em ber of the Audubon S ociety  and knows a ll the N a tu ra lists  and

I B otan ists in town. S evera l tim es I have asked her to bring a friend who

f knows a ll the w ild  flow ers and we walk and walk a cro ss  the cou n trysid e.

I can s e e  it  b etter, love it  m ore on m y own fee t than from  a car . Our 

t way hom e w as long from  the L ew is Ranch back through the h ills  com ing

r out at the P lea sa n t H ill School, fin a lly  getting hom e about 1:30 for a la te

f lunch. D olly  and h er fr ien d ,  M iss M argaret Hauck, re tired  B otan ist

; who had taught at W ellesley , w ere  w aiting for u s. We lunched, and then

the four of u s - -D o lly  and M iss Hauck, M argy and I departed on our fie ld

trip, taking delightfu lly  enough<> Okamoto with u s. It turned out to be as  

m uch a cam era  expedition as a flow er expedition, We spent three hours  

tram ping the Schornhorst, putting sp ecim en s of w ild  phlox, w ild  verbena, 

w ine cup, w hite T exas poppy, Indian Blanket, Indian Paint B rush, Spider 

W art, and dozens of v a r ietie s  that stum ped M iss Hauck as w e ll as us, a ll  

of them  into p la stic  b ags. H opefully she w ill do som ething to p reserv e  

them , identify  them  and then return a sam ple of each to m e.

I I had re tr iev ed  m y m ovie  cam era  from  its  long n eglected  spot

on th e  shelf, put in  som e film  that should have been used b efore 1958, 

m uch to O k ie ' s  laughter, and he and I and M argy w ere  a ll looking for ju st  

the right com position , with a crooked liveoak , the fram ing of an old stone  

w all, a low  lying v iew  in  the f ie ld  of b luebonnets. It w as g rea t fun, D olly  

^  w as bounding en th u siastica lly  along, te lling  us about Audubon expeditions

to the B ig Bend Country. I lik e  people that have fun out of s im p le  things
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and people that have fun as the y ea rs  go on. How dull would life  be without

enthusiasm . F in a lly , hot and tired  and dirty we went back to the Schornhorst

H ouse. We settled  down for a can of beer or d ie te tic  drink and there the 

Goodwins joined u s. We said goodbye to D olly and M iss  Hauck and drove 

once m o re  toward the Haywood. Along the way I got O k ie  to take som e  

p ictu res  for highway planting for m y B eautification  C om m ittee and of a  

T exas P ark--H igh w ay P ark — greatly  used  by fa m ilie s  for eating and 

r estin g  and ju st exploring. Every one  w e p a ssed  w as fu ll! I want to 

have th ese  p ic tu res  to show at m y next m eeting  of the B eautification  

C om m ittee . y

We m et Lyndon and Bob at M ary M argaret's beach house and 

w ent back to the Haywood on the boat with the heavy sm e ll of bluebonnets 

in toxicating us and the fu ll m oon r is in g . Lyndon keeps on talking m o re  

and m o re  about retir in g . That h as been  a sym ptom  of th is p ast w eek  and 

h e talks joyou sly  about it. F or the f ir s t  tim e I am about convinced that he 

could. I have alw ays been  a b eliev er  that he had to stay lash ed  to the m ast-  

until the la s t  gasp of breath, but I think that he is  changing. A t the Haywood  

w e h e lico p tered  over to the W est Ranch to have one of those d e lic io u s dinners  

that N eva alw ays s e r v e s . My d iet w ent out the window. ■

The day w as rem arkably fr e e  of the w o rr ie s  of o f f ic e - -a  jew e l of a  . 

day but it  would not be such a jew el if  it  w ere  not in the setting of hou rs and 

days of to il and w orry . Is it  the c essa tio n  of pain, of trouble like  

Schopenha u er  sa y s  that m ak es it  so valued?
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