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. SUNDAY. APRIL 18 . :

E a ster  Sunday, A p ril 18. Unhappily I awoke early  with the sun 

stream in g  in , I had slep t in  the litt le  back room  b ecause Lyndon s lee p s

so  litt le  th e se  nights and I got in  se v e r a l hours of work b efore w e le ft  by 

car for the litt le  E p iscopal Church in B lanco for an eleven  o 'c lock  se r v ic e  

w hich sounded appealing the night b efore so w e planned to go to St. M ich aels  

and A ll  A n gels, Lyndon, M arvin and I. It couldn't have been a m ore

beautiful ride in  the golden sunshine over th^ dp>vi1*<" the winding

road,that fo llow s the c r e s t  of the h ills . We reached  the litt le  p ictu resq u e  

, stone and redwood church ju st in tim e . Neva and I had been th ere  the day
^  - ' ■ ' . ■ '

it  opened about ten  y ea rs  b efore . T here w as a lay P rea ch er  and sm all 

congregation , a v ery  s im p le  s e r v ic e  and then afterw ards a cup of coffee  

in  the P a r ish  Room adjoining and shaking hands with a ll of the v is ito r s  and 

regu lar m em b ers . T his H ill Country has turned into quite a p la ce  for  

p eop le  to r e t ir e  to , I had worn m y two p iece  s ilk  d ress  and stiff  p rim  

sa ilo r  hat w ith a big bow. I  fe lt  quite sa tis fied  for once.

/ A fter Church w e found o u rse lv e s  at the head of a long caravan, 

L yndon driv ing . We p a ssed  the house that M rs, Johnson had lived  in  as  

a young wom an, in  fact, spent m o st of her life  th ere  until she m arried , 

a com fortab le looking stone house on the banks of the r iv e r . It m u st have  

'  ̂ - been quite im p r e ss iv e  s ix ty -fiv e  years ago and then we went by a nursing

hom e to s e e  M r. P e r c y  B righam , the banker from  whom Lyndon had



Sunday, A p ril 18 (Continued)

borrow ed s ix ty  d o llars to  go off to  San M arcos to school back in  1927 

and he had helped us in a ll of the cam paigns s in ce . Long ago he had been  

Lyndon's grandfather's law partner, one of the two big m en of the town. 

Lyndon show ered  him  with p ictu res and p re se n ts , O kie qu ietly  took som e  

p ictu res  of them  tog eth er . In the coin of human d ea lin gs, it  w as tim e  

w e ll spent.

A s w e le ft to drive hom e, Lyndon asked som eone to q u ietly  find

out w hether h is m other' s old hom e could p o ssib ly  be for sa le  and then w e  

drove back to  Johnson City w here I stopped off at the house to do a few  

ch ores and Lyndon raced  ahead to  A . W. 's and on by chopper to  the 

Haywood p la ce , accum ulating along the way b es id es  the M oursunds, W esley  

and N eva and J e s s e  and M arianne M eans. I drove to the Haywood and 

on m y w ay stopped at a roadside park, bounced out of the ca r , went over  

and introduced m y se lf  to  the fam ily  gathered around the p icn ic  tab le and 

talked to  them  about how nice it w as to have such parks along the way  

w h ile  O k ie  took a p icture of us, I intend th is for our B eautification  

C om m ittee. Surprisingly  they recogn ized  m e right off and g reeted  m e as  

M rs. Johnson. It w as our la st  good day and w e m ade the m o st of it; We 

spent hours out on the r iv er , in fact, w e had our lu n ch -- sandw iches of 

chicken sa lad , which Lyndon had asked  Neva to whip up on the spur of the  

m om ent. T h eir  cook said  he alw ays had a chicken standing by and c h e ese  

and ham and everything that alw ays ta s te s  b etter  out of doors, to our 

undoing. We talked  about the short nights Lyndon had been having for  
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Sunday, A pril 18 (Coatinued)

se v e r a l m o nth s. He asked to be waked up w henever th ere  w as an

operation  going out. He won't lea v e  it  alone. He sa id  "I want to be ca lled
i t -  ■.  ̂

ev ery  tim e som ebody d ie s ." He can 't sep arate  h im se lf from  it . A ctually ,

I. don’t want him  to, no m atter how painful. In W ashington he se ld o m

gets to s leep  until about tw o, so th e se  days down here have been  balm  to

his sou l. He talked  a good deal about the job to his c lo se  fr ie n d s --A . W.

and J e s s e  and W esley . He used the ex p ressio n  "when you get to  be

P r e s id en t, you have to be ju st." I am  aw are of a con sciou s effort on his

part to  change h im se lf  m any tim es  b eca u se  of the job. P erh aps it  is  the

sam e with everyon e.

We rode around, sunned on the top deck, p layed bridge down

b elo w --N ev a , M aria llen , O kie and I. One of the n icest m om ents w as

finding that N eva's daughter and the th ree  grandchildren w ere  th ere  on

th e boat w hen I arr iv ed . They had ridden over in  the h elicop ter . It w as a

tr ea t I had wanted to  arrange for them , but it  w as Lyndon who ju st quickly

bundled th em  up, took them  along and then arranged for  them  to  get hom e

I drove over the N icholson  p la ce  and never b efore have I seen  it  so  lo v e ly .  

T here w as g r a ss  knee high with a head on it . Som e of it  w as w ild  oats. 

M ost of it  w as what A. W. ca lled  a so rt of "love" g r a ss , but lu sc io u s , good  

to  e a t - -  a p a ra d ise  for ca ttle  and none on it. We had been le ttin g  the land  

l ie  id le . We decided to m ove a ll the stock in the next m orning. It w as our 

fa rew ell to  the bluebonnets. T heir whitening top showed they a r e  getting  

p a st th e ir  peak. It w as lik e  an A frican  s a fa r i- -  heading off in  a L incoln
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w ith no roads, deep in  g ra ss  through f ie ld s , clim bing s te e p  banks, fording  

s tr e a m s, A . W. sa id  w ith a deep contented sigh  of a born rancher, "there  

ain 't nothing the m atter w ith th is  land that a good rain  won't c u r e ."  And 

speaking of how to get the w ork done around the p lace , he used  his earthy  

ex p ress io n  "There  is  no fe r t iliz e r  for a m an's ranch like the fo o tstep s of 

the ow ner. " M ore and m o re  I begin to b e liev e  that Lyndon could be a 

contented re tired  m an, but it  would not alw ays be spring and th ere  would ■ ’ 

not a lw ays be ra in .  We hate to s e e  the sun go, but when dark fe l l  w e went , 4

1

to  the Haywood Ranch and M arie and M arvin joined us and w e had a w onderful ; 

enorm ous dinner on the patio , a ,big ro a st, ch icken p ie , fr ied  chicken , 

som eth ing lik e  "all-day-singing-and-dinner-on-the-ground" with everybody  

bringing covered  d ish e s , Neva and the M oursunds and us and then w e left  

by chopper, dropping off the M oursunds and the W ests at th e ir  ranch  

and then hom e for the end of our holiday at the LBJ Ranch w ith a fee lin g  of 

deep contentm ent and fa rew e ll, ^
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