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Once more I woke early -- 5:30 -- the myriads of sparrows

in the high-rise apartments they've built in our live oak trees chattering,

chattéring -~ the morning pink' and pearly. But], .to.o Wa.shed 'out.a‘,nd
frus;f'a'ted,- to enjoy it. But if I can't lick em, I rxﬁigi;t as well join
em. | | .

' So at 7:00 I got up and dressed to go walking; I didn't mean to
:wa.ke' Lyr;cion. But he ‘sai_c.l, :H'Wait é, ndinute», I'vll g0 with yde;. " So \*/e.

"walked up the Hodges' fence line and presently found them, Ernest and

. Marie and their son Buddy anci his wife, with sacks slung around their ‘

necks, pic'king‘.peaches. ‘We shook hands ’ovve'r the fenéé énd talked
f‘akfmerv galk -- ';Not a very ‘good peach.crop this yeaf“ -- ""How's 6ur
‘coastal Bermuda doing ?"! »ThAey searched around in their sacks to give
us their very bé_sﬁ péaches, ‘eye.‘il;l'g them bruefu).l;.r they séid. "Y"ou have:v ’

to pick them green to beat the birds to them. " Sure enough, the birds

- had pelcke'd hdles m some of the loveliést specimens. 1 ate a deli'ci'ous '

' one, slun and all, nght on the spot, l1ck1ng the Julce off my f1ngers ‘

S ol |
Anybody who th1nks you sub51dlze the farmers too much-o-r “tox hve a

\);:otﬁ:e closely with the daily ha.za.rds, the uncontrolable thmgs they face
Then Da.le plcked us up in his »truck. Bouncing along in the p1ckup, we |
looked at the cbas;ai. It‘; aoing'beaut’i.full'y..in‘s‘ome places. Down by‘ '
ose 'of.the tanks the sunfloweré‘and the b@}ln;e;ﬁes_v_ are ;gettirig"it.'r.;' e'v_‘e"n,“'

on the caliche hill as yob. approach Dale's hob._sev.»,\ It's a good stand.
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1 await for the day when it waves in the wind like it does at John's

‘ranch.
A little later the late sleepers -- happy folks --we p1cked up

. , Jean and He1d1 and drove down to Johnson Clty w1th Jesse and Beagle --

no joy for Jesse and m e because Beagle must look out a window, and he

Amuoh pr'efers parking his back feet on a ladies nice soft legs than on

a car seat., He doesn‘t laugh a bit when Lyndorl says, "Sic_em, Beagle !'”‘ :

and then Beagle goes to fairly stomping with his back feet as he looks

“ravenously out for any fleeing rabbit or s_quirrel.

It was Monday, 'so of course Lyndon's boyhood home was still
open to the public. And the road was lined with cars. We went in the

ba‘ck door, and Lyndon him self was Jean's guide, with me interposing

_ homey stories about the vmtage cowb0y hat on the hat rack, the blue

baek speller, Mrs. Johnson s f1rst p1cture of Lyndon. .

I a.lways love the chance to thank all of the volunteer hostesses

_ for he1p1ng

We spoke to all the tourists that were there.' Some of them said

" the 'rnost extraordinary things to me -- "'Oh,_ Mrs. Johnson, I.am so

glad we've got this in Texas. We have to 'go so far in Texas to see any ..

history.'" And they say Texans brag\. I said, "Oh‘, no, we have lots of

‘history. We just don't point it out" enough,‘fri:ake' enough of it." -
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As we went out the fences were lined with tourists with clicking

- cameras and poppas holdin'g'up their children saying, 'er'. President,

Will you shake hands with my little boy ?"

Then we drove By the bank. Iam feally‘quite proud of it, I

am getting ideas about pictures'of this paxt of the country that we might

' hang on the walls.
And then on to the Sharnhorst where we were luck y enough to
see three bucks, all traveling together. I wanted so much for Jean and

"

\ S
our own, our native land, to

. N ) ‘

. Heidi who had been truly appreciative of
see some deer. But it was hot and they were all lying down in the

shade. So I felt it was a real coup to suddenly come up on three bucks.

Back\homé for lunch_'v-- and I hoped a nap would follow. . But

Lyndon these days seems determined to fill each one to the full. | Some

inner urge keeps him going on and rest ié not iﬁ'him -- not rest as I
o : : , :
So afte‘r iunch,l txl'aveliéx‘g :4@:’1.‘.the heiicopté_r," But met bsr éais - _.
‘thé 'S'e:c.fr‘et Se;»'vviic.:e '-v- é.t the 's_po'ts-we StOppe‘d> -);‘)e wet;?: with A W -
'fir‘st"tb ”3,Sp1"ings“ -- my first i;eal 'exbloz;atién of "3 .Sbrmgé", a.hci I
shall nét forget it. The river is swift »and clear and fumbling over |
rocks, -- the wide reck béd as vth-ough sc;me giant had strewn aroun'd :
b,ouldérs-ét-w{ll. '?It was a gia.;-xt“‘_-..,-' ia‘.g‘iant of water: péwe_:; -

Jean was frankly scared as I have been so many times traveling
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in that Lincoln over Whaﬁ vyasn'.t rea..lly.a r'o_a.d‘, "burf a narrow precipitous
river-éide patﬁ. . .
o -A. W. and 1 stopped and walked on up to see the 'swallov‘/s' nest
.ﬁhi'léi‘:]'.'ean anci I—ieicii clirhbed'out on the rocks and pﬁt their feegt‘in thc‘e‘ ‘
cool,.r“swift wate'r.v |
The cliffs are rather soft, chalky'lirhestohé -- rise high, almost -
~ bending out above us like a shelter)mé.king a shadow in-which' we wglk.ed._
.Ove_rhangin-g the fop, therg was a. huge cactus or a 'croolggd, rx-wiéshapenéd_
cedar.: It was weird country.l And tﬁen the swailows. .Their ‘sfn'all
nests a‘re made of mud, aB.out the size of a mé.n's fist wi-th a tiﬁy hole |
~only about the size' of a 50-ceﬁt piece in which ti'xe bird enfers. And
they are built é.iong the side of the cliffs 1n c.lusl':'er‘s -;-'dozer;s, .hﬁx.idr.e'ds,'
' grqupedvtoget}vler; on the grouﬁd-aé much evidence of their"occupancy --
droépiﬁgs. . And .on tﬁe lgréund I sa§v flint —-_léts ofl it -- .remé.-rka.bly' .
sharp.. Avn.& it _isl_' inters_pe.r's'gd; intvo‘:_sof‘t,f chalky wall of the cliff‘vsv/hi‘ch:’ -
y'ou. c;é.x;x' practlca.lly cut thh your ;‘u‘ocket knife';w_h_ile’ the flmt is one of ‘t'he |
har'dé’st. suﬁstan_c“evs I've met in nature. Thié must have.‘beeﬁ a happy |
hunting gfound fc;r the Indians once -- gxiea.t ‘a.rr_c.)w headé they wouid '
~make. |
The ',first cdlbny of .s{;vallov:-ré' ne'sts'vwa.sv siléni, de'se.rted; Theyj.
‘had raised théir families,a‘;ndA "flo:w:n‘.' "_I"he next one -- only a_fe‘w"ya.r,d's_v‘ .

a.Way -- was alive with chirping and noise and shrill cries of excitement
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and flutter of black wings - hundreds of them. Itwas a sight to see.

"A. W. who knows so much about nature could not tell me where .

o thej came from or where they were going -- just that they come each

year at about the same time to this same spot as far back as he .

remembers.
Onx the way back I found a new flower that I did not recognize --
yellow -- and I want more things that bloom in July. So little does.

We went on to the Nicholson and drove around. I was wondering

_ what Jean must think of this white Lincoln on non-existent pasture'

roads. '
And then to the Coca-Cola Cove over a new road for a rendezvous

with the big boat. This was a device to escape encountering an armada.

at our own boathouse at the Haywodd. ~Also so we could have some safe o

" skiing without traffic hazard or a gallery in the quiet little cove.

We met for the first time the owner of the place, Mr. Tennison,

- and his wife and child. Feeling a little crimson in the face,.']f than‘ke'd.

' . them for"letti'.ngl us land there“and use 1t A.. 'W.' had aéked their ra.nch"f :

foreman sometime before, ‘but we had never met the boss.
It was still'_blistering hot, and I in a dress realized the amusing
truth that I must never walk out of my house at the'Ranch, no matter =~

where I think I'm’ going',v unless I've got everything in my very own hands

or o.n my body that I will need all day long -- such as.a bathing suit and
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"~ a cap and some sun oil. All of that remained in the helic0pter some

‘place back. .

~ The Bill Heaths joiried us and the Will Davises and the 'I‘om
Millers. A boat had brought them down from the Haywood And a
newspa.per man na.rned Sid Dav1s and his w1fe and very small, very

sleepy son and John Chancellor of NBC came w1th Bill M0yers and Buzz

and George Re'edy in a car to meet us there.

*Lyndon, for all the world,ée proud of the new fast boat as Luci

is of her green' Sting Ray -- took:all z:of the pretty ladies he could ga.ther --

Jean and Mary Jo M111er and Mav1s Heath and will Dav1s' w1fe -- by turns

for a r1de -- gean g1v1ng us an excellent demonstratmn as a water skiier.

"And later he took the men -- several at a time wh11e I.clung»happily to th.e
' 'big boat a.nd. the shaded uppér deck télking to Mavis_ “Piath abéuf hér_ frip
to the‘Q;ient, . And to George 'Reedy.abo’ut ..somegt"hing serious and sad , -
‘that worries me.. He's hﬁving f:%du_i:;lel with his feef. He will havg té.,

‘leave to have an operation. He wants. to go to Mayo. It will take two -

months. And it may or it_ma.yi not be successful. It has been
excruciatingly painful for mént__hs. 1 flinched to think of.George‘ asa

very old and kindly natured bull in a pen, the daily object of t_hé sharp

darts of a host of rather brutal.picado:i-s. He's comjuered a lot, He

must have lost 50 pounds this last year or more. And he does not drink

at all. He féels like he's at his ropes end and will leave for this operation _
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just as soon as Lyndo_n gives the go .signal on som ebody for a Press

K Seeretafy.' 'Lyndon had spoken about Bill Moyers'.

And I talked to W1ll Davis who is gung-ho on h1story -- on John 4
Connail)t 's plan to let the world know about Texas, to brmg tOU.I.‘lStS, L
to put on the map anythmg we have of hlstotlcal eignificanc'e. I wanted_ |
very nench to talk about the _1:_>rit:h honse in a_.way that rnight bt'ing: |

something to happen but didn't knOW how. ‘

We drove back to the Haywood in two boats and a beaut1ful

tw111ght sky with pink powder puff clouds and a s:leer, almost half.,o_-/

moon getting br1ghter. And the lake was still dotted W1th sa11boats -~
white and red and blue and orange ea.lls --' 80 gay.

" The Billy Baileys were waiting for us at the Haywood, and |

- we had dinner on the patio -- about 24 of us. - two NBC men --

Mr. Northshield and another one had joined us there -~ small Iutious V. .

| 'steaks’and garden ‘-ve.getables'.;:' )

1 had telephoned horne to tell them to take a roast out of the

: deep freeze to add to the dmner when the grOup expanded But no, .

they d1dn't need to. Iam c_onstant_ly amazed at the good humor, . the. |

efficiency, the industry of Jarnes and Mary and Gertrude and Filippinoe --
~all of the people that take care of us because we do lead 2 most unusual

- life.
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Then affer dinner we went in vthe living room and saw a rough
.cut of _é dc.>curn.entary that NBC is chloing.. The working 'tvitle is ""A
President.'s Cduﬂtry", .and I hope tha't'rema...ins the ‘finished title.
" John Chancellor warnéd Qs.ﬁefqre beginning this was a rougﬁ B
version, there -Qould b‘e some cinr cér;ections, this w;.s or;ly‘, about

a third of the shoté they had,’ narratign would be put in and music.

But what we saw was absolutely thrilling and out of this world. There

W_éré th_é na._tilve éounds of gurgling water and shﬁlliqg birds and even
humming bees é.nd rﬁstling leaves. And thnghvit had bee_r} made in
about mid-Juné, ba‘.nd the height of the season had been about mid-April,-
they still had éno;gh of the 1§§e1y wild flowers -- the 'g‘reat} variety —-
red and .yellow and piﬁk #ﬁd whivte _;nd orange \a>nd_' blue expanse of éoﬁntleés
acres - sinali ‘lit,tle nooks m between the fbc:.':ks. |

It thrilled us all, Ilovedit. I c_:an‘ oﬁly think fh;.t however -thébv o

one I'am doing about Wa.shixigtdn into which I put so much effort, however

/it turns out, how can I compare it with the one that is about the country

1 1§vé." :
We said éoodbye and'helicoptér;ed home -- a little late tongghf --

after 11:00 -~ pleased that we had shown Jean, eme of our favorite people

~ of Austin, hoping she had liked the'_country we liked so much; and feeling

”.r.e'anyiso fond of her and Heidi. Lyndon had told her 1n his abéolu'tevly';f?w R

gtraightforward fashion that sometimes makes me cringe a bit that he




MEMORANDUM

7(2,_;_ R e THE WHITE HOUSE

N ’ : WASHINGTON.

Monday, July 5, 1965 | " Page9

wanted her to help on our beautification'program. Perhaps rather
~_startled after only half a second éhe ‘sai-d, "Why, I will be glad to.
- What can I do?"

S It had been one of the best days we'll ever know, one that I

| hope sends Lyndon back armored for the week ahead. " I think I do not

remember three successive days at the Ré,nch with such a minimum
of calls from McNamara and McGeorge Bundy and Deé.n Rusk --
just one or two that I overheard. Briefly the world has stopped to

take a breath. And Iam grateful.

}:,,.\




