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. Sunday, September 5th

This weekend is the farewell to éummer. _ And w-hat a summer

to remember, with weekends divided bétw een the r_aﬁch and Camp-

Da.vid}
I do not know what subtle alchemy caused Lyndon, who was

opposed to indulging ourselves at Cainp David at first, to start

- going. Whether my obvious enjoyment or the db@tor's earnest

’su'ggestion, but it has been a summer of thé hardest work, and

‘then with .xeekends of the liveliest play with varied companions.. - |

i shall reﬁienﬁber it as our best summer in manj&ears, and I .V
hate to éay farewell to it. | |

| Somehdw‘ suiﬁmer t_imé' gives you a liéense to iié in v‘t-he
hammock, to .be lazy, to read the books srou'd 1_a.id by, to go |
walking 'té j.dentify the ;wildﬂéw ers. Anci then cor#es Labor Day,"

and your grudging conscience tricks you into getting back to

© the desk for_th'et piled-up work. - So this is our last weekend

. with the flavor of summer.

Because he knew I wanted to, Liyndon had said, ‘”Lgt's"

go in to St. David's. The Reverend Sumners is back. " .Ljrncion S

- ‘and Arthur Krim and I found a sizeable part of the congregation

awaiting us’ a.iround thé s'teep. steps of oldet.' David's, \.?vhere _17
was .c-qnfirr.ned in about 1‘932v. | And lé;ter Lynda w';,é Chﬁsten?d’
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Sunday, September 5th (continued)

and then Luci, ‘and theﬁ st111 la#er they Qeré botvh. ‘c:Onfilx_'me;lv.' A'ch‘t.lrc];;' )
with fnany memories for umtle, and very déé,r. .
Homer énd Eloise aﬁdDavid, grbwn'_ tall, zl‘netv_us and walkéd in
- with us. And there at "th‘e door 'was’ Charles Stimnérs, ministexr :Eo:’.~ A
.1.‘nu>ch loﬁgér tha.n 20 yeé,r'_s, that deep, sonorous Qéiée and the sﬁnple ‘

but beautiful ritual was a pleasure to me.

P R GNP

' - Afte’r;wa.rvds'we Qent to the Pari.séh‘i-l‘oiused for é;offeé andIdld
: {\J L double .duty 'sha.kin‘gil.mnds \ﬁith oldtimé friends; J' ud-gervGr.evenonAod |
o and Maftha., Joe Dacey; Dr Walfer P:;'.e.scott .Webb's‘ daughter |
t ‘ | Lyﬂdon'é hé.nci i§ stili bandaged ffom refnbving thé wé.r1':. Andfor |
| the first time, one c;f them wa.s' ‘fvo{und to be mahgnant
| We 'dicvin't; lingér long, and rejoiced to éet béck to'i;he ranch |
ind have a Bloody Mary and lunch a:r_éc}uﬁ,d the pool. | |
| Arthur Krim is“oniev.oflthe most 'p.l'e.a.Lsant, .s'lvrr;;oth, very.

iﬁtelligent and vei-y >easy house guésgthat we have'had all this
summerv.. He and his wife are that ré.re thing, a-cé\;ple that ‘yo_'u o
enjoy both‘equally well. 'And she is .attending a Congres’s <;f '
Chgmists, 'scier.1>tists, in Europe. Itis a co"n_s'ta.,nt sui'prise.tha..t
v tha._ti peauffiflp.l_.wo?n;_n speaks ébouf Si}.‘ :-‘}.a_‘ng\ia.ges, ié:.a'. Ph..r D ,.' “ f
is a 'sc'i.enfislt w‘ho‘ I;ea.liiy‘ ke”e:'p.s é. worklng 's'chet"lvu.leb of a.bOut ﬁyé o
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Sunday, September Sth.(continued) :

" and a half or si# days a ‘wee‘k. doiﬁg reséarch _6n the viruses that cause
cancer. |
I purred With delightltuv:) see 'Lyﬁdon surrounded By Pedple he )
enjoyed so mﬁch. Lovely Eloise, feasir;g' him 'ga.-ily, Homer with his
' Santa ¢1Aus laugh and frieﬁdship tried by time, aﬁd now Artht;.r Kr:.rn
1 céﬁnot understand how .L‘yndon needs 30 little éieejp. What S
~ fierce ,powers*ef ene-rgy‘ pbw_é;ghini, a;nd why don't they btl;rn’lqw
some time? | o |
After lunch I in-sisted tha.f a.nir'bo’dAy‘who wanted to lgé\}e éa‘rly_ |

dosoandl was going to take a good long nap.  It was five when I

'ar'oused'myself and located Lyndon's cousin Mamie Allison. She's | Lo

~ visiting their old home.,.l and we 'ha‘,d‘ asked her to go with us She' i
"~ and 1 and Mar_ie went to the H_é.ywodd to join Lyndon, the Timrn--l | -

,‘ berry's' and Arthur. o | |

-~ And somewhere albnglthe way Y'I“om é.ﬁd Mary J(; Miller -

and Je.ssve aﬁd, of cbufsé, Ma.:fie aﬁd Vicky and Jack Valenti
' wei'é w.ith.us., We étqpped at the b.ea.v.ch house 1n the hel-icbp'ter', '
much to tl.lve‘ delight of barefoot children who cé.me running't;)
‘éee 1t land, _foll;awed by ca..rl.oa.ds. of féfmilies whé spen& their
- weekends in the Lake -houses. | It~was M'émigfs-firgt _ridé: in_‘a..” -

helicdpter and she ‘\vﬂas thrivlléd,‘ and I was thrilled that _Lynddp. '
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Sunday, September 5th (continued)

had thonght to ’asl‘c he_lr'. . The evening -.rn.ust be a 'cha_.nge of paoe froxn
h'er iife of teaching school and c‘a.ring‘ for'e. husba,ndv'who, a.ft.er two
sttfol_{es, conld not speak ot' .recognize her.

‘I couldn't wait to get into»my bathing »suit and swim across

the Lake. The water was warm and smooth as silk véhen I started,

 but I was grateful for the Secret Service boat, because we had

dra.wn an armada, varying from little one -passenger sail boats

-like an eggshe11 to speed boats that circled around, shattering
- the calm of the ‘twilight Lake. Butin my safe little lane, formed

by my convoy, I s1mp1y headed for the other shore.

It soon became ch0ppy, 1mposs1ble to lie onnxy ba.ck a.nd
ﬂoat anth the wind mak1ng little whltecaps that went plop, plop
over rny face. But 1t4g'1ves me such a sense of self-mastery, : of
strength. ~_and of being able lto c0pe nvith my enviro_nme'nt. A long
switn is like'.a shot of adrenalin to me. B |

The people who own'the house atc:ros.s the river were on
their porch, ‘looking a.tlm'e' with eome a.mazernent.' I 'raised up '
and said, "I h0pe you don't mind us hovering' a.round your wharf "‘

swam to the1r boat la,ndmg and touched 1t. a.nd then, hke a ch11d - ' _ R

.v PlaYmg base, turned a.round and headed back across the Lake, 3 e , '
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Sundé.l, Sejptember 5th {continued)

 which seemed forever, till I reached the big boat on the othei- side,

and, mindful of my two-piece bathing suyit‘ and all the watching evyes,

found the _sheltered side to climb up on.

It was one of our happiest evenings. Lyndon was in a gay

mood, belaboring Tom Miller for not running for the City'C()uncil,:

really trying to get him to.  He still tells the sagd

of Mayor Tom Miller and his 25 Yea;:s ‘and we are a.lw‘aysv wanfing

" someone élse to fit the mold."

Arthur and Eloise and Jesse, everyone, were festive and

happy.' And I took great pleasure in pointing out to Arthur Krlm

the delicious tender steaks that were frdm the ra.nch, the corn
" (Lyndon's favorite of everything) from our fields , and the okra
still producing from the little gar‘den. Something of the pioneexr -

still lingers in those of us who get a glow -of satisfaction from

saying, '""What is on my table éame frdrri my la.nd..”'j. And, of
course, the_étonewall p‘eAafches. for deséert, alt#ough the last
of'tlrix.e‘seascl)n, but we 1o§e to éxpla.in ‘to all cdﬁers from afz‘a,r'v
that this is the best peach éoﬁntry in Te;ca.s, é.nd prov;e it with

peaches and cream, peach cobbler, peach ice cream, and

; on'g'e, when Liz or Bess w1th their flair, put a big :peéled o
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Sunday, September 5th (co'ntim“led)

"peaclll ina :.Bré.ndy Napolec;ﬁ'_yvii_:_}_; a.lump of sugar én_@ covt‘ar'ec;'l-_:v'tt ;:v‘ith‘
champa.gfle'.v o
, Lynda is at Cgmp'bgvid with bave andiAé;_young ma.rri;ed.qouple_,
;.>.r‘<:)bva.b.1y"her'1ast chance f‘o_r_._fgl}i_s“_ year. I Ibok' forﬁard to her ieaving o
| lil;e an amputation, »l:;ut it is Beét. She needs t6 bevi‘ndepe.ndent.
"?" ’ It_wa.s a'piﬁaéant.,..,,;liappv événing, oneof~ ghe—bestofthe

'_.siuvh‘rner. And early to bed. ..
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