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An early annual event, the Congressional Wives Prayer Breakfast. -

I was up before seven, dressed and ready to go with Lyndon by 7:30. This

is one of the days in the year that Liz would like to strike from the calendar,

but I, perhaps it is my Karnack raising, find comfort:;.ng and substantial.
And if the veneer of sophisticatioz{may have acquired in the last 20 years,}/
makés mé look at it with son‘newhat'questionixig eyeé’, it is the other side,
the old-time religion({hat plainly wins out, |

There were nearly;s. thousand women in the Blue Room, spreading
out i_ﬁto the lobby beyond. Natalie Grant (it's nearly always aSou;herner‘)
was the Chaix;man, and Mrs. Norman Vincent Peale was the main sﬁeaker. |
I hopé I take a lesson from her book.b A la_rge part ofvher spe‘ech was three
stories - {rignettes - that told her n;)essage better than any series of nebulou;xs

words could have done.

It was here that I learned that Muriel had qujlyély slipped.off to join

Hubert. She was supposed to do the Scripture reading, but someone

substituted for her. Ilooked around the full room, wondering what was .going
on in the mind of Mrs. B. K. Nehru, a Hindu, I suppose; and numerous

Catholic wives from the Diplomatic Corp, who were present, headed by

Mrs. Sevilla-Sacasa; because this is a pretty protestant affair.
. /,v . .

1was glad they were all thé:e. Besides the Congress and official

Washington, I heard that Presidents of the Jaycees all across the countryy o -

had been invited, their way paid by some Foundation. And also a sizeable

continget, more than a hundred, I believe, the Presidents of Student Bodies
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headed foohshness on campuses these days” Iam glad»ﬂ«n?s W‘Ev‘

We flnlshed before the men, so we f111ed in the time with songs;—;:th
old hymns)\_a-;l’ci my Methq@ist raising in Karneck came rolling back to me
with the words, somewhere in the 'reces”s'es of my rpind, of“Onw‘a.rd,‘ Christian
_Soldiers’: and\\Wha.t a Friend We Have in Jesus,ﬂ and “Sweet Hour of Prayerl/-
'til finally the men, Lfnden. ‘Billy Graham, Seﬁator Carlson (who heads the
mens .group) arrived in aiflur.ry of excitement.

I liked the line from Lyndon's little talk wher.e he recalled ™gy the
wisdorm of Abraham Lincoln, when he said, ''I have been driven to my knees
many times by the overwhelfning conviction that I have no where‘ else to go.
My owz;x wisdorﬁ and that of all about me, seemed insufficient for‘the day. "

‘ Billif hed sa1d he had been resting, and reading, and studyihg all |
winter but was now ready to start on the road again, o
Then I went on to my Spanish lesson, Mercedes I%%Jg‘cs(gtarted haviné

them at her house once more, in January, and I have missed only one. °

i ' ‘ :
Bethgne Church, Grace Dodd, Abigail McCarthy, June White, Ann Celebrezze,

and I meet at Mercedes'® for two .hoursﬂevery Thursday., Drink good, strong, .

- o
black cofiee, talk what must be usually awful,,but happy and excited Spanish, -
and learn a little bit, with la—-p-repa-eera-; .Senon{_Lopez-Maguire. It's my own
two hours - nothing else entere my mind - it's my specié.l self-indulgence - -

|

Ilove it. It exercises a different set of muscles,’in my brain, and sheds
a sort of light on the rest of the day.

~ Back at the White House, I worked with Ashton. And then had another -
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hour With Mrs. Provenson, io the Queen's Room; onAthe'DenVer speech.

| Just a day or two earlior, I had gotten word that a portrait had been

done of me, from photogra.phs, by Mrs. Ph111p Barry, widow of the play-
one of

erght who wrote The Ph11adelph1a Story, done foy the rooms at the
her

‘Womens Democratic Club, and would I see for a few minutes, and the -

portrait_:, to see if there were any suggestions, perhaps changes, that she -
might r?:ake? - It came as a stunning, aod not comfoftable surpr;ise. I

khew nothing of it or of her, and a portrait is a terribly.personal business,
but of couﬁ:se, _I wouid see-her. And when sho a?ri&ed; I was very pleasantly
.felieved_! She v?as a cfzarrning woman, and there was much' to like about

the portrait; the impressionist approach, lights and shadows of yellows aﬁ)

all tones, and'greens mingling in togethe'r. The White House and the Capitol

 like fairy structures in the background My halr, Iléhought, looked very nice,

and the eyes rather nice - and the nose, unhapplly, just 11ke rny nose 1:29_1_<§_.
From there on down; mouth and chln, were not good; or the blurred, o
indecisiye, sort of apologetio lookize, and.the jaw too wide. I told Mrs.
Barry I would be very happy to'devote as muoh'time to .it os she hé':rself
w"ould-in an effort to do the very best we oould, to leave éomething hax;éing :
on the ‘;vall at the Womens Democ?atic Club,Athat would.b? a credit to us botlh.v

She worked it out in 30 minutes and we planned to meet again.

She gave me copies of twoof her husband's plays.
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It had been a constant rat-a-tat of.people and ‘ileed to measure up:‘ 80
I wéntI to lie do&n and rest awhile, and turn on the TV and watch General
Taylox;, and felt iike cheering for him, as though I were at a football game.
His manner so coﬁ.rteous, his replies so concide; he sounded so on top.of‘ '

the situation and like someone I .could trust,

Conversely, Bill Fulbright sounded philosophical, meandering and

muddled. And Senator Wayne Morse, nasty. v

Liz and I had another go at the Alabama séeech. I'm doing it with the
end of my wits, at the end §f the day, and it shows it. TheseAperiods of
gestatior'x on speéches/a/re so painful thiat I think even Lii is going to> be
curéd of Wantipg to get me to say yes to speékingvengagements.

Finally, feeling rﬁentally exhausted, but bhysically hungiy fdr exercise,
I went over to the bowling alley Ey my’self, not even trying to g‘et_~s§meone

on the spur of the moment, and made the highest score I've ever made in

my life - 183! And then another game - 154; and‘then stopped mi&—way-of
the third game because the League - fna.de up of the janito"rs and the people
Who work in the EOB, had been waiting on me several minutes, for the alley.
And alﬁsq,A pecauée in the theaire, my next bii: of work on my film was waiting
for me, |

Quiet, soft-spoken Sifnone.}r{eat me there, and we had a drink thle we
checked out the dia.logué)én one more of the old movie.s, about 1954, I

believe it was, before putting it in the can, for whatever use it may be in

the future,
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But Iwas interrupted by a call from Lyndon. He was upstairs, would
I come,f I dashed. WeAh‘ad dinner a little before nine,‘ and were in bed in

time for the eleven o'clock news.

The New York Times had a story abdut a vest pocket park, where, in

"a sylvan setting, the Franklin National Bank would have a small branch

s

bank, both/\its.custdmers and the public, on a site that had been a solid

concrete parking lot.

'Eithexr it's catching on or I'm just learning to rea.d.I
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