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.. them -- just a sort of a little experiment for fun, .
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I was like a child in a éandy‘store fushmg greedily from counter to

counter for some of everything goo’d'.' It was my last full day of rr_xy‘ week at

_the Ranch,

I woke up early. Always now I wake up early.. About 7:00. Marvelous
as it has been, sle.ep has not been one of the del.ights‘ of this week. '
_. I went over to the DaﬁFz to my 80 acrevs and walked the circufnférence

of 1t to check on how Melvin washafﬁresting the wild flowers -- as a mixed o

‘mulch we call.it. . He's on his fifth truck ‘lo'ad thig r'r;oi‘jning.'-_ Last j'rea.r we got-

only three truck loads, and it was a smaller truck bed too. "_I‘he'y finishéd_.
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the ﬂunway and wereworklng on the rocks ) I t“}Aldt"ight peiﬁabé' ﬁérWa.-"é_‘; "h;rvest‘iinég’ B
‘a little bit closely but only another Spring will tell whether nature was prodigal

| _enoug‘h to leave a full boﬁnty‘qf seeds.

Melvin 1s intelligent and seems interested.

We went to the rocks where the great white spires of the yucca are

' bgginniﬁg to bend over with age.

Clarence's pedometer showed 1-3/4 miles.

While I lunched at the kitchen table -- msmsms scrambled eggs and bacon

" and grits -- my appetite is ravenous here’ -- Dale Malechek sat with me and

we wound up all my side of the Ranch Busin'esAs.‘ They'll put out thé blue bonnet

seed now on the east side of the runway and half of the rocks and the burned
over spots on the Dantz. Now is the way réai:u‘l'e does it)in June. In September,

when the 'Highway Department instructs you'to 'plarlt we will sow ‘th'e'.f'es't'of.
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Befdi'é lunch, I had canoed as far up toward Ernest Hod’ge_s as I coﬁld. '

Finally you come té shallow water and rocks'And th_eri back alylAthe' way to the

- da;mo."

Woe

T.alylor. and I in the red canoe - I)atvleast) enjOY'iI:lg the sunshine .

and the pull on my muscles and éurveying Clarenée's_duck population -- quite -
a colonybf'white p;ﬁ;;ziucks, a most ugly Mus'covy',» an'imperi‘all Chinese with

- a heartjr }nanner, a Canadian wild ',gobse that flew in to keep them company, .. .. .

in the 'ixﬁjcubé.vtor.
- ,}.I_;p;-a'.,t.,_'the-t‘enée the ;tpurists,,a'r_ld the came«r_,asﬁha,d_‘be,eni thiek;a-:-f‘ewi_.mir'mtés -gy;
- 'agol._be{g;e 1started. I did not look that way and tried to imagirie that I ‘was

“invisible,

Weeze Deathe joined me in the afternoon and we went down to the old

Sam Johnson farm house while I tried to do a scenario for the host'e'sxses' who
- will come to keep it open for one month this summer probably, '_ﬁsing as roy
~guidelines whatever mood I could invoke by sitting in the room remembering,

“looking at Lucins® notes on the inventory and trying to edit out what part might

from New ierseY. |

Lyr;don called me. Lynda Bird apparently is having a very bad time in

Spain with the press -- not so much the Spanish press as the American press.

He saw her voxil TV saying, "_Ba.sté.nte!' No rﬁé.s!" Apparently it does nd'gOO_d. .

several méllé.ids, and a flock of small ddcklmgs that Clarence has just hatched '
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really be interesting to the school teacher from Idaho and the f‘amiljhrv of all ages -

‘He had tol‘dAr'ne befqrve )laughingly_)thé.t they‘ didn't. know _shé kne'w‘ sc;A_mgch"JS,paniS,ﬁ‘—.,H'. B
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~had suggested earher that I would send h1m down and that Mamle m1ght help her o
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Tney predict her every m0ve1;nent; They stick liEe burrs. .:'

. I.naa cailed Mr. Pike to come ont. _.H'e end I a‘nkd 'Weeze took_.t‘hebrl-ﬁg‘
s‘ampiles and fabbr’ic samples and drapery samples ‘and Worked’.‘ont slev;erallgooa ‘
schemes for Oriole'e house, Jessfe had ‘forbad}fne -i-t—weeié’take. her more - =

than one‘Choice. He says "'You will néver get it settled’”. But a woman wants

to choose the environment she lives in even if she is old and helpless and has v v v

no money. So we took our several choices down and Oriole and Mamie 'pondered"'

‘and thought. Meanwhﬂe I had gotten Mr. Klein down to hang up p1ctures. 1
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= to- deczde ~where. to put them, ~ She had told me with asper1ty,' oGk hen} young

Lady, I've got Just as good taste as she has, and you too for that w e e

‘ 1 applaud her spun‘k. I know of no one who needs sympathy, company, .
vand kmdness more than Or1oie. | |
One of the stars in Lyndon's crown is going'to be for his ;elatiouship witn -
he: these last ten years -- generous of hear‘t'and‘ money and attention, snort- '
tern pered of her childish inability to'cope with life.. 'But .in the tinal essence, |
respectfui. . | | |
| I'went back vto' rny job- of scenario ‘&riting.'at the old Sam Jonn.s'on farm
house. | | | | |
And at long last .thevbiog decisions were rne.de -;- gree‘n rug, green andvyellow

drapes, and bnght colors w1th red in the cha1rs. And probably d01ng ovexfthe

sxkix old mission oa.k chalrs that she had used £or sO many years
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- where to put a sign in front of the old Sam Johnson farm house, where to run = ...
" “a driveway from Oriole's housé’to’the Cedar house in order to keep the maximum .|

‘expanse of green and.the fewest crossing roads, -~ . o oo o0 o T

the five-day old moon was 'bright' silver in the live oak trees and not a cloud

‘i_nh the slﬁy.‘ )
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The .day was dfawing to an end, Oriolei and Mamie é'ame ilp ahdijoined

us in the front yard for a drink wh11e ‘we watched the approach of sunset on

the river.

Rbf White and Mary and Jessie Hunter cameb. ‘I,sh'owed them LOOK

. magazine with its rath'-er good s:tory‘called,‘ "Mrs. L.B.J. is Texé.si' an_d '

- pictures of the blue bonnet season at its height.

" This is the wind=up of business. Ihad asked Roy-to help me to decide
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My days of sunshine and walkiﬁg are over and it was really back to work,
While we chatted away, Oriole said, "I feel like I'm locked up in a cage

a thousand miles away.- 'Ican't hear a word ybuﬂ 'all say. And I-can't help it. "

It is sad and all we can offer is our_pré'sence from time to time,

Whei'_l'she and Mamie wound up. to have dinner with Mrs. Mé.rtin, I took

~Jessie and the Whites and we rode around in the Reagan, saw the spotted deer

but not the little fawn, and those who have fluffy little white tails thal} 1061; like -

_abbreviated ballet skirts, and once under a feec_lef a group of six -- a big Eng’iish -

buck with huge antlers, obviously the king, I do believe théhig English' red

have at least two little fawns.

We stayed until the?e was'n'l; a ray of light left; and then home to fresh

.. black eyed peas and ,buttermilvkv and roast, and coffee outunder the ,sté.i.js', wh’ére_;;?_‘
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Except'fof a good rain, I couldn't have asked more from my 8-da,y'
: vacatwn at the Ranch
,4(: 1“""-4") : el _ v
(e .els nght person to work w1th And in my never- endmg b1g and 11tt1e

saeam of bu11d1ng things. First it was Max and now it is pr‘. CAnd the_y fill

a very spemal place in my life,

LR VA R T T T T T e




