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Tuesday; September 20, 1966-, was one of those extravagantly

full days. It begah at 7:30 with coffee and dressing and then Jean

“Louis for a shampoo and set, and then Mrs. - P{gwg/uggﬂ) R
" to practice with me on my speeches for about an hour and a half,

.Then _over to Liyndon's office for a last goodbye and pictures and on

to the National Airport for as reriga.rkahle a ﬂight as any Amdrican'

‘ Airlines Jet ever had. Including some 63 passengers, press, ‘photo-

graphers, Sﬁe&hWMagnm 2, fashlon models, 40 d1fferent

outf1ts for them to wear, Secret Serv1ce, staff and_me, and my

Seed ‘INCZ frmom the White‘ Hoﬁse _Lawn. All we lacked was

. ' Caii : ' _ :
a beagle, I sat with-Sakh Magm’.g, Lyndon's good supporter, Adele

Simpson's brother in law - a very successful business man -- and

heard how he had expanded his father's one store into an extensive
chainex/ all catering to the bright young woman. -

" It had been vgray and raining in 'Washington'.v At 15 minutes

out were were in clear bright sky, and then the fashion show began,

v together w1th cocktalls for everybody', a.bsolutely unlque of its kind

with- the g1rls czxx changmg in a spa.ce the size of a telephone booth

~ and the clothes pure California, 1fai1ging from vynil sheathes,‘&z

ekirts, and earrings as big as golf balls, and pant suitsx and metallic

gold stockings, to'a few well tailored gray suits,r and a .srr_lashi'ng

red, white and blue outfit by Bﬂlw that I would like to have had.
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And evening clothes -~ one called the ':Yellow Rose of Texas.

Later I read where one of the newswriters in describing all

aboard had said "And Mrs. Johnson's own i.mpres:siye wardrobe, "

Well that"s another f1rst}

There were lots for Lynda Blrd and Luci to ]:oixx 1ove, but

- mnot for me.-

We had an extravagantly elegant lunch -- rnany horsd d'oeuvres
and then a shri.mp bisque, salrnon soufﬂe, and your choice of - -

£111et m1gnon or lobstear Newburg, and then a pmeapple mousse E

- Sierra (?) w1th champa% Since it was a f1ve and one- half hour

‘and -
flight, lbmxx a very long time untll any dinner, I ate self—-mdulgently

~and then happily slipped inside a little curtained off area where about -

t_Wo seats had been turned into a bed for me, read my speech cards °

and dozed.v

'And some 3000 m11es later, and already evenmg ~-To clock
o

my t1me ~ -yghonl arrlved at Hamllton A1r Force Base But it was

only four o'clock California tirne, and just‘ the beginning of our |

wu;e,( aéz,«/ Bm It was unbehevably beautiful weather, and '

- there was Governor Brown and Berne1ce at the foot of the plane : :

and a small crowd of some 500 people. The Governor welcbmed me

and I made a few remarks e:@laining mﬁ% I was there, dellghted to

see some of- the proudest possess:lons of this state, the magmﬁcent :

/.
seashore, your great opera, your scenic h1ghway, pralsed Gov. Brown
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and what he has done for beautification, conservation, in calling

his own state conference and the $150, 000, 000 bond issue for -
parks, im“statewide competition for excellence in design. There

‘are so many things labeléd California -- the front runner in the’

natural beauty movement - and much of it is the result of the

foresig_ht and leadership of this Governor.

O

: o g
And then we were off by helicopter to Point _@_ with

" Governor Brown and .Behi;nie'cé_“ by me explaining the history of the

'region,-' and Stu Udall explaining how it came to be a national seashore.
- Only 15 minutes from San Francisco, it was aworld ,awé,y - -

in mood and vista, the great rolling surf, dramatic white cliffs, and

‘narrow spread of beach, and inland a rural scene of waving grasses

and heie and theré a dairy farm. Sir Francis Drake in his pursuit

of a Spanish galleon is sgipposed tc have landed on this beach to

| ':.Eepai‘r hi’syship. Point & ,:3![{’:5 is called the land that time fox;gdt.".
LT is o Ci."”‘l NAME. : o ‘ -

There was a small crowd. One enthusiastic newspaper

-~ estimated it at 6, 000, but I think it was probably closer to 1, 000

~‘which anothte‘r'péper]c'a'.i‘rie_zd.." Many sch‘ovol children, some wh"ose' -

badges indicated they were members of a conservation group, the

“Auddbon Society, the Sierra Club, and others whose welcoming = .

banners were of a rather bizarre note proclaiming they were members

of the local unibn, carpenters, plumbers, 'bui:che:s and so fc_)rth."




N

' TUESDAY, SPETEMBER 20, _196§-- page 4

We walked up vor'z. an improvised platform, the Browns,

‘the :

- George Harézog, 5id Udallsand I with ‘our backs to the Pacific -

and our faces to the people sfénd;ing in the saﬁd. It wé.s -a brief |
| ‘cere’mony, jthe ﬁloéf drax;na.tic part of which by all odds .was th.e' '
--fﬁm rhythmic roaR of thé surf‘ as it ;‘rabshed in behind u.s.v

vacée'nt‘ing' every few sentenéés; | | | |

B I rafhé r 1ii<e'cr1 my speech, I talkéd a’béut what a nati.dﬁal

‘seashore could

o P bt

‘\Abr one of the dominant facts of modern times is that Americans who

| traditionally have been close to the land now live and work fAERéE .

- -farther and farther from natural su‘i-rdundihgs. Every person wants

" a sense of place, and a place where he can be at repose, For many
' many Americans that place of refreshment will be land owned by °

-_ all the people, parks, seashores, refuges 'o_f one kind or another.

- The growing needs of an L}rba‘zllvAmerica are quickening the t,ickvof'.. o

a conservation clock, I us«.J‘the legend of Anﬁéus (?) and some quotes

~from Thofgau, and-pro'babi'yvgot rather fai- afiéld vfor l;ny audién;:e
.Who vwaere» di‘gging their toeé m thg sand.
| An;i”then I ﬁﬁveilired a déd_icaédry _plé.cqﬁe proclavixning,this.'
as a‘glati.onai g/eashore; "l;h‘.e outlines of a‘park sefvicg bhilding ‘v'ver_e

already going up. Tall timbers painted seagreen and plémte'd. in sand

eling skyward. And then for the benefit of the photographers w4 e

mean as a place of peace in the lives of our people .

gy wrlis o
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e o strolled on the beach Gov. Brown and Stu and I, and a great wave -
. W.MM]
came crashmg in rlght behind us, and we d1d a beach ballet deang
before it. |
I.shook hands v:viththe crowd, all quite vhappy and Mxx -b
genia_l - nome of the ugly 'banners yet that I had been lead to‘believe‘\
nvould appear at every Cahforn1a stop. And then we were off m the
: . ’ fond -
Y: .hehcopter ﬂymg back over San Franc1sco and a marvelousjﬁf the -
.‘ Golden Gate Bridge wh1ch,.we circled, -and 1nto Cress‘e)’(‘?) Field,
brief greetmgs from the top off1cers at the f1e1d, and then in a motor- ‘ '
“ B - 'cade to ,the Fairmont Hotel through friendly signs of“welcome and |
( ‘:. Coo a croned lobby w1th the l3rowns up to yolur sulte', v;here there vras
a most breath-taking vlew of the harbor and ships moving in and that b‘
beautiful .,city. spread out below us;
. Then the‘re‘ was 30 ‘minut.es of rest: Inev1tably it gets shortened
:'-It began with 2 hours; it dw1nd1ed A roast beef sandw1ch in bed
time to look at the cards and the many ﬂowers, the Wlne, the fruit,
‘a.nd' then into my flowered brocade sheath covered‘,With ﬂoating layers
of pale green chiffon by George Stav%i:(:;/), a halr dresser into.‘ ‘- .
p11e my hair up on top of my' head in what I hoped would do Justme to
the elegant evening before me.
A little past 8 G‘ov Brown and Berniece and Roger Stevensr
<- | : and the Udalls came by for me. We left for the opera. Gn the‘ way

I couldn't help hearing the chatter over: commumcatmns about plckets
outside the opera house, a.nd when we rolled up top the entrance

T e A e e i e R e 8 e A e e S 3Ly by ko h v e e ot e ke e e e o ey v oot s o1 o+ e
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,thefe they iwere)eh-anting loudly. I was aware of their presence. I
did not look their way. There was an aura of madness, sort of mob
.spvirit.v Later I read tha_t s'orn‘e‘ ofthem c,ar;lecl"babies an<l some
carried';guitars, and most 'of them cal'ried signs that said "Lati}f
-Bi_rd, bring our troops horne now, ' or"”L‘a-dy Bil'd, %eautify Vietnal':n”'_:‘:‘
The}t Were there fo; the television cameras, and they gotsome-of-

" them, but as little as we could manage.

- e e - SRS DR - - -

I walked in with whatever dign'ity and decorum I could ‘manage _

smiling'and speaking to right and left, and declining to be hurried -

. o It _
( . - - to the extent that I could direct the 51tuat10n A&' then we were in-
. < . by -
e~ " side and greeted/our hostess, Mrs, Robert Watt Mlller, and a 11ttle

- later by her husband tall graymg, gallant Mr, Miller who 1s
Presndent of the opera assocxatlon and has been for 29 years.. The
Browns sat in the box w1th us, and Roger Stevens, my escort, and

: hosts : : :
our co-hxtr were the director of the opera ‘and Mrs. , Cw\t.

Adler, and a couple of long-tu'ne Washmgtonlons the John McCones,
were there. He was former head of CIA. And the Charles DeYoung @

T(ﬁgel 2T the publ1sher of the San Fra.nc1sco Chromcle who

hadv been at The White House for the TdvﬂiXpu-sK\i L Award winners
party. AGox'/.. Brown told me on the Way. that the McCnones had already -
C o " _come out for Reagan, and the Millers were, he t;elieved, long tlme |

. : Republiéans,_ 'I"h.at in no way affected the warmth or pleasure of‘ the
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evening and the Millers I found.esp‘ecia,lly delightful. It was very
different from the New York opening. -Comparisons I dislike, but

this one yvas inevitable. The _ope ra house was old-fashioned and

_elegant, smaller than the Metropolitan - almost cozy -~ and there .. ..

were great bouquets of flowers on the ra1l1ngs of the boxes and cI/J.ﬂNé he.z. Mi

balcony, and the opera 1tse1£ was pure melody Fé:a///w 1 %f}/ﬁw ”,

I'never heard of it --~ it was rather 11ke Verdi -- aria after aria,.

liquid, 1ovely; ﬂuid'rnelody, we could practically ignore the most N

. unpromising, ,story. It was about Puritans and Cromwell and their

a confhct bkt*iféki\/ w1th ng Charles of England I have never thought

Puritans were flashy enough to be the subJect of an opera And J'oan

: Southerland whose voice was so beautlful -- she is called the world's

greatest coloratura s;p: soporano -- exquisite instruments. It was
Grand Opera in the grand trad1t1ons and I loved every minute of it,

The audlence I thought came to hear the music ra.ther than

. to look 'at each other, although.there were plenty of piled up hair-dog}'s’

two and three han' pieces, I expect, W1th ha1r dressers rushmg around -

madly all day long Onmne sa1d he had done. h1s first make- up at 9:30

~ _.tha.t mornmg.

Somewhere during the performance..l'erry was beskx bend ing
over my shoulder saying in very imperious voice, "Will you please
come with me right away - you and Governor and Mrs. Brown."

I looked at h1rn quickly, leaned over and said to my hostess, "Mrs.

f M111er will you please excuse us for a few minutes 2 and m»rw,cd /eMrs. S

Brown asking her to come with me and bring the Governor. And the
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’three of‘us wa.lkea pb.t,’ sffolled éalx;nly through the 123by, a.’nd

WéihY to a neighboring box which turned out to be the grandson.

;of éur host. It was the box where Tyler Abell was. ‘a guest, It
‘was all very quief. We stayed for about 20 minutes, and»_the1.1 .
returned to thle Miliérs box.: La?er Isaw _a. sirnple_notice in the
‘paper that we had éaid a \;isit to another bo# durmg the s‘econ‘d» écf. ‘
So, “I éu';_s; ‘wen\:/on .on thv.is one. At;leas-t V;fé-»;&;ereh't ‘conspicious.‘
Mé.ybe they thoﬁght that a gamé of musical chairs is just a part of
Liwhat they aréwsupposed t6 do. | |

Later on back at the hotel Jerry told me he had gotten the

messv.age fron'; £hé YFBI.that a bomb had .been planted and was éupposed
té gé off in our éortion 6f the Opera Hbusé at _9:30.‘ He had abégt |
10 minu.tes to decide .what to do with us -- to takeﬂ ﬁsv b'ack. outc_l'oc.nrls.‘
would only créate cénﬂ‘ls.ion' and alarm. He quickly iocated Tyler ‘s. '
" box and took us over there to the ot.h.er:side of the building._. .He‘felt; ‘_ :
éﬁre, hé said,thét tl.'lei call had.mrxx come fromv some of the pickefs. ‘
outside who had hoped that we would emergev in fear and haste and .
‘.ha\‘re' some w11d éicture. takep; | |
| I er;joyed sit;,ting by Mrs. Mﬂler. She des'cribed'herA years
of vwoz.-kin.»g with the .bper;; Thé whoie audiepée seemed to "regard it
as their oééra. v I-loved the vféeling of the événing. .Dlvlring the second .
ﬁltéfmission, ‘the Millé;s gave aA.b s‘mallkc.h'arnpagparty and .we shéok

 hands with quite a’ few guesté', ‘and at one tlme we‘went'out'side’fo‘z_'
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picttires'. Then when it was over close to twklve o'clock, we went

. back stage. The gentleman eacorting me murmered, "This is your

debut at the opera,' and there it was -- all ropes and scenery and

‘"lights and one had to pick one's way across obstacles.. We met some

of the cast -- the Span1sh tenor Alfredo Kraus (‘7) who had played

FJ an Southerla.nd's lover, not too strong I thought, the really great |

v1111an named Molansky: ( ?), and her f'ather‘_who ha,d been pe rhaps the

best of all, and then Joan Southerland, exhausted after her mad scenes -

‘ and her magnificent, very demanding performance. I had already

sent flowers and notes to the four leadmg people. I framed my de- ‘

- light in the best words I could. They gave me a.scroll for the Pre51-—

dent commending hn'n_ tlor his support of the arts and theo I went out‘
with Roger Stevens and the Udalls and Mrs. Brown. .Trhe';:Governo‘r‘ ‘
had alreadylleft,‘ the,poor mail, to fty-to a Bar Conventiorrto deliver
a speech at da.tvn the next rrrorni;tg._ | |

Then we were back at our suites a little past twelve, only it

‘was about 3 o'clock Washington timé,' excited, exhilerated, Weary.

But there was not a mmute of the" day I would have done w1thout

o sw« ﬂh&é/#é /szd iﬁﬂldalvisﬂ/ﬂqﬁie‘s/-//aﬁsi/
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