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;It r e a lly  began at 12:05 a . m . w ith us arriv in g  at Randolph 

and changing to the Jetstar  bound for the Ranch. We w ere  there by 

12:30 but w ith the fep ling of r e le a se  and self-ind u lgen ce,. I w ent to bed  

with a book and read until 2:00.

• . Friday, was a lazy day - r the soj?t that com es at the end of intense  

work for a good while and enough feeling of accom plishm ent to drift a im less ly  

without a pricking co n sc ien ce ;, So I  slept late, and dressed  in pants around 

10:00 and went out to find L yndon in the car; : Arthur and Mathilde and ^

Daphne Krim ̂ had spent the night with u s ^  It was much too late to go to their

" .. home.  ^ n d  we a ll/ro  around in the balmy; intoxicating spring air; It
:- x :;  . ■ " . v " ■ ■ 7 -  - ' '  ■ -

a lm ost seem s as though the sunshine does not know the tragedy of the land.

: The sky i s  b righ t blue and the sun golden and the tem perature in the 70 s,

’r isin g  to about 80 ,iri m And there' s that intoxicating fee lin g  of Spring - -

the w in e -lik e  quality in the a ir . ; But<the land is  parched and a«fr^ T here  

i s  no, touch of, green  anyw here. ;:We have had only about an inch of ra in  s in ce  

the la s t  o f Septem b er. : It is  approaching a desperate record  of d ry n ess .

^A. doesn't rem em b er a time  in  th e  7 years of drought' when the »  w inter . .

o a t s  didn't have a t lea st enough m oisture to come up. I  

. ; though we feed them cakes and hay. And at the West Ranch they are dying.

We rode until 1:00, but it was oppressive to see the Country and 

blissfu lly  relaxing to be at home.'
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A. W. joined us. We sat down to a full table and ranch talk about 

1:00. And then I went to sleep . Lyndon too took a long n ap. But he was 

up and gone when I awoke about 5:00.

I found Luci and the two of us walked a lo r ^  the Park road, down 

past the"* dam’and O riole's and grandpa's house and a il the way to the cem etery . ; 

Luci is  obviously plump now, but her closet as stacked with the m ost  

. adorable m aternity clothes which she w ears as though sh e'«■» participating . ■

. ■ . in a ,style show. ' She is  b lissfu lly  content,, fee ls  m a rv e lo u s,. ia doing her . .

■ = "thank yous" relig iou sly , and is  making saodc zero progress over finding -
 ̂  ̂ V

. a m aid or filling  up the gaps in her furniture.  ̂  ̂ .

.About 6 :00, Lyndon and J esse  picked us up and later A. W. joined

us on the Lewis arid we rode around until dark drove us'in,' looking with the ■ " ;

- o v erseers  eye ifet at the sheep and the goats - -  the fen ces, the feeder pens,

. the tanks - -  rem arkably enough there is  s t ill plenty of water to drink. '
t " i. : i- • •- v'i'"- • *''V '"V,'.

-y .The lem on- yellow sunsets of winter are already changing to the 

brillian t minihued ones of Spring and Summer with the soft pink puff clouds ; 

from  the after-glow . v , ■ ' - '",

:,The earth is  not beautiful now, but the drama of the sky offers i t s e l f

• instead. That is  the way it is  in the W est. !

■ A little  past 8:00 we went out to m eet the Jetstar from Washington 

which had Lynda arid Betty Furness whom Lyndon had named to a job concerning | 

consum ers, and M rs. George Christian aboard. And then in to dinner with 

J e s s e and A. W . and Joe Califano and Mar i e, Mary and Jake. Everytime
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I look at Jake I get sad. We are going to m iss  his cheerful laugh.

And P at arid Luci w ere beam ing on one side of Lyndon. We had just 

gotten word that Paul  D resser  had been wounded in V iet N am . That 

probably meant that he would be sent home.  ̂  ̂ v . •

■ : Still in  the som nolent mood of the day we went to bed early, after  

I had taken Joe and B etty Furness and a secretary  down to the Cedar 

house. Sometime I m ust sleep  m yself in every gu est aaods bedroom .
•O' ' --- ,r-  •. '  ,• <:• . . . .  •• •. •: -i.-'-; • : •

Only that way w ill I find out about a ll the things that don't work.  r v : - v   ̂  ̂

' A day like today was benison. A month like today, would be slop

and stagnation. ' "
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