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1:';.1 had set the clock for 7:30. But alas for my failing eyesight, . it
must have been 6:30 because that was when it went off. So I got a rather
unwanted early start on the day.?’Z’It came in handy. A few minutes later
Simone called me and told me that Lyndon_ would be; speaking on TV at
8:30. We kept to the legal speed limit, And so it was in hi.s little boyhood
home in Johnson City that I listened to }Eis speech ,én the Middle E.:a_.usi:t, At
first. I thought it was too measured,' slow, | delibezja.t:‘ev_'7 It ne_e-devdm;nt;ré‘ |
drama and fire. And then close to the end whe'n.he-p'éunde'dho.mcla the'.
fact that the pa.rties fo the war must be the parties :to.‘théf pé;ace,: that
the future of the' MiddlieEast must be madé 1n the Middle East and not
planned and impbsed by some outside vas'u.e'r. And tha.t' cafne through loud
and cléar; and I degided that it was really an .artistiéally done spéech.

I thought he looked strong and reliable -- like a leader. You couldn't
have asked mor;{%e—-lrgh&;a—g—},

v " Then I drove on to Johﬁson City where Neva met me a little past
9:00-,. and we spent a d'aly of ciecorating -- making much progress on the
rooms. We mo§ed our bridge table and two folding chairs from m? room
to Lyndon's room to the sitting room, giving her my ideas on rugs and
drapes and wall treatments, and clarifying my own as I went along,

learning from hers, changing some, getting sure about others. And

finally deciding that it would be a good thing if Neva could spend a couple

of hours with Herbert Wells in his shop selecting fabrics that interpreted
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my heart's desire. A decorator is a relation not unlike a maid or a
doctor. You have to know a person well and rely upon them and be in
tune with them. And that doesnt happen over night. ~You have to know
how they live, Né\;a knows us well. - Shé §va.s a great help.

We bafely gtopped for lunch. And then we diéposed of a few
pictures. And abc;ﬁt 3.:00 shev-ieft to drive to Houston. And then I-“s:ei gff
for tﬁe'old Bailey house which now sits in a grOQe of trégs in the Reagan,

sparsely and coldly furnished and inhabited by some of the military. !

- My team of Mr. ‘Ky‘ble‘in é.fx—d Jam es_-ar;d a pickup truck full of pé.intings
went along. And 'Wé- hung énd looked, and with their édvice disposed of
about séven, thex"ie.by B_;ighténing up the ,6_1(; place, along with a few colorful
bedspreads and plan;. fof som e pinup laliii;l;.s‘above t;he beds and fi%);ir lamps. '
by the chairs, |

I was back a:.-tbthe ma.:i-‘r(i house a little before 6:00, got in touchw1th

Dale and rode with him in his pickup truck to:Johnson City on one of our

flower rni;s.sions. I had séén:a gc.)od.stanvd ;)fm%ﬁeld ihtat
belonged to Mrs.i Lee -(—}ree;n- just on' the outskirts of Johnson Clty .Ivhad o o
called her and asked hei‘ if she minded if we harvested some of them,t‘elling.
her the process by which we had done it before on our place. She said

she would be glad to share. So Dale aﬁd I were going to make arrangerhents

for him or Melvin Sultemeier to harvest them in a day or two.
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There were several carloads of tourists stopped at the old

graveyard a.nd in fr'Ont of the house where Lyndon was born as we

‘\_

pas sed in the p1ckup truck. They pagus no mind of course, I wonder

-

if they would have been amazed 1f they had seen the F1rst Lady r1d1ng

- cw

along in a plckup w1th a foreman? 1 th1nk not
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Dale gave.me the news - not surpr1s1ng1y -- that blue bonnets
Thls is

the mark of both' the 1ncreased demand and of the short crop. I told him
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to order 50 pounds nevertheless. They'll probably g1ve h1m a shghtly
: ;:‘ S *4 i T e
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better prlce smce we are such old customers.
L »And then I‘ rode on into Luci's arriving a little before 8:00. We
had a dinner date"with Jess{e -- Luci and Pat and Joe Batson and 1. We

were to meet him at Steak Island which turned out to be a charmmg place A

r1ght on the banksﬁrown Lake with a table by the window where there was
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along the shoré Qur job ié( cut out for us here at home.

Earl and Weeze Deathe were with us, and it was a happy evening
with a delicious steak and gay, easy company.' This is my eighth night
of my stay here in Austin, and what a really pleasant time it has been)

doing necessary work that I like during the day and not hurrying about
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it and feeling that 7’y forever home will be the better for it. And then
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at night sitting around Luci's kitchen table for a good dinner that she

has prepared or gomg out to some of Austin's delightful places like this

o a—b-—b)“‘q

just Youngbloods for fried

chlcken. There has been more real v1s1t1ng with Luc1 than I have had in

e
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yeare P How ea.sﬂy I could slip into living here It's like the Lotusp Island.

I would rruss the, sharp stlmulus of Washington conversatlon. And I might
becor'r_;_e,,_hf‘sbthful, I;ut I think I would enjoy_it. It's like swimming in warm
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water,”™ . .~

; :Jee':ha.e been here since Thursday night. Such a comfortable

person to have around. Everybody relies on him.
I talked to Sirnone and she soundedimx beat /i';he press had been

follow1ng Luci all day takmg pictures of her wherever w she went -- to

the grocery ‘store,; the veterinarian, the drug store -- even into KTBC

where Pat had glowered at them and asked them if they had business there.

'.Ae‘for Luci, she was the least _worried of the lot. Her description
of what happe_ned was really hilarious, Fihelly she rurned to one or ‘her
fol‘lower-s and said sornething'l‘ike this: "Looh. I know you've g‘ot yOur
job to do and I know you've gor your orders and I would be the last one
to tell you that you can't do them or to try to stop you because that's not
my pla._ce. But I think we could get the. sort of picture you want and I
could go about my busivness in peace if you would just tell me when you're

ready and get a couple of pictures, and we would both come out better. "
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She said the young man's jaw dropped or%and he looked at her in

paralyzed amazement and stammered and said, 'I've got my job to

do. I've got orders; f' -And she realized he hadn't heard a word she
ha.d sa;i-d._ So éh_e wéht over it again. And then inCredul.o.us he said,
"You rhea.n yoﬁ Would iet me take a picture of you picking out some of
those c;ns of fboci or éofnet;hirig?" "Yes'", she said. So they did an'_c-l
he went a..v;/ay happy. . Unfortuhately he was succeeded by two othérs
and she had to go through the same process all over again -- wearier
this time and they were ab little m’ore cynical about the whole thi'rxg.
She lives with it with grace and good humor, The same canﬁot
be said bf all the vJo.hnson family all the timé. ,,////
They are eariy evenings here, and I lik‘e that.
We were back at Maclgen Street a little before 11.:00 and to bed
where I am reéding myself to sleep with Tom Wolff's "Of Time and ‘t_l-..;e"’
River".f. I have bé'é;l .strar;ggl{;‘r: éut off from the svﬁft rushing strbe;x;; éf
life in Wéshington.‘ It's beer:i'-'a'x time and pleasant lake ofﬁack Edd'?c --

insulated, calm, aware of the crisis in the Middle East but not caught

up in it.
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