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It was one of those strange, endless sort of days -- a gray

- beginning and a gray finish. -I drifted awake not knowing whether it was.

the middle of the night or morning.
Lyndon had the light on and was propped up in bed and was |
plowing through his sheaves of memos.

1 _lboke_d at the clock. It was 5:40. I asked him how long hé had

been doing this. He smiled wearily and he said he guessed it was about =

4:00 when he woke up.

~ We talked -- ‘I feelin.g. grsggy Wifh sileép. And he read‘. And
finally we had our breakfast a little past 7:00. And I firmed up my
féelingvthat I must cém e back _tonight. : I'lvAe‘ béen gone too mﬁCh; If
there is nothing at all that I éan do fo; hifn except tovbe there for .

someone to turn over and say something to. That at least is worth

"doing.

I left at 8:30. Bess and I caught the Eastern shuttle to.New York

with my Mexican straw bag full of lists for coming-up dinners, invitations .
‘to discuss. And we used our time well, arriving at the Pierre a little

before 11:00. Robert Dowling was there to meet us in a charming suite --

light and handsomely furnished. He was very warm and said that he

wanted to furnish a suite on another floor that would have the grace

and eleganée that he thought the First Family_' should have, 'a'nd he hoped

we would ﬁse it often. I felt very good.
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‘Adele Simpson cé.me in soon with Miss ‘Treyz'andva rack full
of clothes and '\;ve fitted a gay .red suit é.nd cilose a bright p'ink‘reverSible
‘1ight wool fér next Spring, Ealiced abouf the wed'ding dress without any
firm decisions-- possibly velvet; And then Mrss Sto{ri'Opoulas came
who has made my three elegant chiffoﬁs that I love. Alas, I am afraid
this green dress will not eqﬁal thén;:‘.
" Exhausted, we stopped for ;' steak and some salé.d —-. Adele

and her daughter, Mrs. Raines, and Miss Treyé. "And then later Moili_e
Parnis came in. I fitted ail the fhi‘ngs I had selecf‘;ed‘ eariierth_is year ~--.
an elégant wﬁite evening dr'eé.s with .long‘ sleev‘_es, | aan bought a delicious
rew pink six ,o'ciock dress that looked like a c0nféc't_ion. ' In fact it may |
tﬁrn out to be my wedding dress if Lynda's bridesmaids color is
ha.rmonibus. Iam spoiléd. It's a reai Joy to have clolth.es ﬁade espécially
for me that fit just right by peoialé who care. .Wellk, -at any rate, I shall
enjoy every day of it until we walk out Qf this ofﬁcé, and thén no£ expect
~them _fo do it any more, But I hope they will continue to be a part of my
life -- Mollie and Adele.

| I'\_vas vﬁgh-tir.lg to finish my shopping so that I §ou1d catvch‘the late |
_‘ piane to:ﬁght after the show. | |

1 wen; out.to DelIman's about 5:00, dropping 'Bess off, and b§ught

a couple of pairs of shoes in about 5 minutes‘ﬂat -- rernembering Luci's

pained look -- she had told me on her last visit, "Mother, if I go out and
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select some shoes, would you try them on and may’be bﬁy a pair 7"
And just to annoy her, I said, '"But honey, these aren't worn out yet. "

. The Sam Winters of Austin came in, and we embraced right there

in the étore and thesr told me about a Sundé.y New York Times story a.bout.

'Ed Clark. Great, they said it was.

1 };adv found even before they came that_éll the customers looked
" at me a.nci spoke or smiled. And several came over and put out their
hands and ilntroduced‘ them selvc-_:s.

I was back at the hotel by 5:30 and cul-'ledvup én.thg b.ed exhaustéd
‘with a béok. After é_while Mr. Jack t.;ame, and then Eddie Senz; and.
they began the job of renovafing me for the eveni'ng..' I éonéidér them
both old friends and slip so easily into. reminisceﬁces with the people
we know and Eddie's ).re'ars.working opera é.nd_stage folk.'

Ihad blue point oysters .ahd cracke;s under ‘the dryer ’for my
di;mer. And theq closeA to 8:30 Bess andil lefI; for "I Do, I Do'" with
Mary Ma.rtin. It was a thoroughly delightful fl’ay -- no message,

no world-shaking problems. And as Mary Martin said later, it'sa

sort of nudging play. You keep on wanting to tell your partner, '"Remember

how it was ?'* or "That's just the way it was with Susie and Tom Jones."
Afterwards we went back stage. By now I felt my way through
many a dark, littered back stages. But never to a more delightful

two minutes than this.

e e mia
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We went to Mary Martin's dressing room -- a tiny room 'p.ain.ted
the most a.dorable_ coral -- walls, irug, furﬁiture -~ ‘with a; ceiiing .th‘at -
looks 1ike sort of airy slaps of wood that you miéht have in a trbpical '
climate. There was a single bed, and #ctually a couple of comfortable
chairs. One wall waé-splid mirror. And brilliant afn'd'e'ngaging sti;éhery '
pillows on the bed aﬁd pictures on the'w'éil that mgde it a sort of r‘o‘om
that youv"wouldvlove to stay in.

Ina fnément she came in a flowing gray silk dx;essing g0wn,.‘ |
b;xiably' as champagne. And we .I)Ot;h remembered simlilt:‘a.neouslly ‘the‘
time we had cracked the bottie of cha.rhpégne‘over,th_e first jet flight
to go from Dallas to New York. |

| R;)bert Prestoﬁ c;.‘me in as breezy as he is on 's‘tage. And then -
Mhartin's husband -- Dr. Halliday -- was standing the're.. --.fraii _and gray
and gentle -- as quiet as she isbebullient. He said they wére leaving
fof their —farm in Brazii .tbbrest beforé the)‘r,'w.ent o"nAthe road with ‘_'the :
play for a 'prq_longed éeriod .- 14 monthé I’.thinlAc. ‘ What- a demandir}g
play this must have beeﬁ -- all the ac;ting, ' néarly three hours of dialogue
and only two characters.v And'chang‘es. of costﬁrrie and maiteup thz;t
covered about a 50;year's raﬁge. For she'evr -joy, it is the bes’t pla.y . |
I've seen'this yea‘.r.‘ |

Mary ‘M.a.rtivn sé.id, "Give the Pr}(—l:side.r»;t all my best. fWe-think of

him so often. I think he's wonderful.'
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- I left in‘ a few minutes. They fnust have wanted to collapse.
And we diove out t;o Newark Airp‘o;‘t, réalizihg t}.‘la.t we ,wodld havé a
45-mi'nute wait before the»llas»t flight l¢ft for Waéhington.

I s'et‘tled myself comforf:a'.bly". in a lounge with James Mchrego‘r"s

- book on President Kennedy, got some p'éan.ut bdttér cra‘c‘kevrs van'd ‘a.‘ cdp‘
of Sanka and was quite épntent.

CloSé_.to 1:00 Jerry came in with that look on his face that always’
presages some kind of trbublé. He said, ""There w111 be a short delay. '
I said, '"Not engme trouble 1 hope.," And he said, "No, admi.nistrativ__e
problems. '’ And I could tell he really wasn't telling us what it was.

.Time wore. on, and I kept on :asking how much lqngér. Fina.ll&-, g
Jerry tdld ds ‘that‘the. pilot of the piane thaf we weré to fly on a.ppéared :
tvo- be drunk. He,iJerry, ins(isted.that.t.here be a chang'e of pilots. They
had had a hard time ‘find'i.né oné at 1:00 in.the f::)orning and briﬁging hdm
frqm bed to Néwaﬂ; Airpor'vt'.A |

- Feeling a little ’sla‘,phappy about theiwhole thing, 'Bess and I
collapsed in laughter and said, " We wish we had som e‘thing of whatever
thé.t first pilot Qas drinking. i | |

.'It was 2:15 when we finally got on a plane. And the hostess did
bnng me a drink, | And feehng tha.t this was one. of my silliest advéntures,
I propped up my feet and closed’ my eyes | Then from Dulles to the Whlte

House. "And as Iwalked m past the guards at the map desk, the clock




o

- MEMORANDUM

THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

- Wednesday, October 11, 1967 ' o Page 6

on the right wall as you go to the elevator said twenty minutes of four.
Lyn'don's room was dark. I left word with the telephone operator

to tell him I was home when he woke the next morning and went to sleep.




