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/ It began in Bassett House, Williamsburg, which belonged to thé

Johr< D. Rockefellers III. This is the fourth Rockefeller home I've

visited in -- the 'séa.—side house in Caneel Bay Plantation in the Virgin -
T

/ ' ' :
Islands which is Laurence's and Mary's and I suppose used by all the

'Rockefellers, the ranch in the Grand Tetons, and Laurence and Mary's

personal house in Woodstock, Vermont.

This house has‘great colonial charm. Spacious grounds surround

 the house and the approach is to an avenue of live oaks. The floors of

wide boards laid down before the Revolutionary War gleam softly anc_li are

are samplers and morning pieces and quaint, stiff American primitive

porltrai ts.

The house covers a wide range of American living right on down

to the Victoriaz;.l I found it ufterly cha'rrning

We had coffee in bed.. And then we dressed and ‘went to the old
Bruton Parrlsh Ep1scopa1 Church -- Lyndon and I and Lynda Blrd and
Chuck and Beryl and Jake w1th us. It's a venerable old bvt_uldmg., and
I've spent hours with Mrs. Johnson in fhe gréveyérd and walking
thfough the inside looking at all of tﬂe plaques where the names of so
m;an'y signers of the -Declé.ration' of Independence and founding f.atil:ers‘

{ ' -adorn the walls.

L scattered with bright rugs, hooked, needlepoint. 'And on the walls there
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We sat in George Washington's own p_e'w‘on the front rox'av. The
choir Wgs absbluiely ldvelf. .And then came the ‘ser.m on. The Reve_rend
Coachworth PinkneybL'ew‘is gaire short shrift to.any .B.iblical text a‘n‘d then
iaunched into a ggngral discussion of the state of the Union and of' t;he.
world --“ touching on civil .righ.ts, diéorder in the st:rvee.ts',‘ aﬁd géneral
upheavel in the Nation. .And‘ then I froze in my seat as I heé.xd him
say, "And then tinere ié the question of Viet-Nam. Since l;here is a
rathef general consensus that sorhething is wrong in Viet-Nam -- a
cox;yication sharéd by leaders of. nations traditiona.lly our. friends, leading
ir-nilitary experts and the vrank and file of American citize‘,ns, We wbﬁder'»
if some logical, straightforﬁard expla.ria.tién might be given..", and on
and on, ';We are aﬁpalled that apparently this is thé 6n1y war in our
hisoiry which has three times as many civilizns a§ 'military casualtiés,
it is pa'fticularly reg‘r‘éttable that to most nations of the‘w‘c)rld the
struggles purpose appears as neo—coloniaiism.-" And. thén, veered
180 degrees -- '"We are mystified, " he said, 'by ner accounts
suggesﬂting_that oﬁr brave ﬁght‘ing units are iﬁhibifed by directives
‘a‘.nd..iin‘adqquate equipment from ﬁsing tl.aeir‘capa‘citytes’ to terminate
the cbnﬂicf successfully. While pledging our loyalty, we ask hurﬁb_ly,
shy?" ‘ . ' N | |
: T sutsde : ' '

I turned the stone on the emsdie and boiled on the inside. I

thought of Lyndon's asking for equal time and rising to the pulpit to
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explain to him wh}}. But no, if I t].;xoﬁght he shoulcvlin'tvvuSe the puli)it
for w_hét hé was doing, how much less vv"ould it becéﬁe a visiting
_worshipper to z;ise and answer.
I thought of the headlinééi ofall the pa.pgré 1 had seen'-- some
three or four while we had hé.'d- our cc;ffée. A.nd they had aqswer;d
v his‘quevstio_n. -Lyndon had just spe.n; two days arid thous'é.r}ds‘ of rr;iigs
. tré.veling acroés the coﬁntry answering exactly his questiqﬁé --.
.. why are we: vthere ? |
The reailly sickening part -- the friéhtehing pa.rt - was how
' ‘ | oomplete‘ly_:he had swallowed the bill of géddé hve had been féd' by' wihaf%
I feel.a really dangerous f”o;ces.
Mea;nwhile, it wa.s almost amﬁsing to .wa.tch his 'expression --
.so unctuous, so almost pleé_\.ding it was.
. All. things end. And then fina;.lll.y the beautiful chéir raised its
- g:eat voice. And then w:ekwere v;/é.lking stifﬂy out the door.
There "of C(‘)urs”e. §vas that wonderful malaise -- the ﬂa.s};ir_x»g o
cameras., the éro{ﬁdé of casual touris;ts and visitors lining the streets,
‘smiling, cheefihg, reaching t}.xéi'i' hands -- off in. the distance to the
left, a Qery srna.]fl group of iprote,e-;tors wi.th banners. I could only 'see.
the :word "peaée". -And The Reverend Coatsworth Pinkney Lewis..-—
* hand extended. _-Be. it said for my husbar-xd that he shook hands briefly

with a smile while I said, "The choir was beautiful," And we stepped
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‘. into the waiting car with a wave to the crowd.
Later, Lyndon looked at mg.‘ w‘ith a .r_ye smile and said, ',':Greater o
lo've hath no man Ythe_nvghat. he goes to the Episcopal Chﬁrch with his ,
wife. " | |
I felt very sorry fof him and very .angry -- two days 6f hﬁrd
work, a g.reatl evening. at the Gridiron -- all of i_t ending on this ’d'elﬂa.ting,
paif;ful noté.'. I muist' say though iﬁ ';;vas a grea.f icoupv for the ot.her side. |
And the 1;eé.11'y sad part was I can't beli‘e.ve he knéw whose. bill of géods
h.e had bought. | | |
Somehow oddly, I felt évgn sorrier for Chuck than I did for .
Lyhdon. ‘He looked s‘o pecularily," vulnerable, hurt, questibning, |
uncertain what a young man wﬁo 'isl about to go but' a#d fight 'thig ;;var
- should think 01;'do ai)oﬁt that so'rﬁ of performance by a minisf_:é; at
home. |
The ministex; had plenty cof mimeograpﬁéd copies which he
- distributed to the éress'aiterw}vard we heard,b Vglong ‘w_ith a ra;tﬁer
ama‘.éing statement -~ "Cr’iticism“, he sé.id, '"was the fa‘rtherestAth‘ing
from msr minci. I intended none, Iand'. I gaﬁhér tﬁat the Pl;eside-nt téok
no offense, buf: undefstood it in the spirit of honest, reasona;ble', |
exploration of a.vn idea. One isn't privilegea to tell the President of

the United States what he i:hinks very often, "
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© Back at Bass'ett House Lyndon changed into leisure clothes

" and took Chuck and Jake and went out to pla,fy! golf at the Golden Hoxse-

shoe Golf Club with a pro..

It was a beautiful golden Indian summer day, and I could not

-bear to waste my one day in Williamsburg. So I called up the Humelseines.

They generously said it wouldn't disturb their lunch hour although I knew

it did. And we spent the next two hours in a delightful drive around the ~

streets of William sburig séeing the new restorations that are underway -- -

that are planned. And driving_dut to Carter's Grove. - Here we stopped

- going in through the entrance of what has been called the most beautiful

housw.in America -- built in installments as so many'great houses have

been, beginning in about 1740 with a daughter of one of the first American

tycoons -- a tide water plantation owner. It had been privately owned

until not so long ago when it had found its way -- very"f_ortunately I think --

into the Wiliiamsburg Corporatioh, owned by the Rockefeilers. ‘,vAnd it
will now .be opened to the public and safeguarded.

It faced on the Ja.mes Rive;" --a mé.gnificent view -- with the
great tulii) popla._rs. |

Lynda Bird ca.rxje and met us, bi:-ingirig a gin.gerb"read man. By
this ﬁme I Was raveﬁous. 'Anci'Mr. Hﬁmelséi'ne took us fhrough} telling
us é.bout_ the furnitrés., the molding,' the hand carving on th4e’ baﬁisters.

the room where George Washington supposedly was turned down by some
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lady whose ha.'n.d };e sou>ght.1
vAnd then we drové back to 'Willian?sburg and wentv to a tavern
which is in the process of being restorved. vA.nd Mr Humelseine t‘old-
a lot about ;ﬁe process -~ how they carefully _rﬁb 'a,nd rub and; rub --
that through 7 coaté of paint; .—-.to 1e-tbthe house téll its story and see B
: v{/ha.t was there in the beginning. } : . | ,_“
| We went:to fhe archaedlogidal lab, »and there was a long counter
with brc;)ken bits of -glaés and china and hardwé,re. And evén’ s_o‘me. textiles
oﬁ it. Ali the. thingé ‘that had .been‘ dug up and they were ugeértﬁing fo.r :
‘a new‘res‘toral,tion.'v 'I‘he.:. r_icheét treasure troves are found .ihﬁé.bandoned .
welis or ditches.'-_ Some are .sifvted from'the first 18 inches of the soil. - '
And they tell a lot about how the early settiers ovfrthis coﬁntry li{red, |
wh_a.t they ‘ate off of and drank oui; of, and .buiit‘ their houé es from.
Finally about 3:30 -- ‘al‘)s‘olu_tely famished -- we arrived back
at Bassett House. 1 thanked the Humelseines. And they must have left
with a sigh of relief. Mr Humelseine had begun ﬁis gfeeting with me
by saying Iam juét avs mad as I can be; . "I think what. the ministe’r d1d
was in ev;cquisite bad tas_te‘.-"j' |
It was after 3:00 Vyhen we vhac.l our lunch -- Lyndon in frqmb av good
“ gafne‘ of .gol?--'a._nd ;ne ravenous; And we had ham. My visit to
William sbgfg Qould not 'ha.ve been complete wilthout so'me. of that

spicey Virginia ham.
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We sat around the Rockefeller's long dihing table -- the Johnsons

and Pickles and Chuck and Lynda and Marie and Juanita and the Christians.

And then we bo'th tried to_take' naps, but mbstly I just read the Sunday

_ pépers in that peculiar dragging mood which the morning had brought

on,

When Lyndon woke up, he v.ventbfo'r a walk around the ground

with Yuki. He put on quite a show, chasing every squirrel tha.tbda.rted

. across the grass.

..There remained the whol;-: time of our stay there a sizeable
ci'owd around the gates of the Rockefeller houée_, waiting to see Lyndon.
And every time we went in or oﬁt théy would cheer apd smile and wa.v‘e.
It was the oddest mixture of ‘rea'l af.fe'ctiona.te welcome and an unexpected .
slap in the face. |

L?ndon and Yukib‘wént up ;Lnd down t.h'e fence. visiting v;rith the
folks, That littlje dog is the most extraordinafy sourcemﬁof comfort . |
and amusement to him.‘ La.ter. he said to me, "What do you. think o.fb" VA

| Yukié;' He's been from the red él;\.y hills of Fort Benniﬁg to the
white ca.piaed waves of the Enterprise. |

B Lynda and Chuck and I had a bridge game, alternating with the
Picklés.. Then we all réad the papers around the fire. And fihaily about
8:30 we had a iight dinner, a:.nd then léft the Baéset}t.House aboard the

- chopper to fly back to Washington -- the same route that so many
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foreigh visitors. mai{e‘ fro”rn»lcur his‘toric begihning to o#r capital .city.
For me at lea.ét it was a day of low ebb -- of béing \mab_le.to'

shake loose from the paralyzing effects of the mox;ning_ in spite of

the wonderful opportunities of the picturesque historicﬁ Se‘tting and

what ought to ha;re been a relaxing time with close friends. |

| We settled onto the W}.ﬁ.te ’House grounds just before 11:00.

And Lyndon went .up. to attack his night reading and I to bed.




