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MEMORANDUM

" THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON

.'Friday, November 17th, our 33rd . wedding anniversary. IfI Were to

graph our days here in the White House, I would put a considerable climii-up

‘on this day.

F_oi; me, it began unspecta’culgrly with a visit to the doctor's office o)
finish up thé rhedlical' exam that I ha‘.»(‘i gotfen ;t Jim Céin's request. And then
wérked with Ashtoﬁ. | All the fLirrie my real interest centering in Liyndon's
roofn which was a bee hive of activity in preparation of a Press Cbnfergn.c:e
that would take place at 11v:00-.‘ It would be full—scale in the East Rqonﬁ,
televised - the Big Show. It was  what I had Béen.wanting.‘ But would it be.

I was ré_édy by the eievat'.o:" at one minute to elev-en when Lﬁdﬁn came |

jauntily out in a hurry. Some times I think he wears jauntiness as a cloalk -~

- a badge of courage to face the world, when inside he's just as quivez'-i.ng and

- unsure as anybody else.

We walked briskly into the East Room and he strolled directly to the

microphone. I took a front row seat. And the next 30 minutes were all I had

~wanted. He had on a livelier mike. He did not deliver a prepared stateraent,

but launched kntm immediately into questions with a terse, hmssinese business -

‘like fashion. Later, the papers described it as a tour de force, the new

Johnson, easy and more relagcéd. It was a village Lynddn Jbohnson performancc
and a foretaste of campaign 1968.
He stamped his feet on the floor to illustrate a tactic, he punched a fist

into a palm, he used first expressive phrases, ‘'the time came when we had

i

to put up or shut up. We put up'. - HALL people love peace, but you can't have

. o mapr
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freedom without defending it." *And with cooly rained sarca.sm,'I canlt
say that this dissent has contributed much,"

And then at last what we all feel, "There is a difference between constructive

their

dis sent and storm-trooper bullying, howling and taking the law into ¥xxor own

hands v

In what seemed like a few moments, it was over. I felt a surge of elation

.and pride as we walked quickly out of the East Room,’ This would éertainly be

a bugle call, a shot in the arm, to our frl.ends and supporters. I th1nk it mlght

beles

serve to bp&lder ail of those thousands of people who want to be w1th us, but

who are (‘QcMuhe. into uncertainty by the constanies barr;ge of columns and

" television.

Whatever I might get for my wedding anniQer sary, this was my real
present, | |

I thought of all his staff and friends whq like me hé,d Qant'ed him. to gé
on television, vAnd-. of what oﬁe TV indus%;ry man had said, "There is sémethi.hg
wrong with the television industry if we can’t get- this man the way he reallly'
is. " . | | | |

It had been forceful, direct, terse, excviti'ng.

I spent the next three hours with Lynda and Bess working on the wedding.’

Lunch on a tray in rny bedroom.

her A,
‘And then about 2: 3(} I had a fitting with Adele Slmpson with Mpatsy

who is so funny. Adele glves hun 1nstructxons a mile a mmute, and he wz_th

his mouth full of pins looks more and more klike he would explode; Finally
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‘he t.ak'es them out of his mouth and says, ”Miss‘s_impson, wait, wait, ['m -
doing it." |

Tll"'xe da.‘y had another‘ dear and wonderful evént. : Lynda. and'Chﬁck plaﬁned
. and‘h.os»ted a Littlé é.nnivgrsa;ry pa.vljty. for us in the Yellow Oval Rodm beginning
at 6;.00. Lynda made up the list gntirelly. |

1 put on my new white saﬁﬂ with the glitter and was .th-ere at 6:0C prorfxptiy.
She had asked Be'ss and.Tyler and Liz and Lés the. Jack Brooks ar;d Tom
and Mary Clark and Marny and Clark Chfford and Abe -and Carol, J’ohn
.and Ashton, the Leonard Marks the J’ake Plckles, Mary Ma.rgaret thhout
_ J'ack who is in SOuth Amenca‘, the Bill Wh1te‘s, ;Lnd when k= she had hearfi’j )
Mary Lask;\ Was in town she called 1;er up belatedly and M;ry'joined us.

- Lyndon came 1n a littLe late, br_ingiﬁg, as glways, a few more félks .

Marie, and Geérge and Helen Mahon. |

It was an enchanting time .with the desk piled high with 'prveSents .

Ly'nda. and Chuck gave me, dehghtfully, a bib with "Lyn s Grandmother"
embrmdered on 1t. And for Lyndon a matchmg one, "Lyn's Grandfather”
‘But all the other presents.were f§r me. And I had nothing for Lyndon. How )
. did he know how much I 1oved ”Artarlto and the Doves' by Henrlet:.beart& _
And he had called the Head of Texas Tech to see 1f he could buy it from them.
_ They had re sponded by getting in touch with the donor and between them they
had all decided tha.t they wanted to g_lve_ it _to h;.m so that he could make a gift

to me.
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A painting is a very perilous and uncertain thing to give. But this éne
I adore. | |

‘ Lyndon had also asked Mathilde ’Krim' to fiﬁd several, seﬁd them, let
us 1061( at them‘ and éhoése one Y. ‘Two had come, and pictures pf <')the1fs . I
iiked them, but ﬁot enough for the amount of money involved. And from ghe_ :
pract.ical standpoint of where we could hang therril‘ at the Ranch. This 1easei
wi.ll‘ expire. We must not thir;k onf.'these‘high-ceilinged rooms a‘s:av'real ,horhe
for 'pa'infing's that caxx are ours‘. | '
| I .love the fact th#t hé Qa; making plané to ‘sear.ch £or.somethinLg reallf

good. And I ‘s‘ha'll look and Jook and look -~ probably with M;z?y. |

There were =mother deiightful ithings”. The front pa.ge of the ‘New chn"'k ‘Tim.es"

on the day that we married, November 17, '1 933, and I read the headlines

" out loud. How hilarious they were, how much they spoke of the problems of

today -- riots in the éti‘eets; TVA, a new kind of war -- and now its hydro-

electric projects in underdeveloped countries. So rhany of the same problems

we only note to make us philosophic.

}Ifhere were other delightful preéents. A ﬂ0v;'er bowl with a Ame‘s.sage that
there l‘we'r.e flowéf seeds to come., from Tyler and Bess, |

A picture of the new Supremé Court, from Mar.y and Tom. But whatI
wanted was pne»of him" on it, N

Art bocSks., from Clark and Mafhy.

And a pickle fork, their tfademark,' from Baron and Jake.
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' morni.ng, full of uncertainty, and wound up at St. Markis , more full of change

National Democratic Club, _Ma'&—e Harig -- Lynda in her black-velvet trench -

~came and the two of us, though strange and unusual thing in our life, had |

~dinner alone. And to bed early. 7{
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Lynda made a foast, and.Chuck -- a poised, manly, qﬁ.ite articulate toast.

And then Lyndon, very sweet and rich and fulsome.

A thii'd of a century, it!'s been, since I left the brick house that Novembevr s
than any similar period in the history of man, I believe. So how lucky we are
to have lived it,

About 8:00, Lynda and Chuck left to go to a Benefit for the Womens

coat,

And all the guests melted away, and Lyndon went ‘bacl.c to his office. I

worked qui_etly for another hour and a half. And then affer' 10:'00, Ly.ndon‘ |

} .
7




