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I was up at the unwelcome hour of a little past se'ven,' to watch my, -

appea’rance in the Today Show. It went along fairly well. ;It was a i

 discussion of the art objects and paintings that had come to the White

- House ‘since we euzselves a.rriVed, and it began in the' Green Room, with

me s:.tung on the Damel Webster sofa, telhng about the 511ver coffee urn
that had belonged to John'and Ab1ga1l Adarn s, ‘and it was rathcr stiff
downstalrs.

And the second half, when we moved upstairs and were talking about

_the paintings, was warmer, I thought, and my love for them came through.
1 hadv'done' it dnder“bad“circnm‘stances.‘ "I had meant to imerse myself in - -"::f'}i- Rt Ealiels

the facts and the feelings of each gi‘ft, on the weekend bbefore I did the show,

ona Monday m orning. 1 hke to read and study, and be full of aneedotes,

- a.nd. ready phrasbe.b Instead, 1t had been a very bad weekend it was bogged o

down in gloom and mert1a, and in wantmg, as the very least I could do, to |

.s:.t and hsten, and talk to Ly'ndon, and so I did not apply myself to the program‘
Though actua.lly, I was rather plea.sed that upstalrs, it went along well |

.'Fa.1r1y artlculate and sorne of the warmth and love I feel for the pa1nt1ngs, “ S
- »came through as I looked at the Wa.nslow Homer, and Sully, and the Mary .

'Cassatt. BN L - . ':j o

And then, oh horrors, a.s I began to talk'about the Robert Henr1, a.nd

'turned to it, . the camera. went back mstead, to the Sully, once more. I guess L

.the Henri wound up on the cutting room ﬂoor._ I was fur,ious - we either mus't',
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. foliow th.‘ese _thi.ngs thro'u:gh to the very. end, we must have the fight, or
- we mustn't sign up for them; It was loose and slack and 1neff1c1ent, and
' I.was angry at myself and dlsappolnted in my staff ’\? But no t1me to rhourn -
A-I dressad qu1ckly and sa1d goodby to Lyndon, and caught the shuttle to
- New York Bess w1th me, we went to the Hotel P1erre, with that sense of

B excu:ement I unfa111ng1y feel when I go to New York

: Miss Treyz was there, with clothes from Marquise, and I decided on

~a summer suit in yellow cotton, and yearned for two more, but they're

SO e#bensive aud I get scared when 1 count up the prices.

1 had a steah for‘ lunch, Mi'. Stavfooolous.came ox}e:,- and I tr»i‘ed_on
evehingy‘d:'resses' and s'elected two, a'pink embroidered with flowers, ‘ vthat |
looks Iike a'Bottichell'i girl dancing in a dell‘ and a cerise chiffon:.

And then, with Bess, I drove to the Decoratlve Arts Bu11d1ng and looked

4 for dining room chairs, At K1tt1nger, and Wood and Hogan, and Bakers.

A few people stared at me and whlspered to the1r compamon, but mostly Bess

' and I were left entn:ely alone and conducted our busmess qu1te happlly and

o falrly quic kly. ,

I was back at the hotel by four, had a good long rest, ‘reada magaz1ne,

'_’and,.then ,Mr. Jack and Eddie Senz arnved, and I went through the ritual of

getting m‘y hair done up on top of my head, and my face made up with false
eyelashes, ‘and put on the beautiful gold lame coat and dress. The fabric

had been given to me by a visitihg chief of State. It's the sort, that when
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you get-tired of wearing it, | you can burn'the fabric and there will be a

"res1due of gold in the pot, they told me.

I stuched the gue st hst and then, with Lynda, who looked re gal ina -

"Awhlte dress, w1th heav11y bea.ded sleeves, 11ke a coat of ma.11 and. her
B wha.1r p11ed h1gh ‘on her head and Chuck and Bess, the four of us went to
Mary s house.. There were 'photographers.waltmg for us at the steps, we

_p‘au_sed;fo'_r pictures, and then inside, to the welcoming elegance, the .

beautiful pain_tings,‘ Matisse, Monet‘,.' Utrlllo‘,-_-va'n Gogh; and impr_e‘ssion‘

of brilliart splashing color against a white background, and flowers every- =~ '

" where.

This is a sort of sabatical for me, only it's not that rare reauy. I
go up about twice a yea.r; to something gay and‘lo'vely at Mary's.’* Th‘ere

were about 30 guests for dlnner, many of them planned for Lynda - the

John Flemmgs, the young Carter Burdens, in her ;mnxgxx early 20's, she's‘i-f S

the youngest woman to have ever.made the best dressed list. And I, hke

. }every other woman in the room, took in carefully, the covered snhup Whlte RS

' elegance and the s1mp11c1ty of her dress. o

_Adler. Lovely Jean Murray Vanderbﬂt - and I could thank her for the dea.r

letter she had written Lyndon. Chns Brody, Mary ] step grand-son, who '

"had worked one summer at the Whlte House.. Dav1d Mernck and John
Loeb Jr.. Lynda's old beau, and Giancarlo Luls:.elh, Ann Ford's husband

who told us that she was off skiing with Charlotte. :

There was Actress KJ.tty‘ Carhsle(Mrs. Moss Hart), vWarne Lynn, D1ck e
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I sat on Paul Hoffman's right, with John Fleming next, and close to -

Myrs. Richard Rodgers, -who, in a delicate feminine print, looked like she

“ought to be sipping lemonade in a summer house, and talking about the |

culture of roses. A very perfectl'lady, and a charrning woman,

‘It was a very civilized, beautiful evening, delicious food, good conver-

sation, Paul Hoffman talked'of the world wide revolution, in nearly every A

‘aspect of living, social, cultural, economic. Perhaps it takes a blanket

And I casually brought up to John Flemmg, the sub_]ect about a document :

'concermng the<Lou1s1anavaurcha.se. Had he heard of such on the market"

.Someone had told us about it and were even considering, very tentatively,

p'urchasing it for the Library. -It's in the hands of a gallery, something

like Nerdler's, Ibelieve, and to my surprise, and I almost think to his,

4

he said "Shall I tell you something, That came from me,’ You're talking.

‘i’about\ the Engelhards. 1" iwas," in part, embarrassed, I would nev'e_r have;- T

him think that we were trymg to purchase it for less. And in'part, amused

. because. it f1t so well 1nto 'It‘s a small world‘ story.

With the champagne, Chuck rose and made a toast to Mary, adequa.te o

- and not as good as I've heard h1m make, and there was a toast to the

- President, and then J'ohn L_oeb? rose and made a very nice 'to toast to Chuck, t .

identifying him self as one of the 'also-rans'.

, other :
' And then as we rose from the dinner table, #hax guests began to come.
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) They were very casually 1ntroduced, and I am sure I did not see them ‘a.ll_.

" Quite a contingent from the newspaper world - the Turner Catledges, and ’

the Gardner Cowles, and Margaret and Clifton Daniel -I told her we had -

Mrs, Truman's portrait and we must plan a day when she will be sure to =

c_:om_e,'/:‘ and get all of the Truman oldtimers, and have a party when we hung

it, ‘
~ And George vH_unt, the editor of Life .Mag-‘azirie, with whom Liz seemed -

to spend the evening.... And .then Arthur and Matilde; and gnome-like little

. ’Leoha..rdﬂLim'es‘, whose probably been to more parties than any human being .

in New York. ”i‘And I recqgnized a familiar name, Robert Maese'y, as the
“author of the current best seller, 'Nicholas and Alexandra, and told him I

. had bought his book to send to a friend, Margie McNamare, a.nd we.e loeking h

'forwa.rd to readihg it som etime, rhyself He fla'ﬂuerga.sted me by Saymg, Ll
"Well I sent you a copy, and I got back a very nice note from Bess Abell " .,

S guarante_e,— ‘1f some_one had sent me.a book about the cult1vfat1on of

copia'.‘ and bongo bongo, between 1896 and 1916, it could he.ve lain on my

~ desk forever - but not a book I wé.nted to read.

: ',VV'And ,then”he fuxther "'afna‘ze'd,me by ee.ying,' “Yéu r-emembe-r;‘ imet Vyou‘

_“a‘t' fhe fe.néh I had come: out to do a story about you, and I wound up helpmg

| you write a speech, to talk to the home economics people 'I thmk he Sa.ld -

in Detroit. Anyway, 1 gotAé.'D minus in rhemory.

Fror'nl friends' in the Designing world _cute Mrs. Richard Raines, Adele's .

‘ dadghter. Molhe Parnes and her son, a.nd several who are helpmg us put

on the style show, for the Governor s wives,’ Nancy Wh1te of Harpers, and
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I thlnk Eleanor Lambert. “The Bobby Sarnoffs were there, and the Edward

Warburghs, Trekz D, Steven Currler‘s mother, and Ed and Ahce We1sl Ed

lookmg very weary and say1ng that he was gett1ng d1scouraged about pubhc |

‘ service.

And Mrs. : Emd Hawk thank goodness I remember the fountams. and |
was quxck to speak about thern, and; she equally qumk to say how dehghted

she was to be pr1v11eged, as she expressed it, to put some founta1ns on

the eilipee where they would frame the Jefferson Memorial and the White

House,

" There was Marietta Tree, we talked about the bust of Stevenson and ..

‘And s.ome‘ of Mary's regular bachelors - Donasegi Obelinski; and Major

'Alexander Severski; and General Colter; and attractive, young Ed. Durrell :

Stone, Jr, - but by far the most 1nterest1ng moment of the evenmg, for me,

was when 1 settled down on the couch w1th John Loeb. ,‘ Somet1mes you can.

feel it's quiet. even if there are 100 people at the party. He Sald somethmg

: that I shall remember w1th pleasure,' vy never ‘see a p1cture of you I hke,

and then when I see you, I msh there were a good plcture. There's someone
oo Beaton

I want you to me et here;" - And he mtroduced h1m, Cecil Wirestan, ihe’d done
ithe sets and costumes for My Fair Lady, but I remernber h1m as the photographer
‘who does the Queen‘and all the royal family. And John Loeb. said “I'd like

to arrange for h1m to come down to the Whmte House and make a prcture of

you.  Would you give him some time ?”‘ . Whether it ever happens‘ or _not, )

. e A 8 3 5 e e A

PUURE,
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shall feel about him wantmg to, like a ch11d would feel about getnng a very
big lolly POP.

He and Peter, and 1 talked about the tlrne we had dmner in the Abe

Fortas' back yard w1th the McNamaras and Lyndon. , And Lynda had come,

‘us Were, 1 think, wondering a little about it,

There'was“music, but inuch ‘moxre conversation than dancing. I saw that v

- Abr1ng1ng Chuck fn:st t1me I had ever been aware of h1s Presence. And all of

Mary had planned a m1dn1ght supper, w1th small tables, on the f1rst ﬂoor -' e

l1vmg room, but a little past twelve, I sa1d goodmght, a.nd went home, leavmg

the Carpenters, and Bess, and Warne Lynn, and Ly'nda and Chuck for the ;

late hours are for the young. v |

And ba‘ck' at the hotel, I read myself to sleep.

CHBBREEAE
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