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My days are filled with little things. This is indeed the land of
the lotus-eaters.

In the morning I swam 20 laps, and Mr. Klein came in with news

of a pasture full of blue bells on the way to Albert. He and lrh'ung.v

primitives along the back staircase -- 12 from Honduras, 1 from

- El Salvédore, joihing the earlier two that we had gotten from Jamaica

ba;ck in'61 or was .it‘6.2 ? 1 supervised tfimming the dead wovod from t;réeé
w;ith jaines; And I ine£ with 'C.ecilv ?re snell va.Ln’d we 'mbixed up som_é- wor;de'rful
green for the old Wigke; cl;ailx' in the bfight; g;y childrAe.n's'bathfoom. '

Close to 2:00 we had lunch -- Lyndon ;ﬁd Jes-se'.anci Jlm andb.Marii.e.'.
and Mathilde ‘an;l Weeze who.had come out for some houséhoid chc;res;
1 sperit the.afte'rnoo_n w_ith Ja»m’es> on the dead WO_od. Hc;w much more each
tree is your ow;1 §vhen &ou hé.vé erked bn it, and ')‘rox'n- eyés carés_s it‘a.l;ld'
you loolvc‘ with approva'l when it's clean and f).eautiful. 'I'hg g'olden rdd‘ax"e ‘
b.looming along tﬁe river bank and iq the léw pl'aces.v A‘nd' the queens"
wféaﬁ# "i‘.s“j>ust beginning to Climb alvo'ng the fence -- its first pink showing.
It W111 i)ecé_rﬁé .nyyiox"e and moré k’ab-un'dant.uz‘xti‘l frost in the mid&le of |
qu'erﬁ;taer -~ a very satisfactory late summer‘ plant, |

I had a massage and a hair-do. Lyndon had aiready left in-the.
chopper with Jesse and Ma.thilde.. And I droye 0vert/?:he Moursunas' to
join him for dinner. 4",T‘hve Hvills,w.;ere thefé,‘ and .after.di.nner ‘Jo Beth a"‘nd'

Mariallen and Jesse and I settled down for a‘bridge game -- one of the
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: pleasent,’ low-key things ill this land of the lotus-eaters -- .6ver eating,
under_exercising, and for‘me s_loth. And so that will be my challenge.
1 shall have te ‘strt'xc':tivire my day inte enbug}l work, enough haz.-d-dema-ndi.ng'
‘ things, eo that the houre o'f‘riding;' ereund end playiing bridge become a_
| lﬁxd;);, a recreetion, .s‘endething earned, |
~And an exeiti'ng' thingl to me ‘w_as a picture of Lynda.'B‘ird al Newpol't
for‘lhe weekend with.her h.ostl';‘ess‘, Tepey Ta.y"lor and cute =Deug Davidson __.
a ge.y and faithful best man and has spent hours seemg that Lynda B1rd does
‘not get depressed or bored. i S}le had been staymg (she had called me) in one
of the great hOuses bu1lt ebout the turn of the century ‘rlght on the ocean,
And had had dinner aboard a' chartered yacht called the "Gray Mist!, It
ha.d belonged‘to Topsy's .unc‘le.- She is havi‘ng a taste of the sort of life'

that I know not at all and think of as glamerous.




