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It was 'my.feurth early morning in a row.

Mr. Per came in about 8:15 to give me a shampoo and set, bﬁt ;
eohscience woh ever.vanity aﬁ_d I.said Just r_hake it a comb-out and 1 wzll
spend this .time talki'vng. to Lyndon.

The last two days 1 feel I have hardly seen hlm. My mind and my

efforts have been on my own affa1rs. '

We talked about how I w0u1d _]om "him for the weekend f1y1ng down to

.

Texas late Fnday aftex_-noon., And w1th the Boyds and Mahons -- tha.t dehghted

me,

' I am so pleased, For some time now -~ maybe two weeks ~-- he has

been swim mxng every mornlng Dear little Marle has been gomg with h1m

i falthfully, and I thmk she adopted that hair-do partly _]ust s0 she could swim

with him. I make 1t only once orv twice a week,
' - Iworked at the desk with Ashton, clearing up a gdod deal of the backlog
that accumulates when I do not touch it for two days.

Theh on' my way to New York, I stopped in the Rose Garden for pictures

with Nancy Gates Hayes and her husband Bill and Jeff and Chlp and Cmdy and i

¥ Cathy. It has been a real .pleas‘ur_e havmg them here. And there was tha.t
one niee night Whenvvery late about‘v 16:00 .01- 16:30, Nancy and Bill had dinher |
with us and the feur_ children ‘can;e in ‘after "a ihexhie'and were introduced. |
An_d_Ly'ndon‘ heaped..them vAvith‘presents to take home. - Nething gives‘him more

pleasure.
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.. The Garden e tired an‘d bed?aggled.l There are stil & few pink and
red geranium s -~ the niéotiaﬁa in full lav‘endeir bloom, but ?:he fpﬁntaiﬁ down
. in the South iawn is gloriou‘s.. -;Better”thiis sumfner than I ha;/e eyér seen it
withb tiqe pink 'gevran"iums and the w'l}it;e' petunié.s.' |
T caught the 11:00 shuttle and was in at thé Pierre at 12:30, iuné.héd
_with Rita Wohlm an a:i;ld talked about a 'possibleb costume fox; the Inaugural -
of'Ja#uarjr '69. We thought c.>f:beig'e and broWg with a r1ch brdwn fﬁf.
B ’B'.es‘s, tﬁat organi‘z'e‘d, forethoughted perso;‘1,A is plaﬁnihg fokr.‘myv
| futufeband s.ays t;hat Rita Wohvlrma.n is som‘eo‘z1e w_th m"ight‘bre helpful i# |
oz:gé.nizing rﬁy .shopping on futux"e‘.t“rips to New York.l .And ihde.ed I wili bo‘e‘ .
comiixg ba.cic to Néw Y;aricf I'é.m spoiled. | I hope once or twice a yeaf. I
shall treat fnysélf t.o s_ofne of the same, | th.ough.it wi‘lvl indeed not be the sémé ’
without B_esé andva loyelf apartmént é,nd all that goes with being F‘irst- Lady.
C Nc;t in five. years have I beéomé. accustome.d to that phrase,
,"Aft.ef lunch I fitted the ‘bright pink d‘revvss with Migs .Tr.eyz arilld" ,Maiquise;
; And then at‘ 2.:3'0 .sé.w Mollie Parnis who invited fng to be her house gues‘t'» when
I wéuid éome t<.:‘uj N?w iérk aufter.Januar‘y. : . o » ?
A liﬁtlé past th'ree'véré left the Pierré bsr car -- and to travel acrcv).ss fhe:.
country in .a. car ha‘s corn‘e>to 'bela very séeciai tréat for _’mé. For é. long, ‘loﬁg ‘
wayk it was just..the_ara.b fringes of the. Citj. And tﬁen quite éuddenly vslre tu:néd
off onto a narrow"-win;:ling.ro.ad that.wa's preciously rural, ,wheré the bfé.xiches

of the trees almost met over the road, There were a few discrete, tastefully
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marked entrances to wha.t I expect were elegant homes. But the intent of the

peeple who hved here to get away from <:1ty living was very evident,
’ A little before 5 OO we drove up at “Cragwood" in Far Hllls, and .
there was Jane standmg»at the front door to meet me, - And frore ‘then on
the day was sh'e’e'rv'd.eligl;.t. L |

We went’&ron' a terrace that opened'on the garden, .The grounds

~drifted down to a sWimming' pool and then a sheer eliff it appeared to be and "

.'a.deep vailey; and on the ather‘ 'sigie', ‘misty hills risingf. Ei)erything_was forest:
‘c‘overe:d‘.:‘ -- occasiOnally a roof ;';lsing among ‘the‘ trees. |
The:é were Jaae and 'Bessvandb Iand hez;_: siéte:,; | Barr& Bfian, her
secr.etaryvand t}:1.e>'<_:ura'tc’>1". R ) |
. ,' ;have learned a few things abouﬁ the very rich .in my five years‘ here.
Oé‘e is that on an estate of this kind thefe is bv_e‘rby likely to be a security‘man.
There x%ras here. But .this is a more unusual pvarbt of a heaseﬁeld ._.;lba. curator.
It ﬁts ;\r}ith ‘Jane‘s i‘narvelously ‘orga.nized .and v‘ery:di;re.rsif‘ied lif.e. : |
The‘farnily- dfifted m a.nd but --a couple of the .chl.'.ldre.n. | Charl.e.s |

arrived -~ so'r'nuch thinner. That was one of the xhappy th1ngs about this .

- trip -~ to see how much he'd lost and to know it mlght add years to hlS 11fe.

" We had delicious pape;;-thin sandwiches and te'a in egg-shell thin cups.
And then we went on a tour of the house -- an exquisite, colorful medley of

treasures from all periods, all cultures. But the room dominated for me

. 'by an enormous bouquet -~ it must have been about 8 dozen ~-- carnations,
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pink_s,vrevds, orangeé, corals -- an explosion of color -~ everythi'ng except

And one of the most fascAinating. things was a very small, délicate,

' intricately detailed portrait of Charles' 90-year old mother.

Wevwalked throu‘gh’thé living room and the dining room, through the

. library a._hd all the exq;iisite'bedrobms"-— every one very different.- ’

. And there in Charles' room was an enchanting dreamy portrait -- also

Aaron Chickler -- of Jane in bed in a filmy bed-jacket. But do not be

deceived -- I am sure she was working like a beaver.

"And then we descen}ed the path that led to the swivmming pool with its

‘lovely back-drop of mi_stf 'valleys‘ and hills beyond. And there was a delightful,

very informal sort;. of family living. room -- open foii summer, a huge ﬁrepléce
for winter, »slgone, béams, dra;frx‘at‘ic contempbfary paintings, a ba.r‘, an o.ffice"
and living quarters for the .iciJ.ratzo.r. I arﬁ sure it mu.st be a.h.a.\.ren ‘fo‘r-‘the.
#hildren -- and this ié..a’, ho.u‘se full _of childi'e:r% as is evident in.evefyv turp.' '

~ And down ﬁelow a'moét surprising thing -- vaults foi their‘p‘a.i-ﬁt‘ings,

with I am sure the humidity just right and the security also, and stacks that

~ Iwould like to copy -~ slots into which the paintings are pushed. And the

curator pulled out great names, French impressionists, an early American

- western that was either a Remington or a Russel contemporary. And hei'_e »

I learned that when Jane closes the house for several months, many of the
treasures are stored away -- the péintings, other valuable things. And

that happens in her house in Florida and in this house. The organization,
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"a necklace of real diamonds almost to her waist and having as much fun as

_and her husband. And of course her sister Barry.

MEMORANDUM

. THE WHITE HOUSE

WASHINGTON |

Thursday, September 19, 1968 Page 5

the burden, .seems enormous to me. My admiration for her industry grows

the more I know her.
~ Tyler joined us he:e‘. Iam so glad that he and Bess are sharing this

trip with me. Bess shares so much that is just work. And we turned to the

' terraée and had a cocktail, Ambaésador Byrode, who had brought t‘hbe‘
- 'Ne Wins of Burma to see us -- and his wife came 1n And Jane and Charles'

‘ daughter, Anﬁette. and Sam Reed, her husband,j Aand another daughter_ Susan‘,

and Charles Baskerville, the portrait painter,
A_nd then I went upstairs to my elegant yellow bedroom that looks'v out

on the heavenl'j view and found all my cloths unpacked. 1 put on nﬁ_y white

 Mollie Parnis with the long sleeves. Jane's hairdresser gave me an exquisite

up-~do, and I went downstairs for a dinner party., It was.a jewel among evenings..
The things that I shall remember most besides Charles' wonderful
loss of weight is the air of family that prevaded the evening. There was

Charles' _90-yjea.r_b1d fhother in a wheelchair, exquisitely dressed, wea.ring | :
. . ) e .

 any guest present. Two \da.ug‘htefs -- Susan and Annette with her husband

~and a table full of their younger friends. Jane's sistér, Mrs; Rupert Girrard . .

And another thing, the_unbelj.eva.bly-beautifﬁl flowers.

- There were four tables, and guests received cards directing them

" to the geranium table, the violet table, the anemone table whose. cenier-piecé
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was a great splash of pinks and reds that looked like all the crown jewels of

all thg Rogers. And the Roéé table -- exquisite and de.lic.:ate.pinks.' And this
.was Qﬁeré Cl:?arle_s’and I sat. | Op. the othe; side was Mr. Forbes. of thé
Business magaiine. Anci the;'e wefe. so.m; o.ld fx;iends : the ;Dbug Dilloné, who
‘ miracplbﬁsly nevefﬁloqk a day oldér; and vayﬂe_rvr‘xor Richard‘ Hﬁghés aﬁd

‘. Be‘tt‘y-whi’)vis a transformed\Won;;anvhaving lost her 80 or 90 pounds. But -

I felt éad about »tlr;e Governor who simply did ﬁqt look well -- quiet, less f_uli SR

of the juices of ]..i:fe-:-that.l have k}mwn him, _And Mrs. Bob Minor who was
jirtldeed v.e:y full o:‘Evt‘he .juicés of life.- And Lheré was ass name out of the éast, ‘_
" Mrs. Sumner Weyll‘s. who has p%ralleled so n;xtau_xy‘of my yearsA in Washingfong
but whom I could not som eho§v "engage' in any convet saﬁqn and remainéd
hanc‘lsome‘ and remote. ‘. |
- It was an absolutély‘ delicioﬁs ‘dinne‘r -; .exc‘gui.sitely'.served -- and

I relished every moment of it like a visitor to another planet, But the sweetest

_event of all'was at the end of the dinner when Jane read a telegram from -

S my hi;ébarid --a sért of love letter -- which of course thanked the host for
‘being so nice to me,

. And then there were toasts. Charles with strong, good words for

- Lyndon. . How I thank him. And I returned one,. unsure but determined.

' And then we went into the beautiful living room for coffee and liqueurs,

and I found m yself sitting first with one group and then with anéther; .
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' Ilike so much better being a guest than a hostess.

.

There .was one outs;anding 1a._dy, Mrs. Hammond Finwick, 'v‘./ho would :

make a good subject for our book -~ a gentile steam-roller who is_.enga.géd

in every good acti.vity. in the community and ektending indeed to Washington.
One vdidn:'t need to be told that she had been".fc‘ii' Adlai Stevériéqn. B

We found many things in common -~ conservation, her interest in

Lyndon's education bills.’ But most of all I liked to see her opera.te, for

some of thé_ gentlemen who were very much oppoeed to everything she was

saying., It was a m‘obst skillful duel. She was one of the eternally hopeful

about the nature of man -- liberals -- and I would like to »kn'ow her better;" '

Her other guests were neighbors. Several of them had particular interests

in conservation I found. There were about 34 of us in all. . And after awhile

a small group of musicians in the corner began to lure us into one end of the

room for dancing. There were some excellent dancers and I soon began to
imagine that I was too.

It was a carefree, thoroughly delightful time. And it was notuntil I -

- had 'seen several of the guests take their departure that I made a movement.

to go. upstairs. Then others left. But vJé.ne ga.thered us up -~ the 'I_‘yier‘Abells,_ o

. Charles, 6ne or two moifé, -and we sat do\}m iﬁ the library and hadva' night-cap

and the quiet, end-of-evening talk that is often the best of a.party. This one
spiced with some quite unusual things for me to hear.. And that is about their

security people and the problems they deal with and several attempts to entexr -~
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for robbery or for worse -~ this house. And one of them, Jane had been .’
prese.nt, I thought of the brick house and all of the years of my childhood

and there never was a'.. key to any door. And if som eone entered in the mid'dle‘

. of the night I could 'usually tell after awhile 'who‘.it was. If about 10 minutes

later there was a loud snoring, I knew it was Uncle Walter. And if there

‘ .im'mediately bégan the plaintiff wail of the Victrola I knew it was my brother :

Tom my coming home from stivex a date. And if 'ﬁgure entered reciting all

 the names of the Confedei'até Generals and the ‘pattles.théy engé.gved in as -

he fhount_ed -the Vétairs anti plunked to a room I knew it was 'ol good Coleman,
whose mind had beven‘de’ra‘nge‘d'by. a childhéod illness but w}.m‘ was sﬁil’ a
-gentiefnén and welcome in éﬁr home.
And I t};oﬁght of all the years at 30th Place when we had never locked
a door either, but ran helter- skelter lookmg for the key when Congress ended
a.nd i:t was time to rent the house. And the renter naturally wanted the key - |
turned over to him. | |
The &hole &ay‘ has. Beena page out of another book -- elhorm.ou‘sly

enjoyed'b'y me and I am grateful.




