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I was up early, like when I was a chil&iand it was:a,day to
go to the Cbunty FAir and 1 didn't want to miss a thing. Coffee
at séven, a small private smile to the big canopied bed thaf‘I would
not éleep in again, and to the courteousvdeferentiél White Housé‘
bﬁtler who bfought ghe tray. I'm glad I had spent a lot of Saturday
afternoon saying goddbfe because I do not remember that I said many
goodbyés;to-the s;aff on Monday. And Mr. Per in to cqmb my hair
beforé eiéht o;éléck and ﬁhen in my(robe with a cup of coffee in
my hand, a lést little_pilgrimaée of.my oﬁn:into all the rooms on"
the second,floof, walking around quie;ly--paftly’to see if theré was
_any personal object left anywhere--mostly just‘to stand still and
absorb the feel of fhe Yellow Room and the Treaty Room--I shall
never fbrget it. The Liﬁcoln Room and the little Lincoln Sitting

- Room--and here I'found a whoie coffee table full of dirty dishes,
which I quickly reported to Joﬁn. Some of the guests from lastl
night's partf in search of chairs.anﬂ a place to pérch'their platés
.had drifted in here.. He Souﬁded ;s thouéh ﬁe was going té search
even the most remote corners anyway. I asked him to please take
down thevportraits of Lyndon and me,-stiil én the‘eaéels in_the
East Hall, and put them invthe‘caréAof thé Cﬁratqr.

- And into the Queen's Sitting Roonm and then‘inpq the loéely
Queen's»Room.. Here and in the Réd Robm and in fhe Green Room I |

‘-liké the flower arrangements most of all,.I believe.'
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- About nine-thirty I went up'tn Ashton's offite-—one‘of the last
in the whoie White,House'to be dismantled'or to stop fnnctioning. |
It was pandemonium, knee—deep in boxes and pieces of paper! She
said she would have it all clean by a little past eleven and make a
final walk—through_and be out by noon.

‘And then into Luci's room which looked hopeless--scattered

~bags, half-opened. [We would] dispatch Patrick and Olga and Miss'
Glasel and Lucinda out to the Cliffords at about the time we left-- i

‘maybe five minutes before or five minutes after. Thank heaven with

one honr left‘[td Luci] of the Secret.Service,'I don't have tophandle
that! 4 _

| Luci, in her Willfulv, highly feminine way, had decided to wear
what she thought was her prettiest outfit--a very heany hlaek.and
yellbw dress for which she had no "just right"Aceat andvkept‘on'
assuring me no, she wouldn't be cold during the ceremony.

And then into the Pineapple Bedroom, where I found a guest
bookvof the myriad guests who ‘had stayed upstairs with us—-put it
back in Ashton's hands--and do the rest of the guest rooms.

Into the Solarium--its personality all stripped away and .
looking cold and clinical now and what a gay room it's been-—with

Luci's signature face on the window, Lynda s Winnie-the-Pooh

: pictures; trip pictures and stacks of records, and often a buffet .

~ table for the stream of houseguests!
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'I.weﬁt back down to m& room and put on the peach bink dress
that I would wear énd then down to the Red Room. The'floor was- ;
vaiivé with»butlers and cleaning people and there was a sme11 of
 ammonia in the éirb-wha;.a surprising;household smeli here! Joﬁn'
assured me that if would Ee gone in thirty minutes and yesbhe
would ligﬁt the fires and we would have some sweet rblls with the
coffee. |

A couple OfAtimes I went into Lyndon's foom. He had been oﬁ‘
fhe-phone cqnstantly siﬁce seven o'clock or talking with aides, .
dictating, dispatching~Jiﬁ or Larfy for some last thing to be done;
Once he showed me a couple of sheets'of paper--the citations f§r'
‘Mary Lasker and Lauraﬁce Rockefelier--he was giving thém the Medal
of Fréedom and these were thé brief records of theifbaccompliéhments
for their countrymen. There was a list about tﬁenty‘long that we
had discussed over’a périod of.months. 1 was glad he»was.doing it;
but ﬁished‘he héd done.it a month ago with pomp and ceremony. It
héd been very hard for him to chéﬁse some and exclude others. I
" made a few changes to Mary's and Laurance'éi
After a while it was time fo put on my elegant mink hat—-wﬁét
. aﬁ indulgence--how often will I wear it ét Stonewall? Take up my
muff, tell Lyndon I would be a few minutes éérly‘and'to comebas'sdon
~as he éould and down I went to the ﬁed:Room. .T |
~ For me, in any day_of criéis all the realvemotiohs—-éll fhe 4

leave-takings or whatever-it-is have'already been lived through at
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a quieter time. From now on, one is sort of anesthetized--in

armour--and still there's the feeling of "going to the Fair" and.

wanting to absorb, take in everything, but nmot to feel it.

.The day blurs int0~a montage and I am not'sure Of-sequence."

I think Leonard Marks was-there all the time and from our viewpoint

.. the orchestra master, and I believe Hubert and Muriel were the first

to'come.' And_then, as it so‘often had.happened, we got the message,

" "They're two minutes away," and Lyndon and I walked out on the
North Portico lined heavily on both sides with cameramen. And
‘there on the left was a hilarious sight' Mr. Traphes Bryant, at

" his feet a bouncing Yuki, freshly washed and wearing a bright coat

that Mrs..Bryant had made, a darling grey poodle, clipped and
brushed and proud, and tucked into Mr. Bryant's coat, a little
miniature of a dog, breed unknown,’surveying this scene with bright

alert eyes.v Until the‘human members of this drama arrived, these

’characters had been filling'in‘for the cameramen!"

The big black car rolled up and out stepped the'Presidentf

A’Elect,vgrowing momently more impressiwe somehow, ‘and then Pat in a

smashing rosy red outfit, belted, with lapels and a fur hat. Pretty

little Tricia stepped from somewhere, in a powder blue coat with
little touches of fur. She s tiny and very feminine. And Julie,
taller, darker, and more vivacious, and 1anky smiling young David.
We stopped on the Portico for pictures. " Right and then left and |

then the funny little business that so‘often happens about who.goes
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in the door first until I took Pat's arm firmly and said, "Shall

we go in?" Then we were .all in the Red Room, the crowd enlarging

to includé Senator Dirksen, Speaker Mccérmack,_the Vice President-

‘Elect and Mrs. Agnew and their son who had been in Vietnam, with

his wife, and their two daughters,.Senéto; Mansfield, Gefald Ford, -
Senatér Jordan and'Carlelbert, and Lynda and Luci wﬁo gravitatéd,r
at oﬁce to the YOung Nixons. I noticed Luci and Tricia in animafed |
conversation in a corher, apparently getting oﬁ very well. ”Aﬁd
Lynda'asking David if he really did leave all those ﬂoteé behiﬁd 

the pictures, ‘and I asking Mr. Marriott_how hé-whs managing with =

his thousands of friends who must éuddenly‘have come  from thexfar_ 

reaches of the United States demanding a suite with a_large'living
room. Over-in thevcorner, I saw Liz’and Bess standing toéetﬁer
surveying the scene. How wonderfﬁlyit héé‘béeﬁ to work with tﬁém‘
all these yeafs! |

 There was Leonard Marks saying, "It's time to get into the

cars." And Pat and I and Speaker McCormack ﬁent out together and

took our places in a car. Lyndon and Mr. Nixon were in‘the‘léad ’

‘car and in between some Secret Service and somewhere behind Lynda

"b aﬁd.Luci and‘Leonard Marks. We all laughed that they were going to

have.the'me;fiest time of anybody.

It took a while before everyone got in and I looked up at the

‘facade of the_White'House and there, glued~to’one;of the_windowé weré

the faces of John Fickland and Jermain, and another butler, was it

Johnny? That was my last view as I drove away fromtthe'White House.
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- We started the parade down Pennsylvania Avenue. It was

strange--there were very few people--a little knot here, a group

,,there. I waved husily and tried to 1ock'eyes’ﬁhenever I saw an

animated face, but mostly they just stood and I did not see a
familiar face the whole length of Pennsylvania Avenue. But there

was avgood deal of banners and bunting. Our comversation was

hdesultory and trivial--we were glad it wasn't sleeting, we might

even avoid rain although it was a‘gray brooding day.f}I said I

_ felt sure thar the stands were going to be full by the time they

rode back. Somehow I felt Vaguely-sorry that they'weren't. And
every now and then a booming remark of substance from the»Speaker,

all.the more surprising coming from that frail desiccated man. We

saw a few children with flags and he said from deep within the well"

of his thoughts, "I like to see them with flags," and we both

- looked at the Capitol, he and I. I talked about how driving in from

 Virginia on summer afternoons, with the other Speaker, Mr. Sam

Rayburn, who used to say, "How do you like my Capitol’" ‘And we

saild together something like, "We all feel that it s ours.”

Then as we drove up under the Portico at that great old building

we were met and escorted, with minimum confusion, to the office of

Senator Margaret Chase Smith. There was Mrs. Eisenhower in a dark

’dress with an off-the—face hat, as poised and friendly and lively

as in all the more vigorous years I had known ‘her. . I was glad to

see her and I had one brief minute with her to tell her how much 1
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had always appreciated her coming to the Senate Ladies Luncheons in

~my time in the White House. And she in turn recalled how nice it

had been that Mrs. Woodrow Wilson had come to earlier functions in

‘her day.h‘;~i'

Lyndon and Mr. Nixon went to some adjoining . office.g Presently;

. some orchestrator of all this drama gave us a signal and together

Muriel and I walked out the door and down the great steps of the
Capitol under the commanding handsome newly. built portico-fface to

face with the great sea of faces that stretched off to the right to

.the House Office Buildings and to the left to the Senate Office

”Building and in front of us over toward the Supreme Court. Side by

side, and it gave me a warm pleasure that we walked together. Later

: Muriel said the.same. We took our seats on the front-row and then

turned our heads to watch the next entrance onto the stage of - this
great quadrennial American pageant. Try as I did to soak everything
up, I cannot remember for;sure-—I”think thatvwhen Lyndon walked in,

they played "Hail to the Chief" and this time, truly the last time.

- -He looked very tall and handsomeé and impressive, and very relaxed

- too, I thought. Then I think Mrs;-Nixon came in alone--the bright

rose'red a smashing success. Andhfinally;~the country's new'

President. | | | |
»For all the preparation'that,Vent into’it; it was a hrief

ceremonp-—only:about‘forty-five minutes, I believe. And how,to_

describe it?--low key, restrained it was to me,v None of the
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youthful ebullience, the poetic briiliance of the Kennedy Inaugu;af',
tion, or the warm roaring Jacksonian quaiity:of ours.l
I remember only bits-and-pieces stand out—-a,special»smilé'

between me and Mrs. Warren (she was right behind”us).v'Among.the »

five prayers, one was by the head of the'Greek’Orthqdox‘Church who -

had been my companioh on our trip to the funeral of the King of
Greece, along with President Truman. Looking out onto the sea of

faces and finding so few familiaf ones--Allen Dfury, I believe-~and

" very personal warm smiles from some of the newspaper women down

front--Wauhilla La Hay, Betty Beale. A murmured remark now and .
then to Mrs. Agnew who was on my left—-something like, "There's going

1

to be so much that you'll enjoy," or "We wish yot good luck in all
the years ahead." And'there,‘towéring in front of us, was the

camera stand--it seems to get bigger every four years. The great

eye of television trained down on us.

And I remember with corresponding appreéiation and dismay that
when there was a prayer, or the orchestra broke forth in "The»Star

' in one of the booths one of the commentators rose

Spangled Bénner,'
to his feet, unselfcbnscioué, natural, and in thé othérAbobths the |
other commentators sat sprawled around theif ﬁables-—perhaps handling
their instruqents féquired this; . ' '

And then an odd opticglviiluSién dufihg_the.swearing‘in of
Vice President Agnéﬁ.-'ﬂuhert,was staﬁding directl& behind him and. .

as Agnew raised his hand and I looked at.phe tableau, it looked as

”f;tﬁough it was Hubert's hand that was up! -
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And finally, the Inaugural speech itself. The paper said it.
‘was seventeen minutes long and President Nixon delivered it rather
quickly in an even voice. It was, I thought, low-key ‘with much
'accent on peace. There were no high trumpet ‘calls to-action and
probably that is just as well God knows there s been plenty of

striving in the last five, yes, eight years and probably the country

is tired of striving——maybe they just want to hold still--absorb the

deluges of change for a while. It was interrupted by applause from
time to time, hut there was no great surge of emotion that swept the
Asea,of people in front of us. | | |

Well before one o'clock, he finished:and we all rose to take

our departure. I said goodbye to pretty little Tricia on my right

next to Muriel--in‘casepl‘did not really get to make a formal goodbye

to.Pat or‘the new President and as it happened I didnlt really,l
Then I was swallowed up in the great departing throng going up
the stairs, trying to take in every face that I saw--so many of them
»unfamlliar. The Cabinet was right behind President Nixon and over
, heyond, off the»stand, a group of Senators, and then up'the stairs
"Athemselves on one side the’Diplomatic Corps——a last‘big smile to
;Sevilla Sacasa. At the top of the stairs was Hugh O'Brian, who was
| 1 think, in charge of their gala.- And then we were in the big
black car down below--Lyndon and’ I, and Lynda and Luci, driving

- with a motorcycle escort -away from the Capitol grounds and down the

_ streets, now more filled with people, and out onto the George

,Washington Parkway, on towards the Cliffords.
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I was propped for some newspaper coverage outside their house,
but not for what we found It looked as if we had moved backwards

in time to some particularly homey campaign rally! Their quiet

. front 1awn, .secluded from the highway by a hedge, was jamrpacked with

people—-little boys up the apple tree, babies in-arm, high school

and college youngsters carrying signs—-"We'll Never Forget You, LBJ "

"You Did A Good Job;" "We Still Love You, Lyndon. Somebody had a

'Texas‘flagband there was a great big U.S. flag waving precariously

in front of us acrosskthe sidewalk. Marny, without a coat, and

»Clark were standing at the end of the sidewalk to greet us.  We

hugged them and made our way up the sidewalk shaking hands to. right

and left, trying to think of a courteous brief phrase for the micro-

. phones that were stuck in front of us, and finally pausing on the:

front stoop for a picture with the Cliffords; We quite lost'Luci

" in the crowd, because of course her Secret Service departed at the

stroke of twelye, but I really think she was revelling imn it, as much

 as having difficulty.

. Inside that warm and welcoming house, there awaited us one

" of the most significant and dear parties I shall ever_attend. A

good part of the Cabinet, but not all. I hope we’are finished, done

with the need for categories. There were the Rusks and Fowlers and

~the Freemans and the Alan Boyds and C. R. Smith, and the Marvin

Watsons and from Lyndon's staff, Walt Rostow and the George Christians,

and from mine, Liz and Bess and their'husbands; Hubert and Muriel
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of course, and'from the House, the Hale Boggs, and Jake and Beryl
Pickle. In a11 the sixty-odd people, there was only one regret--
the George‘Mahons—-and that late.in the day ‘because they had been;vv
asked to represent the stete of Texas.ih somerof.the Inaugurelb'
‘festivitles.o There were four Senetors there-fthe Mike Monroneys,;
and the Birch Beyhs,‘end the Scoop Jacksons and the Gale‘McGees,.
Out of towners Arthur Krim, and Jane and Cherles Engelhard; oho were
asking about our plans to come to Florida. :dust'one presslpersonéﬁ
'rthe Bill Whites, and one from the Court, Abe and Carol Fortas.
And from elsewhere in the Government,. the Leonard Marks, the Bill
Deasons, and- Averell Harriman.v » |
Only one thing marred my sheer delight in the day and that is

we“mustrleave_not later than three in-order to get to Austih before
the.lnaugural proceedings there éot under:way.‘ We did not want to
conflict.or opstage er oﬁn state of‘Texes Inaugural ahd'a lot of the
good Democrats and officials wahted to’come outlto the eirporthto
‘ meet us and sodtihelhas‘oor tyrant. One of thelblessings of the;
future might be that this tyrant will fade into the wings!

/ I' remember vignettes~-Ilsat‘in'ohe of Marny's emall delightful
groupihgs with Marvella Bayh and Lindy and‘Mary Ellen,'and'ye talked Ul
. of our trip down the Mississippi. There,'right outside‘the open

window, not eight feet away was the whole yard full of people, the
.little boys up the apple tree, and a young man with a sign that said;“

"LBJ in '72." I smiled and waved and then he turned it round ahdv-h
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it said, "Lyn in 2004." And then once when I went upstairs, there

was‘Lyndavstanding in a window holding Lucinda in her arms and waving

down at the crowd below and ﬁointing out the signs to Lucinda, and

all the crowd waving back.

' There was a moment when I got a rather imperious request to

come upstéirs‘at once--I think it was from Jim Jones. Lyndon wanted

me up there and I saw him gathering up others. We cdnvergéd in‘Clarkl_.

and Marny'S'bedroom,ialong with'Avefeli Harriman and Bill Vhite'and
Lfﬁd;ﬁ.’ And Lyﬁdon told us-what it was‘about.v ﬁérly this mérniﬁg_'j
he hadvconferred the Medal of Freedom‘qn Clark and Harriman and

Bill White anﬁ”seventeen 6thérSs He reéd Clark's citation and
ﬁarfimanfs and gave them to them. Bill's would be sent to him later.

And then he talked of the others--much of Rusk who had already been

. awarded the Medal of Freedom, with distinction, and‘of Walt Rostow

 and his selfless service to his country and his President in an

incredibly tough spot. I think I saw tears in Marny's eyes. What

-Lyndqp salid was a personal intimate télk in a low voice, very .

‘igarneétgino speech at all. I was enormously gratified--I ﬁad
ﬁanted_him £oido this‘earlier with pomp and fanfare, but i was_giad"
bthat étilést it was done! Bill White anéweped'and this ;ough‘but

" seasoned man seemedlclosé to tears. He described his feeling for'

Lyndoﬁfbriefly,'just about fourbw0rdsf-one'of them was "gallant."

He has a very felicitous way with words and this'unplanned little

talk was good enough to be graven in stone.
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The hands of the clock prodded us on. I went down and led
off the gronn'in loading our plates at a sumptuous beautiful

luncheon table. Emotion and times of great significance do not

N ,spoil'my appetite~-rather they seem to fuel it. -I divided-my

precious moments between'the delicious food and enjoying the guests,

every one of whom meant so much to me, and remembering to smile’and

- wave from time to time at our audience in the yard who were still

’ watching through. the: windows. Lucinda made an appearance now and .

then in her little yellow infant seat regarding us all with solemn

big eyes and ogoasionally a toothless granny grin, And Patrick

Lyndon was weaving his'way through legs while Luci, Olga, or I

retrieved Marny's little treasures from the low tables at his

'approach

And then, too quickly, I got the signal "time to go, let's go
to the car." I’hugged Marny and Clark, not expecting to see them

again although they insisted they were going to race us to Andrews

Air Force Base. We stopped on the front -porch briefly again and :

: Lyndon'said a feW'words'into’Ranycherer s microphone-—how he had

been a‘part of Washington for more‘than thirty years and loved it

- and he would come back to visit. And with waves‘and handshakes and‘

calls of "God bless you, Mr. President," "We'll miss you Lyndon,-

we made our way to the car-—the four of us together and headed for'

-Athe’helicopter on the grounds,of the Bethesda Naval Center. - Only.

-en route did I remembervthat I had left my elegant fﬁr'muff and
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‘my brand new gloves. Efficient most of those years and here at the

last moment I fall apart! When I reached the helicopter my farewell

to one of my'Secret.Service agents whom I would‘see'no'more——l

think it was Woody Taylor--was to round up these'two possessions'as

a parting kind gesture to me and send them along.

There was a small crowd even at the helicopter. We'flew in

.silence over Washington and landed at Andrews. - And there was a big

crowd, lining the fence and drawn up around Air Force One. Lyndon,

strode past the lined up military and began to shake hands at the
_fence. The band played "Ruffles_and Flourishes," but not "Hail to
the Chief;" and "Auld Lang Syne,",and "Yellow Rose'ofnTexas." And
there was a salute of_guns, I think 21, and it was a total confusion,_‘
and"dear, and wonderful. Luci was-crying--moreia total living of
the day than sadness, I think, and saying of Lyn, "He's just lost
" meaning the Secret Service.

-In the crowd I glimpsed Sharon with her little son and Cynthia,

and the Wilbur Cohens, and above the heads, Ramsey Clark, and do I

_ascribe to his face a touch of sadness or is it there? And there

was Diana and I was still clutching'in my hand the darling little

nosegay she had sent to the Cliffords-for me. And the Speaker—;at

‘ vthis I was very deeply touched——and of course our Congressman Jake -

'Pickle, and a strong Republican Congressman, George Bush, and this

touched me also. And the attractive young Cattos who are up for the

Inaugural festivities of course, and Ashton in tears.~
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~And to my‘amazementfstanding at the foot of the steps were none
other than Clark and Marny and Dean and Virginia! They had indeed
raced us and had ‘gotten there, and quite a group ‘of people who had been -

at lunch. We mounted the steps of Air Force One, Lyndon carrying his o

faithful companion, Lyn. We stopped at the‘top,'the family, and

"turned and waved in a conscious goodbye tableau. I, searching for

the eyes of the most dear and most familiar--and there close to the

foot of the steps stood Liz with a sign that was an invitation to

laughter, 'Culpeper thanks you." Shades of 1960!

It was a quiet flight down. . One'of the first things I saw was
a hig bunch of yellow'roses with a card on it from the Nixons. What
a thoughtful thing to do! And I felt a salute too to their efficiency,
knowing something of’ how great the demands on them and all their -
staff were today. I tried to sleep, couldn t, read the accounts of
the things I had lived through and about five—thirty we arrived at

1

Here indeed was a cfowd-—perhaps five‘thousand packed along the

ifence-—and a receiving party at the foot of the steps of the plane.

~_Ta11 Ben Barnes in his tux only moments away from one of his own

Inaugural parties—-what a nice thing for him to do. And Eloise and

Homer, and Chancellor Ransom and Hazel, and Mayor Akin and his wife

“who presented me with_a beautiful bouquet of.the first flowers of -

spring--Iris, tulips, narcissus, violets—-especially prepared by

»Harietta Brooks, she said; and'BobVStrauss, and Carolyn Kellam with
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both her little children and the Deathes of course. The Longhorn
band was there in bright orange and they pleyed ,"Rnffles'and"

Flouriehes,' "

and then "The Eyes of Texas." There wae‘a'big sign

‘above the Base Operations that said, "Welcome Home, Mr. President

and-Family. Lyndon made a brief speech ending with he hoped that.

. the country would be as understanding with Nixon as it had been

with him—-and knowing him and his deep respect for the office of
the ?residency'I didn't think he meant it ee irony. He ended’up»
saying, "Whether we are Democrats.or Republicans, Texens or New
'fYorkers, we love our country, or we onght to love it."
And then once more, hegtook to the fence, with the.wind'
- blowing him in the face, grabbing for hands with both of his. and
lfinally picking up Lyn and taking h1m along the fence while Lynda
with Lucinda in her arms and 1 followed, smiling and waving.

With a last goodbye to an airport fence and also goodbye to
Luci and Lyn who'were going to their own house, Lyndon and Lynda
and Lucinda and I _got on the jetstar and headed for the Ranch. I
looked over my shonlder and there was a silver crescent of a new
;vmoon, bright and clear and full of nromise-—it_reminded me of the
- astronauts and it reminded me,‘rather precionsly, of aulinevin one.
- of Lyndon's recent speeches quoting one of the astronautshWho said

that he would look at the moon in years to come and remember with -

-~ wonder that he was there. And both Lyndon and I will look back at =~

.gthehPresidency with wonder that we were.there.
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‘But there was still one more reception committee and it turned

" out to be quite a lively one! We got to the Ranch just as dark

was_falling;, There around the hangar were about five hundred local - :

-folks--not A. W. and Melvin and the big "Jefes" of the area, but

the Malecheks and innumerable‘Weinheimers, Father Schneider and the
Truesdells. Lyndon invited everyone into the hangar and then he
made them a rather long and rather fulsome talk about how glad he was

to be home. He called Paul to get h1m some little gold pens and then

‘stood-at'the,door as he shook hands w1th everybody and said goodnight

and handed them one of the .souvenir pens.

Lynda and Lucinda and I went on into the 1iy1ng room.and-there
were Arthur and Mathilde. Dale joined us and Mrs. Truesdell and |
ﬁe relaxed with a drink and then we had dinner'with Mary Rather;‘
Juanita, and Yolanda. A little past nineQI went'to bed, with a
line of poetry ree11ng in my mind, I think it's from "India s Love
Lyrics,","I celebrate my glad release, the tents of silence and thev

camp of peace.” And yet for me it's not quite the exit line because

I have loved almost every day of these five years. A better go-to-

sleep line was one of the signs I had seen today, my favorite, "LBJ,

You Were Good For The U S.A."



