
o January 31, 1969C

The  last  day  of  January was  gray  and misty

an invitation  to  some  sunny  shores o >iome. ^uru ĵ.y ^ ^ ^  

not to go to California, where  the Winthrop   Rockefellers 

had  so generously  m ade their house in Palm Sprin g s  a va ila b le  

’fo r u s.  B u t m a yb e  w e 'll s till g o  to  F lo rid a  o r A ca p u lco .

^ ^ p e n t th e  moAntn.̂  on. unpackXng. ckoA£.A , ^  Jxad -taJ.,:i’ 

L y n d o n  th a t  I  w a n te d  to  b e  su re  to  g e t in  to u c h  w ith   L iz  

w hen  she arrived  and  invite  them   out  to dinner and it w as 

h e   w h o   su g g ested   th a t  I   g o   o u t  to  th e   a irp o rt  to  m ee t h er. 

S o   I  d ro v e  in to   A u s tin   a lo n e , ru n n in g   in to  s tre tc h e s  o f fo g , 

vale s  o f  m is t  th a t  h u n g  in   th e  v a lle y s   o r   lin g e r e d  o v e r   th e  

h ills   a n d   th e n   c le a r   s tre tc h e s --a  fa m ilia r   s ig h t  o n   th is   ro a d

a l l   t h e   y e a r s   s i n c e   '5 1 .

I  s t opped  at K TBC ,  briefly  greeted  som e  of  the personnel 

th ere w ere  a  group  of  them  gathered  in  the coffee shop w ishing  

"happy birthday"  to one of  our  longtim e em ployees..  And then  

Jesse  said he would go out to the airport with me. 

I approach m y return  to  private  life eagerly,  curiously  

lo o k in g  fo r th e  d ifferen ces, b la n d ly  (n o t su re  o f w o rd   o n   tape)  

th a t it w ill b e  e a sy  a n d  c o sy .  T o d a y  w a s an experien ce .

i -
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We. had a hoLnhiUî eJL xn jJie. co^^&e. ^ o p  and ^oon jthejie. u/ola a 

^maJJ. Atmsxim waJJine^Ae^ and JLUjJie. b o ^  coming, up JLo /ne 

asking for au tographs. 3  wAjoJie. mg. nanvz. beJtjjae.ejx Jtke. bJite^ 

and ike.n ufe.nL out JLo u/atck ^Aom Jtke. oppo s ite  end ika i. ao  /

^amjiLiaA. phenomen o^ th e 1 9 6 0 s —an aJinponJi aAJvivaJL» 9i. x a  

a woJud added JLo ny. vocahuJjoAg. and emoJieA ^ uaJL o a cJjeoJi a / r

pJidiuAje OA Mug Jtke u/oaA  ^pJicnJic.'  o a 'haJJ. * , The. occas i on /

. w a s  t h e  a r r i v a l  o f  t h e  V I P s  f o r  t h e  H e a d l i n e r ' s  C l u b  a n n u a l  

c e le b r a t io n .   L iz   w a s    one o^ Jtkem and ikeAe. wo a a movJie- MjoA.

or tw o   and  an  aw ard  w inner  ^Ajom Jtke wor l d  of  j ournal ism. - . -

PJLane JLime. appAjoacked and aJJL Jtke ckaJWLcJieAA and pAopA ,

JLook JtkeJin. p ia ce^.  The M ayor,  M r.  A kin,  and his pretty w ife  

w ith an arm ful of yellow   roses,  M ayor Pro tem   Em m a  Long ,

C ity  councilm en and  businessm en,   a band JLoujdJjg plagAng 

"The  E yes o f T exas"  and "T he Y ellow   R ose of T exas",  a   sm all 

c lu ste r   o f  phot ographer s  and a y el l ow car pet  being unAoHed,

"T h is is d ifferen t" ,  o n e   o f th e   o fficers  fro m  B erg stro m   lea n ed  

over  to   tell  m e.   T he  red  one,, JLa>it u^ed ^ o a u a on ouA ret urn  home 

w as  being  fram ed  and  hung  in   the  o fficer's club.
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L o ts  o f  p eo p le   sp o ke  to   m e  in   a ^Ax&n.<jU  ̂ ncuLunjadi nanm ji 

JjMe. 3  h ad  6e.e.n ;tke.Ae. eve.Ay.dat̂  ̂ b u t nobody Jiook ny. pJicJiuA& 

and ikeAe. woA cejUaxnJ^ no excMe.mejvL abou t pjuz^enae.,

I  stood  on  the  edge  of  the   cjioufd undeJi an vunhAeJUia—jit 

had  begun  to  rain--with  Emma  Long.  The. pJian& oajne. to  a 

h a lt, the. -̂ o.d̂  uJith th e  y.eJJLow Ao>ieA pAe^i^ed ^oAiuajvd and 

AO d id  th e  photo^AopheJiA and out stepped  a movAje AtoA. and 

a  few   m ore  VIP's  and  no  Liz.     Les,  looking  pale  got  off

th e  plane  last  and  said  it  had  been dreadful  weather  fo r  

from  W ashington  and when   th e  p la n e p u t down i n  

D allas,  L iz  had  vow ed  never  to   set   f oot. on a p la ne agai n  

and had  got  o ff  in   search   o f  an    automobi l e .  She wo u ld  

a rrive   in   tim e   fo r  th e   even in g   p a rty .

J e s s e   a n d   I    le ft  and  w ent to   jo in   M r. C opus,  a ajzjoI e .^ ta te  

developer   in   A u s tin   a n d  JtheAje^oU jow ed tm o o^ th e  moAt 

ed u ca tio n  h o u rs   in   th e   life   o f  o u r   to w n  thaJL i? have h a d  in  

five   yea rs.  W e   d ro ve   a n d   d ro ve   a l l  ar ound th e  per iphery of  

my  well loved  Austin.   Ther e ar e sp r ingi ng up shopping. 

cen te r s  on on e very  hi l l  and v a lle y  and  paAtjufus. landA  

moAch ajowa o^ new houAeA, Some o<̂ JthoAe he to o k  u4 by. weAjz. 

^ ju ite  g o o d —Atjuz.ejtA JLaJid o u t jin a meander in g   fas h io n , 

Americ a n   E lm   tre e s   p la n te d   a t  re g u la r   in te rv a ls   o n   b o th   s id e s
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1̂ Mr. Copus  is building a house  on Warren  Woodward's  old  lot.

and  I  was  going  to  choose  the  building  ntaijsJv^^ The. JLoJi,

now cJ^oJ^dhad ^Assxî  po^JiLjiJLiJiJî A --a  JLoveJ^

h ills  and   river.  I  decided   o ld   b rick,  the  cedar  ( ?  . J

shingle  roof  would  be  my  first  choice  and  pink  Mexican br ick

next and ^ e  wkjii£. A tom  Akjuid.

I  reached  the F . O . B .  in  the  late  afternoon  and JLa<JiJie.d Jthe 

desk  w ith  H elene  for  several  ^uJii.e pA.oducJUit/e kouAA , The 

m a i l   i s  b e a u t i f u l   - -  i t  i s  a  JLo Jtke keafii. o^ Jthe. people  

of  this  country  w hich  I have  alw ays  val ue d  and respected , 

3jL JL& aJL&o over -power ing. --3  am AJta^^eJi£.d JLo JtkJinh kow we
f ■■■■ ■ ■ ■■ ■- ' ■ ’ ■ ' - ‘ ' ' ' . - . ■ ■ ' ■

' can g.eJL jUi aJUL an^wejus.d and'^Jjjz.d and Jbakie.n cjaAje o^. Now

Jtke. i.noA. o^ moAi o^ jUL jLa ^welcorm. kome., we. JLove ^ou ,

Jtkank ^ou ^ oa. jtke^e J.ong. y.eoJt4 o^ woAking. ua  A ^AjzojL

mdn  ̂ o^ JtkeM Aj&caJU. expeJvienceA ikjiougk Jthe y.eaJi>A WAjh uA.

O^jten 9̂  A£jn.eni)eJL, AomeJUjm  ̂ AadJL̂ njoJL aJL aJJ. .

Abovd. >seven, Hele n e  and I  went over  t o th e 5th floor and

S' changed in to  my bJja.cA lace dA&AA and. i.o^ejtheA. we dn^ve. i.o

the  W estgate,  the  handsom e  high  rise  apartm ent  that  overlooks

the  State C apitol, -- w e  w ere going  to    R oy  B utler's  party  for.

L iz  and   the  o ther V IP 's  o f  the H eadliner's  celebration .

pH
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O ur  first  party  back  hom e  in  Austin  and JtJxJiA JLoo woA an.

experience .  W e  found   a par king pl ace rig ht  in  ^Aoni—I  

dare  say  a  rare  gift  from  the  gods.  Going up in  the

elevator  I  knew   nearly  every  face and. not a s ingle  name,

so  I  just  sm iled  brightly  a ll  around   and s a id  "I  want you  

all  to  know   Helene  Lindow,  my  secretary."

U p sta irs  w e  w ere   en g u lfed   in   th e   Loud, gay conf us in g  aur a  

o f  a   cock ta il  party  --  u n fam ilia r to  m e   tkeA e ^i^^ geaJxA poA t 

w h e re   n ea rly   a ll  th e   p a rtie s I    aJLtend' ojuz. tko>Ae 9  am 

giving.   Som eone  asked  m e  w hat  I  w as going  to  do when 9  

g o t ou t of  the  W hite  H ouse  and I  said "   I am   going to  be 

a  gu est!"

H ere   it  w a s  d iffe ren t,  I  d id   kn o w  many  of  t h e. gu&AtA ; 

our  hosts  the  Roy  Butlers,  dear  Paul  and  Dolly  Bolton,  whom  I

greeted  with a  hug,  the  pale  forlorn  Flora  Green,   the widow 

of  the  founder  of  the  Headliners, George  and  Joanne Christian, 

AadjLOitJing pJLzaAu/ue in being home, and of  course Liz who ̂a . 

adnjsxs.dg ûJUL ô  spicy stories  about  Washington in the last  

eleven days.

It  was a sophisticated  impressive  room. with floor to ceiling 

windows  that  framed  the  State Capitol  below us in. a stunning 

view.  I  moved  around  the  room,  introducing  Helene and seeing 

old  friends.  And  after about  30  minutes  I took  my departure.
i ;
t-
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V a c c o m p a in e d   to  th e   e le v a to r  b y   W a lte r   C a v in   w h o  k e p t   o n

looking  over  his  shoulder,   3  jtk in k f ^oA. ny. ervtouAa^e.,

There  w as  none.  H e  seem ed  a little  baffled  and  said  "are

you  a lrigh t,  sha ll  I  go   to   your  car  w ith   you?"  I assured

him  that  I  w as  right  dow n  front--don' t  both er . And f eel ing 

quite independent  and a  bit   adventunjouuA 9  yoJL xn Jtke cojl  

and headed out ujito jthe nAjgftt JLo  the  Ranch about  65  miles  

aw ay.  N o  Jerry,  no  W oody--all on m y ow n.  I am  determ ined  

 ̂ quite  desirous of   being jindependeni jin Ahe ^ntalJ.

business o f  day-to -day  living . >

I turned  on  the  radio  and  w ent  along  at a  br is k  s peed—

quite  cozy  really,  but  I  w as  aw are  it  w as  night  and I  w as 

alone.  As  I  approached  Johnson  C ity,  I  called   on business

'service  and  found  that  L yndon  w as  at  the  M oursunds'---they asked  

m e  to com e by.  They had  already  had  dinner  s o I  jumped  i nto  

their  pool  and  had a  vigorous swim  of  about  40  l eng thŝ  and Jken  

jo ined them  around  the  fireplace  in   their bedroom .  M aria llen  

brought  m e  a  plate  of  fried  chicken  and  the day ended on a 

pleasant  low   key, com fortab le  no te. I

■ X;

: M p .


