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Jime2, 1997 

Ms. Patricia Falk 
Government and Community Relations Officer 
Brooklyn Museum of Art 
200 Eastern Parkway 
Brooklyn, NY 11238-6052 

Dear Ms. Falk: 

Thank you very much for your letter and invitation to 
the First Lady to the gala celebrating Monet and the 
Mediterranean and for your catalogue on the exhibit, which is 
so impressive. 

We very much regret that the First Lady will not be able 
to attend the gala because she is scheduled to be in Latin 
America at that time. 

Thanks for writing and best wishes for a successful gala 
and exhibition. 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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Ms. Mclai i i i i ; Vcrvnoi' 
IJcpuly Cliii;!'of SlalT lo IIK.; Tirsl Lady 
Oilier; of MK; First. Lady 
Th. ; W l i i h ! Hons.;, Room lOOOKOR 
Wasliiii^n..ii, DC 20.̂ )00 

May 22, 1997 

l'utri<;iu I'̂ alk 
( f r n i i i f i i l ;iud 
( j m i l I I I I n i l V h'l •l.ilit '//.s 
Oft it, T 

L)«;ai' Ms. V(;rv(;(;r: 

I l iavi ; i;ii(:los(;(l a letter .sent to IIK-; Social S(;en;lary lo I IK ; Wl i ih ; 
|-|oijS(; f rom our li ieomiii^^ l)iiv;i;t(:»i', Arnold L(; l imai i . We t.hoiiglil 
our Oeloher 9 l l i ^ala i-.elt^hiatiii^ l i n ; ex l i ih i t io i i , Moi ic t ; i i n i l l ic 
Mt-:'ihh'mini:';iii, would lie both a wonderfu l a i l i;venl as well as a 
diplomatieal ly valuable; OIK; for t in ; Mrs! La.Jy. 

Wi ; ui id(;rslai id l l i ( ;r i ; is a LTOOII (;liaiii;e Madame ( l l i i iae wil l a l le i id 
Wli i ; i i wi ; f̂ <;l a response wio w i l l , of eoui se, li;!. you know. 

Also enclosed is a eopy of t in; ( ;xhihi l ioi i ealalogu*;. 

Silie(;rely, 

200 r.aslcrii l';ukwiiy 
Hiooklyti, NY I \ 2:VA-U(m 

Trlcrilidu.: (71!!) 6:5;;-.'')()0(), v.\\. .i.ii: 
fax (718) 8.S7-f.:U)» 
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Ms. Ann Stock 
Social Secretary to the White House 
East Wing Suite 200 
1600 Pennsylvania Avenue NW 
Washington, DC 20500 

May 22, 1997 

A r n o l d L. I ^ h m a n D e a r Ms . StOCk: 
Ihiccliir 

I am very pleased to write to you at the suggestion of Marvin Traub and Iris 
Cantor, a Trustee of the Brooklyn Museum of Art, to invite Mrs. Clinton to be 
an honorary guest at a benefit gala for the exhibition, Motiet and the 
Mediterranean on Thursday evening, October 9, 1997 at the Brooklyn 
Museum of Art. The French Embassy in New York has been kind enough to 
also extend invitations on our behalf to Madame Chirac and Francois Bujon 
de I'Estang, Ambassador of France to the United States. 

It is my hope that Mrs. Clinton will join us as we bring together the French 
business community and New Yorî 's leading corporations and art patrons in 
support of the Museum, and the first major exhibition of Claude Monet in New 
York City in 20 years. As one of the oldest and largest art museums in the 
United States, the Brooklyn Museum of Art has the distinction of being 
located in New Yort̂ 's most populated and ethnically diverse borough. The 
Museum was the first to begin an organized museum education program for 
children, and it continues to be a recognized and innovative leader in 
education programming. 

The Brooklyn Museum of Art is pleased to present Monet and the 
Mediterranean during the celebration of its 175th anniversary. It is my hope 
that Mrs. Clinton will be able to honor us with her presence in celebration of 
Brooklyn's presentation of one of the worid's great artists. Enclosed is a 
catalogue of the exhibition. 

I look forward to your reply. 

Sincerely, 

1200 |-;i.=:|,.-rn P.-iikwiiv TL'le[.li..ik' 7 IK. 6:',8-r.0()0, r x i . iiOO 
Hruuklvn. NY 1 1238-0052 I'HN -iTlH,' :iog-7009 
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Overview 
Among the oldest and largest art museums in the United States, the Brooklyn Museum of 
Art attracts over 250,000 visitors annually. Housed in a beaux-arts landmark building 
designed in 1893 by McKim, Mead and White, the Museum contains approximately 1 5 
million objects. Its collection represents virtually the entire history of art, ranging from one 
of the world's premier Egyptian collections to its comprehensive holdings of American 
paintings and sculpture. The Museum's curatorial departments include: 

The Arts of Africa, the Pacific and the Americas 
Asian Art 
Decorative Arts 
Egyptian, Classical and Ancient Middle Eastern Art 
Painting and Sculpture 
Prints, Drawings and Photographs 

Audience 
According to a 1995 audience surx'ey, 76% of the Museum's adult visitors live in NYC 
and 24% are tourists Half of the visitors report incomes of S50,000+ and 79% indicate 
that they have at least a college degree The following is a breakdown of Museum visitors 
by residence, ethnicity/race and age: 
Adult Visitors Residence 
Caucasian 59% Brooklyn 51% 
African-American & 20% Manhattan 15% 
Caribbean Queens 8% 
Hispanic 4% Bronx 1% 
Asian 3% Slaten Island 1% 
Middle Eastern 2% Greater NY Metro 9% 
Native American <2% Out of State 12% 
Other 10% International 3% 

Sex Age 
Female 60% 18-24 8% 
Male 40% 25-34 21% 

35-44 24% 
Education 45-54 18% 
Some College 16% 55-64 11% 
Undergrad Degree 33% Over 65 1 5% 
Postgraduate Degree 46% 

Household Income 
Under $30,000 26% 
30-49,999 26% 
50-69,999 17% 
70-99,999 16% 
Over 100,000 1 5% 
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School, Youth & Family Programs 
Recognized as a pioneer in Museum Education since the I950's, the Brooklyn Museum of 
Art serves over 45,000 school children annually through a range of school and weekend 
programs. In 1994, the Museum was instrumental in establishing The New York City 
Museum School, a new alternative 6-12th grade public school in which students spend 3 
days/week studying at the Museum. The model for the NYC Museum School is based on 
the Museum's successfijl experience in centering learning around the observation and 
study of art objects. In addition to The NYC Museum School, the Museum has established 
school partnerships with seven elementary' schools throughout Brooklyn. The Museum 
also serves over 3,000 teachers through staff development workshops. Open House 
previews and a Teacher's Summer Institute 

Families from throughout New York City take advantage of the Museum's free drop-in 
workshops on weekends for children as well as its Holiday and School Vacation 
Programs. The Museum's popular Gallery/Studio Program enrolls over 500 children in art 
classes throughout the year. 

Public Programs 
The Museum's Public Programs for adults attract over 25,000 visitors annually The 
Museum's programs include daily gallery talks, academic .symposia, lectures and 
performances. As Brooklyn's major cultural institution, the Museum also promotes the 
performing arts and has become a major venue in Brooklyn for independent film and jazz. 
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May 20, 1997 

Ms. Betsy Frampton 
Glen Eagles Foundation 
1400 Sixteenth Street, NW 
Suite 430 

Washington, DC 20036-2217 

Dear Betsy: 

Thank you very much for your letter on the importance 
of early intervention to meet the needs of homeless children 
and your suggestion that the early childhood development 
policy agenda be responsive. I have shared your views with 
others in the administration. 

Thank you for writing and best wishes in the important 
work you support. 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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May 8, 1997 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to the First Lady 
O.E.O.B. 
Room 100 

Washington DC 20500 

Dear Melanne: 

1 am writing to urge thai the While House include the developmental needs of homeless children 
in its national campaign emphasizing the importance of positive early childhood experiences in 
brain development. 

Without early intervention, children suffer life-long , irreversible consequences. In the case of 
homeless children these consequences have already been documented. Research has shown that 
this population experiences significant developmental delays, educational underachievement. 
behavioral disorders and heightened risks to health and safety. 

An organization with whose work 1 am very familiar, fhe National Law Center on Homelessness 
and Poverty, is a leading advocate on behalf people who are homeless. Maria Foscarinis, the 
center's Founder and Executive Director was a primary architect of the landmark Stewart B. 
McKiiuiey Homeless Assistance Act, the major federal legislation addressing the needs of 
homeless people, including special provisions addressing the needs of homeless children. 

I he Law Center has also published four reports on the needs of homeless children and the 
barriers that they face in the public education system. 

With the support of the Glen Eagles Foundation, the Law Center has set an important precedent 
establishing that homeless children have a legal right to equal access to public education. 
Currently, sponsored by the Kellogg Foundation, the Law Center is researching the participation 
of homeless children in public early education programs, such as Head Start. Preliminary results 
indicate that eligible homeless children encounter barriers to their participation in these programs 

I urge that the needs of these most vulnerable citizens be placed prominently on the early 
childhood development agenda, and that organizations such as the National Law Center on 
Homelessness and Poverty be brought to the table to offer leadership and insight on this 
important issue. 

If you need any additional information, please feel free lo call me at 202-939-3399. And thank 
you for all the good work that you're doing! 

Sincerely, 

mpton 
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Melaime Verveer 
Chief of Staff to the First Lady 
O.E.O.B. 
Room 100 
Washinaton. D.C. 20500 

I t l i l l l 11111 I I I t l 111 I I M 11 I I h i 

; I^OO SIXTEEI^TH STREET A~JW, SUITE ^ 3 0 , WASHINCSTON. DC 2003S-22 17 

PHOTOCOPY 
^RESERVATIOM 
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May 20, 1997 

Mr. Charles Fenyvesi 
U.S. News & World Report 
2400 N Street, NW 
Washington, DC 20037 

Dear Charlie: 

Thank you very much for your thoughtfiil letter and the 
clips which I did enjoy reading. I am so glad to have had a 
chance to chat with you at the White House Correspondents 
Dinner and again at the Romanian Embassy. 

I greatly appreciate your thoughtfulness. 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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Printed courtesy of Maryland Printing & Graphics 1-800-286-8572 
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June 1, 1997 

Mr. Charles Fenyvesi 
U.S. News & World Report 
2400 N Street, NW 
Washington, DC 20037 

Dear Charles: 

Thank you so much for your letter and for Splendor in 
Exile which I look forward to reading (I have already skimmed 
the chapter on the Romanian royals!). Thank you for your 
thoughtfulness. It is most appreciated. 

Best wishes. 

Sinc€^ely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 



u.s.News 
& WORLD RePORT 

2400 N Streel, N W., Washinglon, DC 20037 . (202) 955-2331 

CHARLES FENYVESI 
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June 10, 1997 

Mr. Donald Fowler 
2725 Devine Street 
Box 50627 
Columbia, SC 29250 

Dear Don: 

Thank you very much for your letter and for forwarding 
Father Phelps' invitation. We have also ackowledged his letter 
directly. 

Thanks for writing and best wishes. c"-^ i L^-<-^ 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 



Donald L. Fowler 

June 2, 1997 

Dear Melanne; 

Hope things are going well for you. 

Attached i s a l e t t e r from L i f e Directions 
a worthy organization that sponsors 
programs to counteract gangs i n middle 
schools and high schools. I t i s an 
i n v i t a t i o n for the F i r s t Lady to speak i n 
Detroit i n December 1998. I t o l d Father 
John Phelps that you would not commit 
th i s far i n advance, but that he should 
send you the l e t t e r and follow up l a t e r . 

This is a fine program that has been 
immensely successful i n f i v e c i t i e s . 
I t i s one that deserves our support.* 

Thank you for your interest 
to you and the F i r s t Lady. 

Best wishes 

2) 
attachment 

Tl^\ \ - \ \ \ \^- Sired • î ox ̂ ()()J- . Qilunihia Sf 

crw,M.'.sn.net 
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June 13,1997 

Ms. Shelley Feist 
713 Hart Senate Office Building 
Washington, DC 20510-3405 

Dear Shelley: 

Congratulations on yoiu- new position in Congressman 
Dorgan's office! It was so wonderful to hear yoiu- good news. 
I wish you all the best in your future endeavors and challenges. 

Best wishes. 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 



I am pleased to inform you of my new position 

and work address as of June 9. Cf~^ 

Shelley Feist 

senior policy advisor 

Office of the Honorable Byron Dorgan (D-ND) 

713 Hart Senate Office Building 

Washington, DC 20510-340.5 

E-mail: ph.) 202/224-2551 
shelley_feist@dorgan.senate.gov fax) 202/224-1 193 

i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i 
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May 10, 1997 

Ms. Leslie Gottlieb 
Director of Communications 
The League of Treatment Center 
30 Washington Street 
Brooklyn, NY 11201 

Dear Ms. Gottlieb: 

Thank you very much for your thoughtful letter and 
wonderful card from the children. Please tell them we are 
grateful. We are glad that Hannah Kim was able to participate 
with us in the WTiite House Conference on Early Childhood 
Development and Learning. 

Again, thank you for your thoughtfulness and best 
wishes. 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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May 20, 1997 

Ms. Marian A. Godfrey 
The Pew Charitable Trusts 
One Commerce Square 
2005 Market Street, Suite 1700 
Philadelphia, PA 19103-7017 

Dear Marian: 

Thank you very much for your thoughtful letter and 
good wishes. It means a great deal coming from you. Thanks 
for all you do. 

Best wishes. 

Sincerely, 

Melarme Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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May 12, 1997 

Mckuiiic Vcrveer 
Chief olSlair 
OHicc of llic First Lady 
The While House 
Washington. D.C. 

Dear Mclaiinc: 

1 wrile Willi wunii coiigratulalioiis on your proniotioii to CliiclOl Slait, and on your hiring Biien ivlcCullueli-
Lovell lo he your Deputy Chief ot Slal i , in llic Ol lice ot the First Lady, it has been a pleasure to work witli 
both of you over the past years ;uid 1 look iorwiird lo continuing opporlunitics lo work together. I hope you 
will both icci tree lo call on nic in tlic future as you fiiul il appropriate. 

Belatedly, lliiuiks and congratulations as well on your great success in reposilioning the federal culluriil 
agencies ;uid the whole issue of the Icderal goveninienrs support lor culture, resulting in President Clinton's 
acknowlcdgnieni of Ihe imporlanl role of tlie ads and liunianilies in his Slate of tlic Union address and his 
recommendation for budget increases lor Ihe agencies in llic upcoming budget. I also gatlier from a recent 
phone conversation with Ellen lliat planning lor a Millennium cclebralion of American culture is underway 
will) the blessing of the White House, i do believe that the arts have a special role to play in helping us 
appreciate the best our counUy has to offer, ;UKI lluuik you for your comniiuiieni lo tliat belief as well. 

Marian A. Godfrey 

7 /'( t \ l i ' M t i i i n y i . i l I )-//.!/ 

I'r/nl 

7 A, Al,//-,/ /',;( , \ l i r / " 77-//../ 
7/v / /V. /',//• /<-. (.'A.//-//,////,- 77-//,; 
7 /., ,//,.// 7/-//./ 

I fh- .\l./i) .\ iii/ifujii / r//>/ 

7/', Kli„llli,„J- I nnl 



T H E PEW CHARITABLE TRUSTS 
One Commerce Square 

2005 Market Streel. Suite 1 700 

Philadelphia. Penmyliania 19103-~0!~ 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff 
Office of the First Lady 
The White House 
Washington, D C. 
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May 20, 1997 

Mr. Barry Goldberg 
Executive Director 
New York Youth Symphony 
850 7th Avenue 
Suite 505 
New York, NY 10019 

Dear Mr. Goldberg: 

I received your letter forwarded by Bruce Lindsey 
inviting the First Lady to present The Theodore L. Kesselman 
Award for Arts education at the opening of your gala season on 
December 14, 1997. 

Regrettably, Mrs. Clinton will be unable to accept your 
kind invitation because of schedule conflicts. Best wishes to 
you and all who are involved in this most commendable 
program. 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 
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11 April 1997 

Mr. Bruce Lindsey 
Deputy Counsel to the President 
The White House 
1600 Pennsylvania Avenue 
Washington, DC 20500 

Dear Bruce: 

7 
i;.i 

/I -U . i - i., 

It's been a few years since our Sou'wester and English Lit. class 
days together at Rhodes. I've hesitated renewing 
communication since it's clear you've been pretty busy, and 1 
didn't want to write until I had something useful to discuss. 

I have managed this modest but extraordinary orchestra for 
young people for the past 14 years, and the experience has 
given me some of the most fulfilling times of my life. Each 
year, the New York Youth Symphony provides about 100 
gifted musicians, ages 12 to 22, with unparalleled training in 
orchestral experience, culminating three times seasonally in 
capacity-filled concerts in Carnegie Hall. The program is 
tuition-free for these students, many of whom participate as a 
way to determine career direction. 

Almost $500,000 is raised annually from the general public to 
support this program, and our opening concert each season 
serves as a fund-raising benefit. We are about to open our 
35th gala season in Carnegie Hall on Sunday, December 14, 
1997. at 2pm. and we would like to approach our former 
conductor, Leonard Slatkin, to accept The Theodore L. 
Kesselman Award for Arts Education, given each year to a 
person who, like himself, has demonstrated remarkable 
support for programs nurturing young people in the arts. 



Mr. Bruce Lindsey 
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As Mr. Slatkin has recently assumed his new post as music 
director of the National Symphony Orchestra at the Kennedy 
Center and since this would be the beginning of our 35th 
year of operation as a not-for-profit organization, it seemed 
fitting to have someone of importance in our government to 
present the award. We would be honored, of course, to have 
that award presented by The President or First Lady. 

I won't belabor the obvious that The President has an 
interest in the welfare of our young people and the 
possibilities in their development provided by their 
participation in the arts in addition to a renewed support of 
the importance of our nation's cultural well-being. The 
recognition of an exemplary organization such as the New 
York Youth Symphony, having operated successfully for 35 
years through volunteer support and donated funds with the 
only governmental support coming through New York 
City's Department of Cultural Affairs serves as an effective 
opportunity to demonstrate several points currently being 
made by this Administration. 

The New York Times offered a glowing review last month of 
our program, saying that the musicians' "level of technical 
and musical accomplishment is remarkable" and that "all the 
playing lacked was several million dollars worth of top-
quality instruments." I am certain that you would hear 
radiant reports of our program from officials of the 
American Symphony Orchestra League, Commissioner 
Schuyler Chapin of the NYC Cultural Affairs DepartmenL 
Maestro Kurt Masur of the New York Philharmonic, pianist 
Andre Watts, and any number of individuals with personal 
knowledge of our good works. 



Mr. Bruce Lindsey 
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On a personal note I shall add my pride in the extraordinary 
accomplishments of this President and his Administration. I 
have been an inveterate partisan of his vision for the 
reorientation of our economy, the cause of civil rights and 
racial justice, and a successful foreign policy during a most 
difficult time. History, I believe, will see this as a remarkable 
period of accomplishment under the trickiest set of 
circumstances in our history. 

My first and only foray into politics was my work 
immediately after graduating on the campaign of Senator 
Albert Gore, Sr. Although that experience was not one 
which would provide me with a career, it gave me the tiniest 
inkling of the inordinate pressures which you must face 
daily. I applaud you for what you are trying to accomplish 
and thank you for succeeding in many ways and in behalf of 
so many Americans. 

Meanwhile, I hope to hear back from you regarding the 
feasibility of the proposal and any further suggestions you 
might have. Despite our two careers having gone in very 
different directions, I recall fondly our good feelings during 
our school days and take pride in your impressive 
accomplishment. 

Best regards. 

Barry Goldberg 
Executive Director 
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MUSIC REVIEW 

When the Warhorses Were Young 
By ANTHONY TOMMASINI 

The New York Youth Symphony, 
now ill its .341 h season, seldom has 
liouble f i l l i i i j ; Carnegie Hall for its 
toncei ls. Sunday afleriioon's was no 
e.xception. Naturally, there were 
many families of orchestra players 
)n attendance, who were fairly easy 
to spot: you see children pointing 
e.xcitedly to brothers and sisters on-
.siage, and alert parents nudgirig 
each other during a clarinet solo or a 
timpani oulbursl. 

But these concerts have always, 
attracted listeners who simply wanf 
\o hear exciting, unjaded music maTy 
ing, and this one provided it. Nothing 
Tnakes an overplaycG reperTOT^ 

jwork seem fiesher than a pcrtorm-
<uice by musicians just discovering 

Such was ihi- case with Tchai­
kovsky's "Rumeo and .luliet." The 
youths 111 the orchestra range in a^p 
Troni 12 10 22. and their level of 
.technical and musical accomplish­
ment is remarkable. Their conduc-' 
lor, Miguel Harth-Bedoya, had some 
trouble gelling his players to keep 
Ihe iniensily alive in llie ruminative 

Tempestuous 
Tchaikovsky from 
musicians at the 
age of discovery. 

introductory phrases of the Tchai­
kovsky. But the musicians tore into 
the tempestuous episodes with aban­
don, and the famous love motif was 
archingly shaped. All the playing 
lacked was several million dollars 
worth of top-quality instruments. 

There was also the world premiere 
of a piece commissioned by the or­
chestra, "Tongues of Melting Light," 
a seven-minute tone poem by Jason 
Uechi, a 28-year-old composer com­
pleting a doctorate at Columbia. The 
work, which evokes sunsets in the 
composer's native Hawaii, tries to 
express opposing forces of day and 
night in music of unstable harmony 
and stark contrasts: skittish repeti­
tive figurations are cut off by 
thwacking percussion volleys, which 

lead into shimmeringly qiiiet sus­
tained harmonies, and so forth. I 
can't say 1 envisioned sunsets. The 
real inspiration seemed to be a ros­
ter of composers from Debussy to 
Ligeti. But the piece is richly colored 
and skillfully orchestrated. 

The main work was the Dvorak 
Cello Concerto with Alisa Weiler-
stein, a H-year-old cellist from 
Cleveland, as soloist. My qualms 
about the exploitation of prodigies 
vanish when 1 hear an enormously 
talented musician like Miss Weiler-
stein playing with an orchestra of 
peers. 'Pie performance was a noth-
ing-to-lose adventure. Miss Weiler-
steiii played this louchstone work 
with boldness, assured technique and 
vibrant tone. And the orchestra un­
der Mr Hanli-Bedoya was with her 
all the way. 

Miss Weilerstein has also per­
formed wilh the Cleveland Orches­
tra, which is more worrisome. Bui 
for now, she is full of promise The 
New York Youth Symphony has a' 
good track record of presenting 
young talent. At its very first concert 
a 17-ye:ii'-»ld violinist named If/.liait 
Perlman was the soloist. 

Alls . i W , 

D v i i i , i k ' s 

l o i i i i i n g 
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''...a musical 
force of 
nature. 
-The New Yorker 

The Spring Concert will be 
Miguel Harth-Bedoya's final 
concert as music director. 

Don't miss this 
extra special event! 
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YOITH 
j ariiegie 
^Hall season 

MIGUr; t . l- IARTl-l- l i tDOYA 
M u s i c D i r e c t o r 

m 

' I I 

A DEBUT 
DAZZLER 

"...breath-taking playing that 
blended emotional penetration 

with instrumentalfiair." 
-review of debut with the Cleveland Orchestra 

The Roy el Shirley Durst Debut Series 

lASON UECHI Tongues ofMelting Light, Premiere „ 7 
DVORAK Cello Concerto Weilerstein 

SCHUMANN Symphony No. i 

Spring Concert 

THE BRILLIANCE 
OF COLOR 

Suntday, May i8,1997, at 3pm 

"...a musical force 
of nature." 

The New Yorker 

MIGUEL HARTH-BEDOYA, conductor 
MANDY PATINKIN, narrator 

MICHAEL NATHANIEL 
HERSCH 

COPLAND 
HOLST 

Movement for Orchestra, Premiere 
A Lincoln Portrait 
The Planets 

Mandy 
Patinkin 

Guarantee Your Tickets 
with a tax-deductible gift to the 
New York Youth Symphony. 
Cuaranteed Tickets (no handling fee) 
FiitnND-$5o 

• Two general admission tickets to each concert 
Mi:Mt!Ei<-$8o 

• Four general admission tickets lo each concert 

Sggt/'ng (no waiting in line) 

D 0 N 0 R - $ 2 0 0 

• Two reserved seats for each concerl 
Si'ONSOR-$35o 

• Four reserved seats for each concert 
• Listing In Stagebill 

PATRON-$600 

< Four priority box seats for each concert 
• Listing in Stagebill 
• i lc->v .'i'll I: "i'i 1|-i 1:,-M-:i 1';' ;!" iiosli^r. 

.signed by iiic ai iist (riiiiu or tiie series) 
BrNLi-AC'roR-$i,25o 

• First tier box seating (up to eight seats) 
• Listing in Stagebill 
• New York Youth Symphony color poster, 

signed by the artist (third of the series) 

To Jo in 
1. Enclose your check, payable to the 

New York Youth Symphony. 
2. Mail your order lo: 

NYYS-The Friendship Plan 
850 Seventh Ave., Suite 505, New York, NY 10019 

3. Upon receipt, wc will contact you lor reservations. 

Does your company have a Matching Cifi Program? 
If so, you can double or triple your gift. Contact your 
personnel office for a Matching Gilt Form. 

Contributions are tax deductible. 
Thank you for your support. 

Barry Goldberg, Executive Director 
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Yet another triumph of 
youth at Carnegie Hall 
THE New York Youth Sym-

Dhonvri>{~C"afncgie HaTf on 
sunclajrarternoon, gave a fine 

(exhibition of wliat it iw all about 
—TKc c;Yi'e and nurturing of 
young perfot'iTiers and composers, 
a ta.sk that has occupied it i'or 34 
wars. 

While the decline of interest in 
classical music has been a gnaw­
ing subject of late, the level of 

Classical review 

competence among young players 
se(!ms almost to demand that 
tiiey be heard. So much talent 
^ust won't be buried! 

The talent on display this time, 
under the spirited diiection of the 
oichestia's music director', Miguel 
Harth-Redoya, focused princi­
pally on a newly commissioned 
work for flute and orchestra by 
'25-year-old Theodore Shapiro and 
on Saint-Saens" flamboyant 
'Organ" Symphony. 

Bernstein's "Candidi^" Dvcrlure 
ii])en(!d the concert, and a move-
iirenl from one of Mo/ru't's flute 
concertos was tuckced in the iiiul-
dle. Eugenia Zukerman was the 

featured soloist, skillful and com­
mitted. Shapiro, a former student 
of David Diamond's at Juilliard, 
has clearly got a keen ear for or­
chestral colors, both delicate and 
robust, and his 10-minute "Ophe­
lia" accomplishes very nicely the 
difficult job of creating a dramatic 
concerto scenario for a basically 
fragile solo instrument. 

Drawing on Shakespeare, the 
work raises the usual question 
about music-with-a-story; Would 
you sense the narrative without 
reading the program? In Shapi­
ro's case, a qualified yes: A deli­
cate spirit is obviously thrown 
into conflict with a powerful force, 
violence ensues, distr(;ss is (evi­
dent, quiet prevails In the end. 

Shapiro's instrumentation is 
sensitive and telling "Ophelia" 
opens with a misty shimmer and 
the flute proceeds wilh a gentle 
melody while the li;iip adds 
touches of color. Many |)r(>cisely 
scored passages have an impres­
sionistic delicacy, and the big or­
chestral outbursts make their 
point. The symmetry of lhe piece 
is satisfying, and the flute is 
treated well 

The program book notes that 
Shapiro has wntleii music for a 
new film called "Ilui i icane." I 
await its release witli interest 
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The Wor ld of Chamber Music 
BY ROBERT FRELLY 

I 

Acclaimed clannctist 

Richard Slollznian 

coaches three members 

ol the New York Youth 

Symphony's Chambci 

/v\usic Program 

ommitment . . . team work . . . camaraderie. 
Terms associated with sports? Certainly. But 
they barely scratch the surface in describing 

the world of chamber music. 

Professional musicians and music educators 
have long stressed the benefits of chamber music 
activity as an integral component of a young musi­
cian's musical development. 

Thanks to the support of Amateur Chamber 
Music Players, young musicians across the country 
are given the opportunity to heighten their aware­
ness of musical dependence and interdependence 
through a small-ensemble experience. 

The ACMP Foundation was established in 1993 
to support the aims and purposes of Amateur 
Chamber Music Players, fostering the playing and 

smgmg ol chamber miisir by people of all ages and skill levels. Funded through a bequest from 
Clinton 11 l onl, .in avul amateur violist aiid member of the Advisory Council of ACMP, the 
Foiinil.ilioii li.is maiii' .ivvards in three categories: fellowships to existing adult workshops to 
encourage parlu ipatoiy (lassic.il chamber music playing; grants to weekend workshops for 
amalem jilayeis; ami )',r,inls to community music schools and youth orchestras for programs 

tli.il eiudui.ige ,mil i riMle opportunities for chamber music activity. 
I or some orclu slras, Ihe support of the ACMP has assisted in the expansion of existing cham­

ber music arlivilies, while lor others, it has provided essential funds for the beginnings of a struc-
liired ch;imbi:r music pro);ram "The generous grant of the ACMP has assisted us in bringing in 
worlil-i lass artists to work wilh our musicians," states Barry Goldberg, executive director of the 
Nc'w York Yoiilb Symplioiiy. The NYYS's chamber music program, established in 1984, has fea­
tured m.istei classes bv such musical luminaries as Pamela Frank and the Emerson StringQuar-
lel Sixty fi\'e sliiilenls. ;ii;eii 12 to 22, rehearse weekly under the guidance of coaches drawn from 
llu' weallh ol profession,il musicians and teachers living in the communities surrounding New 
York I'ei lorm.iiii (• oppoi timilies inrhule recitals and a Chamber Music Day, an all-day event fea-
Uiuiii', NYYS's cli,imliei' ensembles ;ind invited guest artists. Goldberg believes that the rigor­
ous li . i iniiu' , olleieil Ihioiigb rb;imher music provides a good foundation for youn^ 

inusKiaii'-. 
C .irolyii l 'billi | is, executive director of the Norwalk (Conn.) Youth Symphony^ 

.igiees. " l l i e .iileleil liimeiision of chamber niusic is vital to rounding out the 
nuisH 1,'ins' on liesli.il experience Ibe inctividual responsibility [placed on 
e.u h iiuisii ianj expands their abilil\' enornurusly." The f(K:us on the indi-
viiln.il in i biimber imisii iieicssil.iles a complete commitment from each 
meiiihei ol Ibe eiiseiiible "The li)i;isiics of m.iinl.Tining a chamber 

niiiliiiticd un yn^c 2 
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Cljassical Music in Review 
1 Yoiing orchestra offers a premiere 

Now York Youth Symphony 
('(ir/K';,;ie Hall 

111 case free tickets were nol a 
sufficient lore, the New York Youth 
.Symplioay offered more eiilicomeuls 
lo the opening concert of its iflsl 
se.isdii 1111 Sunday afleinoon. Miguel 
Ilai'lh-Bedoy:i, a 2r)-year-old Peruvi­
an conductor, was making his debut 
as Ihe orchestra's director, and given 
the orgamzalion's track if.'coid (for 
iiiei diieclois include Leonard .Slal-
kiu and Gerard Scliwarz), lislcners 
who keep tabs on musical careers 
were naturally curious. The orches­
tra's thirst Music commissioning pro­
gram has also been successful, and 
Ibe program on Sunday included the 
latest work in tlie series, Sean Antho­
ny Varah's "Burning." And for good 
measure, there was Tchaikovsky: the 
First Piano Concerto wilh Misha 

Dichter, and the Fif th Symphony to 
end the program. • 

l lie combination worked: Carnegie 
Hall was filUid lo capacity. Mr. Hartb-
Bi;d(iya seemed a capable, often clo-
uuent conductor. His gestures arc 
balletic Init specific, and he Ro' '̂'•'̂  
players, who are between 12 and 22, to 
pro'ducc both the Riandcur and lyri­
cism of the Tchaikovsky works. Mr. 
Dicbter contributed an outgoing and 
sonieiimcs electrifying performance. 

In "Burning," Mr. Varah favored 
percussion and winds, leaving the 
strings in a supporting role, lo 
produce a concise, vivid evocation of 
a flame. His language is eclectic, ton-
,illy ambiguous and mildly dissonant 
— that is, very much in tlie current 
mainstream — and in "Burning" he 
handled it with assurance. 

ALLAN KOZINN 
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Conductor *a dream 
to work with' 

By KELLY McIVER 
The Rcglstcr-Guard 

PSSST... 1 know why the F:ugene .Symphony 
wanted to keep new conductor Miguel 
Harth-Bedoya under wrap.s: He's an alien. 

No, not because he was born in Lima, Peru, or 
even because he's from New York City. He's one 
of those aliens from Star Trek who are so mentally 
advanced that they don't need to speak, except he 
doesn't have an oversized, vein-lined cranium. 
And he speaks quite well. Six languages, in fact. 

We've all heard a lot of hyperbole about the 
Eugene Symphony's new 28-year-old conductor 
and musical director, but I'm here to tell you it's 
true. / .seen 'im rnyselj. 

So has Barry Goldberg, the executive director 
of the New York Vouth Symphony, where Harth-
Bedoya has been the conductor and musical 
director for the past three years while also 
teaching at Juilliard and flying all over the wortd 
to be a guest conductor. 

At the Youth Symphony podium, Goldberg has 
also seen Leonard Slatkin and a host of other 
conductors who went on to be stars. 

"He's a dream to work with," Goldberg said. 
'If you have a conductor who's a true leader on 
the podium, constantly inspiring, then you have 
musicians who want to play music. Not just the 
notes, but music. He seems to bring that out in 
people. 

"Everything the man touches turns to musical 
gold." 

Harth-Bedoya seemed to use advanced mind-
melding techniques on the Eugene Symphony 
when he visited in May. Players raved about the 
way he seemed to understand them, and to inspire 
them with lively, provocative stick work 

He did the same for the Youth Symphony, but 
with an orchestra that averages 16 years old. This 

WAYNE EASTBURN / Ihe Regislei-Guard 

iWiguel Harth-Bedoya Is Eugene Symphony's new conductor. 

year, he closed out the season with Beethoveii: 
complex Ninth Symphony. Not only did he 
prepare the tnusicians and guide Ihem 
successfully through the piece, but he fireci ii.en. 
to an outslaiiding performance. 

"The smiiid coming oul was .so amazing. 
Goldberg said. "He lifted the level of the 
orchestra. To carry it oft, to understand UK 
musicians, lu have Ihat kind of self-;issiire(i.ii-,i;s is 
amazing." 

A combination of limitle.ss confidence v,'iir. 
fierce intelligence has guided Hartli-Bedo'.-a in iiis 
short but fiery career, one llial launched, without 
Ihe typical background of in-utero classical .music 
training. 

Either Ihat, or his molhei stiipjusi iiiupoeci 
him down here, baton in hand, i cady to go. 

He grew up with his mother, sister and 
grandnv/fher in Lima, a city of 7 million peo|)ie 
His mother played piano, not murh classicn' -̂ no 



conducted a Latin music choir. They 
had no stereo, so he never heard 
classical recordings before he came 
to the United Slates. He played pi­
ano, but ju.st enough to get by, he 
said. He never wanted to be a musi­
cian. 

"1 played very basic things," he 
said. "1 was never a good perform­
er." 

His mother organized iter chorus 
for a visiting opera production (he 
recall;, it was Madame Butterfly), 
and while doing grunt work back­
stage, he fell in love with the niusic 
He also kept a close eye on the or­
chestra's conductor. After hanging 
around long enough, Harth-Bedoya 
would take up the baton when the 
conductor would take a break. 

Because he had no formal music 
training, this would seem odd to 
many of us. For instance, I could 
watch brain surgery after brain .sur­
gery, and still not want to pick up the 
scalpel. But for Harth-Bedoya it 
worked. 

" I conducted a few rehearsals," 
he said. "The conductors needed 

some help, and 1 was good al organ­
izing things, so I was looked at as a 
leader, somebody who could alwavs 
figure oul things. 

"Thai gol me hooki:(l." he saul. 
"When 1 was ;il the opera cunipaiiv 
around 1 ,S or 11\ 1 knew iUcn. ' 

Again, totally lacking Ihe inieiisi-
inusic;il upl)ringing lhal classii al 

iirslnp to each. So he did his under-
graduaie work at Curtis (which he 
idnipleied in three years) and then 
Ins giaduate work al luilliard. He 
;ilsii started teaching at .luilhard 
SI.Ill) after he arrived. 

Nothing seems to intimidate him, 
;inil his ability lo deal with pressure 
•;eeiiis unearthly. Earlier this veai , a 

"He trusts his musicians . . .A l l he wants to 
do is bring them together in a team effort." 

BAf^RY GOLDBERG 
Executive dttecloi ol the New York Youth Symphony 

performers and conductors usually 
have, he decided to become a con­
ductor. Not a musician — a conduc­
tor. 

No school in Peru taught con­
ducting, so he ended up applying to 
two U.S. schools, Juilliard in New 
York and Curtis in Philadelphia 

Then he spent a year immersed 
in music study, trying to make up 
what he had missed the rest of his 
life. 

"Every day, all day," he said "It 
was very intense." 

Without transcripts, without re­
ferrals, not only did he get into each 
elite school, he was offered a schol-

day after Ihe blizzard that ground 
normally hardy New York to a 
standstill, Harth-Bedoya got a call 
asking if he could conduct the New 
York Philharmonic. Leonard Slatkin 
was slated to conduct, but had been 
delayed by the snow. Harth-Bedoya 
wasn't told until 30 minutes before 
llie performance that yes, he would 
he conducting. On top of that, u was 
a new piece, unfamiliar to him and 
the orchestra. 

"They needed guidance from the 
podium, and he had never even 
stood in front of these musicians be­
fore," Goldberg said. "But he got up 
there as if he'd conducted that piece 

before . . . to he able to conduct 
with the kind of verve and excite­
ment he showed was incredible. At 
the end, the musicians put their in­
struments down and applauded 
him." 

Harth-Bedoya dismisses the feat. 
"There was no pressure," he 

said. "There was no time tn think 
about it." 

Goldberg has no doubi iliat 
Harth-Bedoya will succeed in his 
first appointment to work with pro­
fessional adults on an extendeii ba­
sis. 

"1 think he'll jusi be betier," 
Goldberg said. "It's very easy for 
pi'ofessional musicians lu become a 
bit jaded, but the response of profes­
sional musicians here, ihey jusi find 
liim very musical and terribly in­
spiring. They respect him enormous­
ly and it's because he respects lliem 
a greal deal. He trusts his musicians 

. . all he wants to do is bring ihem 
togellier in a team effort." 

Harth-Bedoya reduces his gift for 
i'a|)port to a simple, intuitive formu­
la 

"I want to be treated as a person, 
so I do the same for others, he said. 
"In conducting you can ;ic('omplish 
Ihe same thing in two different ways. 
You can give the order, and some­
body will do it, or you can teach 
them. By teaching, 1 learn more, be-
cau.se I have to prepare myself. And 
1 think the person gets something out 
of it. I like to work with people, so 
those things about conducting were 
always appealing to me, more than 
the repertoire or Ihe composifions." 

He is so relaxed, so matter-of-fact 
in talking about his gifts, it's intimi­
dating. You wonder how anyone so 
successful and promising can be so 
low-key. He reduce'; his relentless 
drive lo this: 

" I hate being bored, ne said. " I 
won'l do something for very long if 
it's tedious. I don't like to change 
Ihiiigs for the .sake of changing them, 
but to do something interesting. Of 
course, then you are never happy 
with wtiat you are itoing, you always 
see how you can improve i(. so it's a 
cycle you can't get out :ii Rut it's 
worked for me so far' 
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THE COMMUNITY 
OF HELPING HANDS 

\ i \ Norinan Rubin 
Mien cdiiducliir Miguel I lai'l,li-liedo\'a 

raises bis baEnii in ('ariiegie Hall Sun­
day at .'1 p.m., the New York YouLli 
Synipboiiy wi l l begin its Hist season of 

f I'ec: |)erlbrinaiices. 
k'nniied in 19(i:{. the syniplimiy provides tuit ion-

free rehearsal and performaiu'.e opportunities in 
oicliesl.ra and chamber niusic for gifted students 
ages 12 II , 'J'i. 

Sevi.T;il l i i i i i i l i ed music students cimipele in Sep-
leiiilier in i ignrous ;uKlitiiins for the f08 positions 
• ivailable in llie mcbestia and the 77 positions in 
clianilier music. (.)iice accepted, everything — I'rnm 
CDacliingsessiiins with the New York I 'bill iarmonic 
as well .-IS wijiksbiips with pri)f'essiiinal therapists 
1)11 llie pri 'ventiiiii and treatment of various ail-
ineiils affecting musicians — is free. 

Slmlenls in the. chamber music program are 
pticeil in l.i ins. i|uai'lets ami qLiinlets. Tliey are 
;^i\-i-n iiuli\-iiiiialr/er|. wee-klx- ensemble instl'url.inii. 
' r i ie\ also ;illencl master classes taught, l)y. fur ex­
ample, . '\nili e W.-itls, ineiiibei's of I.Ill' (;baiiiber Mu­
sic Sneii'lA' of Lincniii ('enter, and tlie Tokyo String 
t j i i a i l e l ami various ot tier perforin mg groups. Tliey 
pei'loi iii i-ecil.,-iis in Ihe cilv and, at season's i;ii(l, ,'it 
( ',-11 neM„. I lall s Weill KeCltal Hall . 

.Miiimii nf ihe iji 'ogiaiii include Myung-Wluin 
(:iuing. P.imi'la f r a n k , Keiinetli Jean, David Lang, 
l l / l i , - ik I 'er l i i ian, Leonanl Slatkin and Michael 

I m ke. I lowe\er, no! all : i lui i ini go on to careers in 
music: some learn It is not lor tliein — a valid lesson. 

(-oniliicloi I lai tli-Bedoya is making bis deliut 
I Ins \'eai- ,-iller .i i ijMirons selc^ction process. A li.'itive 
of 1,1 ma, r e m . he is a graduate of The Cairtis I list i -
l u l e o l Music ami holds a master's d(;gree from I be 
Jui l l iard .School. I'ast musical dirc'ctors now are 
comhictin.t; the Chicago. Cincinnati, New JiM'sey 
and St. Louis Syniphomes ,is well as the Bastille 
Opera of 1 'aris. 

(Jne of the distinguishing features of the Youth 
Symphony is its First Music program, supported by 
the Man,' Flagler Gary Charitable Trust. Now in its 
11th year, First Music invites composers to apply. 
Professional composers review submissions and 
make recommendations lo the orchestra's music 
director, who chooses the final thnje. These compos­
ers, who receive $1,500 each, are invited to create 
new musical pieces for the next sea.son. Those cho­
sen in the current competition wi l l have their com­
positions played in the 1994-95 sea.son; applications 
for that season must be postmarked by Dec. 31. 

The upcoming concert wi l l include the premier 
Carnegie Hall performance of "Burn ing , " com­
posed by Sean Anthony Varah, one of the winners of 
last year's competition. Deniz Ince wi l l hear her 
composition, " I ron Earth ," played at Carnegie Hall 
Feb. 27 and Keith Fitch's "Totem" wil l be per­
formed there May 22. Since the competition was 
started 10 years ago, 30 orchestral works and five 
chamber works have been commissioned. 

Sunday's program also includes Tchaikovsky's 
"Symphony No. 5," and "Danzas Populares An-
dinas" by Gelso Garrido-Ijccca. Misha Dichter is the 
soloist for the Tchaikovsky "Piano Concerto No. L " 

A unique feature of the Youth Symphony's per­
formances is that each is played in advance at the 
Queens College Golden Center for the Performing 
Arts, though not noees.sarily with the .same soloists. 
The next two are schedule(i for Feb. 19 and May 8. 
Free recitals also are performtKl a l other sites, such 
as centers for people wi lh disabilities — a rationale 
for the growth of its budget from .$78,000 10 years 
ago to about $410,000 now. I f the projection for this 
year is accurate, says Barry Goldberg, the Youth 
Symphony's executive director, the privately fund­
ed orchestra wi l l have a $20,000 deficit. 

The Now York Youth Symphony's performances 
have attracted ^dovving reviews. Vhe New Yorlccr 
magazine's critic, Anarcw Porter, reviewing the 
orcneslra's December, 1990, concerl, wrote "the 
prowess of (the) young players is somelhmg one 
now lakes almost lor graritcd. Their f resh, unforced 
tones waken fresh responses to even the most famil ­
iar works." I t has received ASCAJ^ Awards each 
year since 1985 for "adventurous programing of 
contemporary music" and a B M l citation "forexcel-
lence in performance and education"" " 

Free tickets for the Dec. 12 concert may be ob­
tained by calling (212) 903-9460 or (212) 581-5933. 



MAJOR CONTRIBUTORS 

Grants of $1,000+ froin Foundations, Corporations, and Governinent 
FY 1996: 1 Septeinber 1995 - 31 August 1996 

$25,000-1-
The Mary Flagler Gary Charitable Trust 
The McCutchen Foundation 

$10.000-1-
The j . Aron Charitable Foundation 
The Dorothy Jordan Chadwick Fund 
The Aarcin DinnK^nd Foundation 
The Arnold D. Frese Foundation 

$5.000-H 
The Conipton Foundation 
The Fleanor Nnylor Dana Charitable Trust 
The Dreitzer Foundation 
Tlie Greenwall Foundation 
The Henfiolcl FcTuridation 
The Elbert Lenrow Fund 
The McGraw-Hill Companies Foundation 
New York City Department of Cultural Affairs 
The Scherman Foundation 

$1,000-1-
Tlie William H. Anderson Foundation 
liMI 
The BMl Foundation 
The Friars Foundation 
Fund for the City of New York 
Tlie Ann and Gordon Getty Foundation 
The Joe and Emily Lowe Focmdation 
The James A. Macdonald Foundation 
The Marble Fund 
Marsh & McLennan 
Jerome A. and Estel.'e R. Newman Assistance 

Fund 
National Westntinster Bancorp 
The Sarah I. Schieffelin Trust 
I'he Starr Foundation 
The van Itallie Foundation 
1 Anonymous 

$2.500-1-
ACMP Foundation 
Consolidated Edison Company of New York 
The Heckscher Foundation for Children 
IBM 
Tlie Theodore Luce Charitable Trust 
The Josephine Bay Paul and C. Michael Paul 

Foundation 
The Louis and flarold Price Foundation 
The Virgil Thomson Foundation 
White & Case 
1 Anonymous 

Individual Donors 
.587 individuals contributed $25 or more 
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Opening the 34th Anniversary Season featuring 
EUGENIA ZUKERMAN, Flutist 
and the presentation by 
MAESTRO KURT MASUR 

of The Theodore h. Kesselman Award lor .Arts iMhicatioii lo 

PHYELIS .T. MILES 
hosted by 

MARTIN BOOKSPAN, 
The Voice of the New York Pliilharmoiiic. 

Concert 
Carnegie Hall 
Sunday, December 15, 1996 

ion 

3pin 

The Marlb<)r(»ugli Gallery 
40 West 57t:h Stn;ei 5:3()-7:30p 
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',()l)()lll. SI I.APIHO "Oplielia" for I'lute and Orehesira 
tl'ot id pi lTlttCfC 

MOZ.AU r A i i d a i i l e f o r I h i te a n d O n l i e s d a 

SAIN 1-SAI ,!\.S S y m p h o n y No. 3. " O i g a i i " 

MICI ILL 1 lAin i l-liLDOVA. ( nlt<llU II. 

I;:IJ(;LNIA /flKLh',\JAl\. llittr 

PHOTOCOPY 
"'RESF'=»VATiON' 

I'.Ui^enia / u k e r i n a i l is an e..\ll'a(lr(lillai'^' l lulisl w Imsr. gifts of cdiiu i icalimi ;ils(i inclmlc IK r wnrk :i.s ,-i 
piiblislicil iiDNclisl and Iclcvisimi cdiiimciilaldi'. ;As a sdliiisi she appears willi iiiaiiN of llic lineal 

drclii-sli'iis dl diir lime, and slii', |)crfdi'iiis cliaiiilirr music rcL;iilai'l\ willi ll'.iiiaiiiicl A,\. ^d-^d M.i, ;iiiil 

Aiillidiiy Newimiii. ;lllldll^• dllicrs. Siiici: I'tMl). Ms. /iikci'iiiaii li.is bi-cii a (lisccriimi; dbscrx i-.c nf ibc. ails 

Idl' ( 'US Siiiiildy MiiTiiiii'j;. ;iM(l she bus Wlilli'ii Iwii lid\'i-|s. Di'i-r/iliiT ('.(idiitcr ,-|ii(l liikilli; ihr llriil. 

I bis season marks (In- srcund prcsciilalidii of The Tiieodore L . Kesse l i i ia i i .Award I'or ,\i-(s 
lMhi(!ali<>n. llic, Idi i i ia l rccd^iii l ldii nl an i iKlividiial or inst i lul idi i wlid.sc cd i i l i i l i i i i id i i s IMXC. i i i i i l i n C I I 
X'diinn pcdplc. 111 llir. . I l ls . 

I ' h y l l i s .1. M i l l s i.-. llu- \ icr.-t ; l inirmaii df llic. Bdni-d nf Din-rldis df ili<- New- \ n i l Pliilb:ii iiidiii(-. w bcri-

slir, serves nil llie L( l i ic ' i l id i i ( idiiiiiiillec'. She is a Triislee ol llie Mary f'lanler ( !ai'\ ( iliai'ilable. 'I'riisl . ' i iiil ; i 

iiieinli(.M' di llie bciards df llie Mai'Iboi'd Mii.sic, l'e.sli\'al. I be .American Symplidiiy (iii.'lieslra 1 .ea^iie, and 

llie \ ' i s i t i i i i i Nurse, Service of New Vdi k. t ier (ledi<-alidii Id llie (le\('IdiMMeiil df yd i i i i ^ |ied|)le in ibe ;ii'(s 

anil Id ii iusii: ei liii;.;il idii (lei iidi isl rale.s her iii i i i | i ie. 1111,11 i I ies ;is llie sei'iniil ler.ipii.'ill i i f llie Kesseliiiaii 

.Award lor Ails I ' l l i iea l id i i . 

1; V l . A ' y / > ' ' K . 
Board of Trustees 
1 ( slu I Cairlii'lil,, C//«/>///M« 

,Posler, I'rc.sulenl. 

B.iiiv Golilberj^s,Stvi«;c/•«;(;/'/'c.s'/f/f 

I f I s Edolslcin, ;'H;C Pi;:.tidei,t 

Tuluin \ la.low 11, r Prvstdetil 

W^^Mii'l'^^'^i^^'i^^^i^ss Wai'shaw, Fire I'rt'side, 

\M nsQii .1. Lhapinan, lieasiirer 

'mm 
i;Miclii;lIn Miller-Adams, Secret.nrv 

lilliii'̂ :!] 
I'l/Suzahnc K. Poiisol, /l,s-.v/.v/tt/(/. Se> c/vlriiy 

^^'t-^^i'-^iry^'^if^^^ Iho grapieii', ,u | . | )oi l ol 
?S^i-^j''^''i'rhe''Marlborbu''h GaUerVlil^iemiiLcvai;!/^ 

I'cli'.r Coll 
Dirk W. Daiiiiaii 
Shirley S. Dursl. 
.loan f',. l''.ile.lsleiii 
Barbara l'eii;iii 
William A. Pidsch, M.I), 
.loliaiiiia (.larlield 
Jane Kalmiis 
Hiilh Manilel 
.lo.sc;|ili I ' . Mi't.iriiiiile 
Sii.saii S. Itai 
Lucille Kosi-iii^'arleii 
LSteveii \ ) . .Sliaimaii 
Sybil ( j . Simon 
Joan 11. Weber 
(lliMi'les .1. Vdiiiii; 

Belief it 84 Steering Committee 

talfilt 

: Jiilia|rA..Jadow', Co-Cliriir 
- Ldw'aril S. (Jolieii, (Jo-Clirdr 
- Jiarbai'a I'V.igiii , 

?V̂ '!.:'-.',;';V-T'i'n Ncimaii 
Sii/aniie K Poii.sot 

iSiis;m S. Itai 
Liie.ille lioseii^arli'ii 
Sli-\e-ii I). Sliaiiiiaii 
Kuli I lailas.s W'arsliaw 

The Music Bcffins Here. 

Ihe New ^dl'k ^ d i i l l i ,S \ i i ip l id i i \ , relebraliiii;" ils . 'I4lli CdiiM'ciil i\e. scasiiii in (Miriiei;ie I la l l . I ' . ' ' ) ( i - ' '7 . is 
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cdriiliicldi 's, i:diii|)ds('rs. iii>li ' iiiiie.iilalisl>, am! Sdlni.sis. Il is ohe.ii c:alle(l "llie, i i a l id i i s v m i l l i iircliesira., 

, ' i i i i l il is where the niusic lie-ins. 

He.garileil wiilc.K for its i i i i idva l i \e and iKi ia in ie prduraiiiniiiiL;., llie New \ d i k ^ d l l l l l ,Svniplidii\ has been 

t i l l ' I'l.'.cipie.iil It! twelve awariis since, I')!!:) l i i i i i i ,AS(!.Ai' (Ai i ie . r ic i i i Sde.iei\ nl ( iiniipdsers. .Anllidis and 

Puhlisliers), I lie I its I cilal inn "Idr excel lei le.e in per ldi i nance and ei l i ira I idii I i d i i i HM I ( l i idadcasl Mil.sir. 

Inc.) and an f.iicdi'e .Award li 'dii i llie Arts and Hnsiiiess ( i i i i i i ie i l ' Idr d i i l s la i i i l in i ; si rs ice lo New Viirk and 

ils cili/,ciis. 

r i ie Ne.w Wil'k 'I 'diilll Svii ipl idiU' dpe.r.-ile.s im lepei ii.leiil Iv a.s a 1 ml - I d i - p i i i l i I di'i,r,'iiii/.al inn s i ippdi le i l by 

vdlui i lar \ ' I 'd i i l r ibi i l inns. 
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I I (!ondiie((»r's Cirele 
I*;iti-(Mi Bii.\ St'.nlin*^ I'or c.i^lil in Isl Tier, Itrscrvc.d "I'Mliln al l{r(-r[»iinn, 

and liiiiili-.d rdl l idi i (Arli.slV I'l-imt) wiicidliliii-.l; |)riMl, sif^iii-.d bv arli.sl Will hanicl (viiliii-, $2.00(1) 

•((»r 
I'alroii Bc».\ Sraliiig for r i ^ l i l in fsi ' f i r r , Itesr.rved TaMi^ al lter(',|)l.ioii. 

• P a t r o n Kox 
I'alioM ho.x .Seniini; I'or eiglil ami UI'C'I'.|I||OM 'I'ic.ki l.'i. 

I I P a t r o n 
Palroii Reserved ,Si'..'itiii;|; and lter.e|>lioii Tiekcl. 

I I I tcservecl S e a t i n g a n d M c e c p d o n ' I ' ieket 

(mi l l e r .'<5 years of ajLje: .$7.5) 

$.5,000 

$ 2 „ 5 0 0 

$I . .500 

$.'$00 

$1.50 

iLni-losrd is ni\- i:iiei-.li I'or $ . I'or . scats al ,$ . e.-ieli. 

(;oMlril)iilioiis are l.-oi-ilediieiilile less $.S(I |ier lie.kel anil llu- value ot llie woodliloi k |iriMI, aliovi 

I'alroMS will lie ,Tckiio\vled^'ed in a special henetll I'rof^rain al rlie eone.erl. 

Mukr clicc.Ls pinahlr In tin- Nrtr York Youth Synipliiiiiy. 

I'IciUir jill nut liiitll .v/f/e.s- uf //l/.v lUinl. 

• I am unable to attend, but I wish to support the Symphony's liiition-free programs for filled 
young musicians during the 34th Anniversary Season with my tiLx-dcduclible gill ol 
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S'l'HEET ADDHESS 

criT, STATP: 
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Zll ' 

DAY TIME TELEPHONE (IMPOH'I AN I ) 

Tickets tvill be mctilcd December 2nd. SerUiiig i.? Iinu'l.c.d. 

My guests will be 

All concert and reception tickets u.'ill be sent to yon nt lite nddrc'^s nbore, 
unless olhenvise indicnled. 
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coo 
m H 



Mr. .Iiiliaii A. .ladow 
Mr. Edward S. floheii 

Nlew York Youth SymplKuty 
«.50 Sevetitli Aven' 
Mew York, New York lOOlO 
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June 13, 1997 

Mr. Bernard Goss 
1710Deerfield Drive 
Austin, TX 78741-3705 

Dear Mr. Goss: 

Thank you very much for so thoughtfully sending a 
copy of "A Visit to Camelot" by Diana Trilling which I have 
given to the First Lady. I know she greatly appreciates your 
kindness. It is such a delightful article. 

Thanks and best wishes. 

Sincerely, 

Melanne Verveer 
Chief of Staff to 

the First Lady 



Melanne Verveer 
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Mn. Kennedy said, "Oh," us if to ask where I had materializedfrom. What was I doing in her conversation with Lionel? 
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m5HINGTON MEMOIK 

A VI5IT TO CAMELOT 
The author wiis n guest at the legendary clmiier that the Kennedys gave 

for the Nohel laureates in 1962—and at the private party that followed, fust before her death, 

she came across the account she had made of that night more than thirty years earlier. 

BY DIANA TRILLING 

HKRF, was Cnmclor as I saw it and 
described it to mv friends. At 
brcakflist one morning in April 

of 1962 ] read in the Tiwcs riiat there was 
to be a dinner for the Nobel i-'rizc win­
ners. 1 Siiid to m\' husb.uid, Lionel, "Merc 
wc go again. Lenn\ Bernstein." The stor>' 
indic'.ired that there were going to be 
guests in addition to the Nobel l.uirc-
atcs. I conckidccd that that meant Lenny 
Bernstein and julic Harris. What I was 
ha\'ing, of course, was a terrible pang 
of jciiJousy, bec.iusc these were the peo­
ple who would be invited, and wc wcaild 
not. But, even as 1 was saving it, a qi.iick 
wondcrfi.ll thought ran through my head 
diat perhaps wc were going to be invited. 
I said nothing to Lionel about wisiiing 
that wc had an invitation, and it be was 
suffering from .i similar icaIous\' be hid 
it from me, too. And then one morning 
when the m;ul arrived, and Lionel asked 
nie to come out to the hall, I could tell 
from his voice wh.it was in the mail: a 
large square envelope marked in the cor­
ner "The White House." 

Actually, I was worried about tiie ex­
pense, but there was no question that we 
were going to accept. I had a strong, sim­
ple feeling about the invitation, and it 
struck a s)'mpatlietic chord in Lionel. My 
father had come to America from Po-
kind when he was a boy ot eighteen, with­
out a penny, and knowing no English. 
He peddled macaroons on the Staten Is­
land Feny while hc learned the language, 
and now for his daughter to be invitee^ to 
the White House—well, I owed him the 
acceptance of that invitation. 

The invitation was for a Sunday night, 
.April 29th, and it said black tic. This 
made it perfectiv clciu- what Lionel would 
wear, but what would I wear? Wi th our 
old-fashioned notions, we decided that I 
should wear the simplest possible short 
evening dress, black, i f ] could find one, 
and covered up, not bare. 1 set out to find 

it, and there wasn't a short black evening 
dress in all New Yc»rk. Then 1 called a 
salcsgid 1 knew at Mattie Carnegie and 
asked her what I could do. She was aw-
RiLK' pleasant and told nic that she knew 
someone, Mac Weiss, who might have 
something for me at his shop. I went 
there, and 1 found not <t short black eve­
ning dress at all but a black matte jcr-
sev dress with long tight sleeves. I t was 
full-length, but 1 was shown how the 
trains could be cut oft and it could be 
made into a short dress, which 1 could 
wear with short white kid gloves. The 
problem seemed to entrance them. In 
tact, at one ]ioint the salesgirl whis­
pered, "Mrs. Auchiiicloss is right in 
the next fitting room at this moment." 
J.ickje's mother, of course. 

The dress was a sliiik\' tight thing, 
vcr\' tiieatric;tl, and something told me 
not to buy it without consulting Lionel. 
So I asked them to hold it, and the next 
dav I took Lionel down to look at it. He 
didn't think it was at the right thing. 
This troubled Mr. Weiss vcr\' badly, and 
he said, "1 think I hive one other dress 
that you didn't see," and hc brought out 
a simple black crepe dress (that all my 
friends would be seeing for the next five 
vcars), with a litde scarf attached to tiie 
shoulder which I could drop over my 
arms if I wanted them to be covered. 
And it made me look so thin—it was 
marvellous. It looked as il it had cost ;ilJ 
of nineteen iiiner>'-tive, i f vou weren't 
aware of the cut. It was two hundred 
and fifty dollars. Mr. Weiss kept tell­
ing me how absolutclv perfect it was, 
superb. Lionel was beaming, too. So this 
was how it was done, and I thought that 
I was all set and now ;ill I had to worry 
about were the accessories. 

And then that evening 1 picket! up 
the Times, which I hadn't had a chance 
to read because 1 had been downtown 
shopping, and my eye lit on the social 

calendar of the Kennedys, and 1 saw that 
they were on their way to Palm Beach. 
They're going to Palm Beach, I thought 
furiousl)', and I'm going to their party, 
and they won't even be there. This im­
pelled me to read the whole stor\', which 
said that thc\' were going to be gone 
tor ten days and then they would be 
back tor the Nobel Prize winners' dinner 
on the nventv'-iiinth. And included in 
the news stor\' were nvo sentences that, 
miraculously, I read: a directive had just 
that dav been issued by the sociitl office 
of the White House that although the 
pait}' was to be on the black-tie level for 
men it was on the white-tie level for la­
dies. The women guests, that is, were to 
wear long gowns and long white gloves. 
I had just taken m\ new dress out of its 
box and cut oft the price tag. Hung it 
in the closet. Made it mine. But what I 
had bought was dead wrong. 

We had just one week left before the 
part)' when my tlien sister-in-law Edna 
dragged me to a shop on Fort)'-eighth 
Street. A nast}', vulgar saleswoman came 
forward to ask what I wanted. I said I 
was looking tor a long evening dress, 
and she said that all the shop's clothes 
were made to order. I hadn't even the 
strength to say thank you when I heard 
Edna say, 'Tes, of course, but we diought 
that perhaps at diis rime of year )'ou might 
have some of vour model dresses left 
which vou'd be willing to sell." The s;iles-
woman examined her appraisingly. "Yes, 
wc do," she admitted. She disappeared 
for a few minutes and then brought out 
just the dress I had been looking tor— 
an ;ill-seasons dress, champagne-colored, 
made of moire tafleta printed in soft or­
ange and green flowers. 1 forced myself 
to ask "How much?" before trving it on. 
I t was three hundred and nlnetj'-five 
dollars, the saleswoman said, but since 
it was a model she might be able to do 
a little better on the price. Meanwhile, 

f 
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Edna was making gestures at mc behind 
her back, and I knew just what she was 
tr\'ing to say, so I took a large gulp and 
murmured, " I hope vou'll be able to give 
mc a speci;d price on this, because I'm 
going to wear it at the White House." 
The salesgirl didn't blink an eye. She 
said, "Oh, then I'm sure we can do even 
better. Just tn,' it on first." 1 tried it on, 
and there were a few little tilings that 
needed idtering. She disappeared for a 
few minutes and when she returned she 
Siud patrioticallv that the price would be 
nvo liundred and fiftv dollars, including 
the idterations. 

All I had left to do was to have some 
slippers dyed to match. Edna had a lovely 
old evening bag that she lent me. She 
also lent me a mink stole. And 1 bought 
long white kid gloves that cost twent}'-
two dollars. 

When Lionel first got our invitation, 
we had thought wc might spend the 
whole weekend in Washington and stay 
at a hotel or motel. But our friend 'Iliclma 
Anderson reminded us that she had a 
sister who lived just outside Washington, 
and who would be delighted to have us 
use her house to dress in. Wc welcomed 
that money-saving suggestion. 

T flE rwenry-ninth at last arrived, 
and we went down to Washing­

ton on the eleven-o'clock train. Dinner 
was scheduled for eight o'clock that eve­
ning, and wc figured that that 
would give us plcnt)' ot time to 
get to Tlielma's sister's house 
to dress without a rush. On our 
way down to Pcnn Station, wc 
stopped at the Tip Toe Inn to 
buy sandwiches, to avoid the expense 
of the dining car. Lionel wanted to buy 
chairs in the club car, but I wouldn't 
let him. I was adamant: wc would have 
a sleeper to come back in that night, but 
we would go down in a coach. So there 
wc were, standing with a great big suit­
case, in which were packed our evening 
clothes, and waiting for the gate to open, 
when suddenly a very seedy-looking 
man carrying a suitcase and a large rag­
gedy bulging briefcase c;iine up and asked, 
"Do you know where you get die eleven-
o'clock train to Washington?" Al l of us 
did a doublctakc. It was James FarreU. 

Could there have been a more cxtra-
ordiniuy sight? I thought of '̂eats's "Fif­
teen apparitions have 1 seen; / The worst 
a coat upon a coat-hanger." He was 

wearing a suit that I think was supposed 
to be brown, but it was so shabby that 
you could no longer tell its color. His 
necktie was under his car and a btitton 
was missing from his shirtfront. Also, 
the shirt was filthy; he'd been wearing it 
for a week. I may be exaggerating a little, 
but I think his jacket was torn on the 
sleeve and that its buttons were hanging 
by a thread. Hc looked wild. Wc hadn't 
seen him for ages, and it flashed through 
both our minds: My God, has he been 
invited to the White House, too!- Biit 
an even worse thought was that wc were 
going to have to ride all the way down 
to Washington with him, and it w.is go­
ing to be terrible. In fact, he'd already 
started to t.ilk while wc stood at the 
gate, and hc was telling us that he'd be­
gun Volume 19 in a series of twent)'-
five novels, not one of which had been 
published, and hc quoted passages to us 
from the one hc had just completed. In 
his bulging briefcase, he explained, hc 
had all the royalu' statements trom his 
publishers. He felt that he was being 
very much cheated by the income-tax peo­
ple, and hc was going to Washington to 
take up the matter. I could hear Lionel 
heave a sigh of relief hc wasn't going to 
the White House; hc was going to the 
Treasury Department. 

He looked insane, sober but insane, 
but he couldn't ha\'c been sweeter. Well, 
this was what I got for not allowing 

Lionel to buy chairs in the club 
car. We were going to have to 
ride all the way to Washington 
with Jim Farrcll! The gates 
fin;illy opened, and Lionel and 
1 stiuted down die pladbrm. Wc 

hadn't, of course, said anything about 
where we were going in Washington. 
Wlicn we got to the first coach car, wc 
turned toward it, and hc looked at us, 
suq^rised. "Oh, don't you have chairs?" 
Embarrassed, be explained diat be was 
terribly sorry but hc hadn't been sleep­
ing well lately and was ver)' tired. He had 
taken a chair because it would give him 
a chance to rest. 1 could feel humiliation 
racing through ever)' inch of my hus­
band's body. Hc was riding in a coach 
while this poor, bedraggled devil who 
looked as i f he had not bad a bed to 
sleep in for a year or a change in un­
derwear for a month was travelling in 
a chair. But it was also a great relief; 
we wouldn't have to talk to him. 

On the tr;iin, I'd begun to have a hc.id-

achc. 1 was wcU fortified with pills: aspi­
rin, Bufterin, codeine, and idso some pink 
jiills that had been given me by the En­
glish novelist Pamela Hansford Johnson, 
the wife of C. P. Snow. We'd met at a 
dinner part)', where I'd suddenly become 
ill and had to leave. She had followed 
me to the door and said, "You're having 
an attack of migraine, aren't you? I can 
tell. I 'm vice-president of the British 
Migraine Association. Here!" And she 
thrust a couple ot pills into my hand. Ot 
course, oiilv in England could there be 
a migraine association. I asked what the 
piUs were, and she said that when you 
have the aura of a migraine you take 
the first pill and, twenty minutes later, 
i f you're not better you take a second 
pill. She had only two to spare. But they 
were marvellous, and really worked, 
and 1 had written to ask her to send 
me more. So on the tntin, when 1 got the 
aura, as she put it, 1 took one of them. 
As soon as I'd swallowed it, I got ner­
vous: suppose 1 passed out in the mid­
dle of the dinner party?' My headache 
was becoming quite severe, and I was 
alarmed because, i f it fillowed its usuiil 
pattern, b)' eight o'clock I 'd be very 
sick, and b\' nine I'd be throwing up. I 
dressed in a<j;oiiy. I was beginning to feel 
so sick and nen'ous tliat 1 couldn't bear 
the idea of tn'ing to get through a party. 

I had learned from an acquaintance 
that protocol required us to arrive at the 
White House by ten minutes to eight. 
At Thclma's sister Marilyn's house, 
Lionel asked where hc could CiiU for a 
hired car. But Marilyn and her husband 
wouldn't dream of letting us hire a car; 
tlicy insisted that they themselves would 
drive us to the White House. It would 
be a forr\'-fivc-minute drive, and we pro­
tested vehemently, but they assured us 
that it would be ftm for them, so at pre-
ciscK- ten minutes after seven we all piled 
into their station wagon, our host in his 
shirtsleeves, Marilyn in a housedress, 
the baby in the dirt)' play clothes she'd 
been wearing. The three of them got in 
the front of the car while Lionel and 
I arranged ourselves elegantly in the 
back. And 1 looked at Lionel and Lionel 
looked at me, and it was perfecdy clear 
that the two of us were thinking the same 
thing: Arriving like this, wc wouldn't be 
aUowed through the gate. Why couldn't 
our driver at least put on a jacket? 

Still, wc sat back and relaxed, and it 
suddenly came to me that my headache 
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was all gone, and almost for the first 
time that day it occurred to me that I 
might even enjoy the evening. I t was 
dusk, the fountains were playing, with 
lights on them. I t had been a warm 
week in Washington, and flowers had 
burst into bloom on the White House 
grounds, so that you saw masses of color 
in the lowering light. People were begin­
ning to gather to watch what was going 
on. It was like nothing 1 had ever wit­
nessed, and it made my heart pound 
with excitement. 

WE drove up to the gate, and there 
was a row ot Army and Navy peo­

ple. Lionel handed his pass to a guard, 
and he received it without the slightest 
flicker ot expression. Hc just checked 
off our names on a list and said, turning 
to Miirilyn's husband, "Drive right up to 
the door." There we said, "Thank you so 
much for everything," and off they drove. 

1 took Lionel's arm. I t was plainly 
indicated what we were supposed to do; 
nobody needed to tell us. Very slowly 
we walked through the portico. The 
entrance was lined on both sides with 
fijnctionaries. There were also a great 
many military people in attendance, 
in their beautiful uniforms, and heaps 
of photographers taking pictures of the 
guests as they arrived, not asking their 
names; the sorting out would be done 
later. They took everybody's picture. 

As we walked in, an aide came up 
and said, "The gentlemen please enter 
in that room, the ladies go to the dress­
ing room, around to the right." In the 
dressing room, there were several maids 
and racks and racks ot clodies, the wom­
en's wraps, and lavatories with mirrors, 
not unlike the dressing room on the 
mezzanine level of the Plaza Hotel, in 
New York, but bigger. The moment I 
got in there, I knew it was going to be 
a wonderful party. There were two or 
three elderly women fixing their hair 
in front of the mirrors, and they beamed 
at me. One of them said, "Have you come 
tar?" and I said, "From New York. Have 
you come tar?" She replied that she had 
driven in the rain from Baltimore; 1 sup­
pose It was trom Johns Hopkins. They 
were wearing the most marvellous an-
tiqLie dresses, this litde group of old la­
dies. One of them might have been eighty. 
She had on a taflcta dress with niching 
around the neck and puffed sleeves. She 
looked exquisite, with beautifiil jewelry 

"My bedroom? You re sitting on it. 

that had probably been in her family for­
ever. Nothing could have been a more 
wonderfiJ introduction to the party than 
these women: they weren't young, they 
weren't smart—they were just lovely. 

1 came out of the dressing room, and 
there was Lionel, waiting tor me. Im­
mediately an aide came up, introduced 
himself, and inquired, "May I ask your 
name?" When Lionel said, "Mr. and 
Mrs. Tril l ing," he said prompdy, "Of 
course. Mr. and Mrs. Lionel Trdling." 
Obviously, he had memorized the en­
tire guest list—I think there were about 
a hundred and eighty ot us altogether— 
and he couldn't have known in advance 
who was going to tall to him. Then hc 
said to me, "Would you take my arm?" 
and held out his arm while Lionel tell 
back and w;dked two or three paces be­
hind us. As wc moved ;ilong, he asked 
me, "Does your husband prefer to be in­
troduced as Mr., Dr., or Professor?" "He 

prefers to be c;illed Mr. TrUling," I said. 
"Good," hc s;ud, and added, "I ' l l be youi 
aide for the early part of the evening 
You'll be told evervthing you have to do, 
so you needn't feel any constraint at all.' 

While he was talking to me, 1 saw 
that perhaps five y;irds ahead of us an­
other couple was being ministered to in 
the same comforting fashion. There 
must have been eighteen or twenty such 
aides, each in charge of eight to ten peo­
ple. But there was no pressure of an\ 
kind. Just the contrary. 

He led me to a table, and an atten­
dant checked a hst and handed him a 
litde envelope, saying, "Mr. Trilling wlU 
be seated at Table 2. You, Mrs. Trilling, 
WLU be seated at Table 6. You're both in 
the main dining room. This evening, 
we're going to be using both dining 
rooms, the State Dining Room and the 
Blue Room. President Kennedy will be 
in the State Dining Room, where your 
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tables are. Mrs. Kennedy wlE be in the 
Blue Room." The prc-diniicr reception 
was being held in the East Room, and 
at the door stood another attendant, 
with a microphone. Our aide went up 
to him and said, "Mr. and Mrs. Lionel 
Trilling," and the ;udc at the door repeated 
into the microphone, "Mr. and Mrs. 
Lionel Trilling." From then on, I kept 
catching the names of people who were 
arriving and being announced. I'd have 
loved to be standing quietly by myself, 
listening to the names and trying to put 
them together with the faces to which 
they belonged, but that wasn't possible. 
Mv aide had returned and deposited us 
where Lionel and I belonged ;dphabeti-
CiiUy, or near enough to it for easy cor­
rection. He took me up to Frcdric M;irch 
and introduced us. Like many accom­
plished actors, March had verv' smooth 
manners. He greeted me warmly. Then 
a kind of chain reaction got started in 
the reception room. One didn't speak to 
anyone without introducing him or her 
to the person with whom one had just 
been speaking. It just seemed to happen 
automatically: we caught the procedure 
from the aides and carried it forward 
without being told to. It was the most 
enchanting pedormance, everybody in­
troducing somebody to somebody else in 
the most cbiirming way. 

Immediately the room began to fill 

with waiters c;irr)ing huge trays loaded 
with everything that one could possibly 
desire to drink: Manhattans, Martinis, 
highb;dls, sherr)', tomato juice, orange 
juice. Tliere were no canapes—just dnnks. 

The room was now filling up with fa­
miliar names. Not fiimiliar faces. I soon 
heard the attendant announce, "Mr. and 
Mrs. Arthur Sclilesinger." Arthur saw me 
and waved and came over. He greeted me 
and introduced his wife, but he didn't 
seem rehixed and friendly, like every'one 
else. He appeared to be self-conscious, 
as i f borne down by his official White 
House connection. 

Meanwhile, out of the corner of my 
eye I had spotted Colonel John Glenn. 
He was talking to, of all people, Robert 
Frost, and there must have been six peo­
ple huddled around them, trying to hear 
what they were saying. And then a hi­
de lady, just a wee thing, and the most 
enchanting-looking person, was being in­
troduced to me—she looked to be abt)ut 
eighty-five, and her name was Mrs. Wa­
terman. Later, 1 found out that her hus­
band was in charge of the National Sci­
ence Foundation. She said to me, "Oh, 
Mrs. Trilling, you're literary. Is diere any­
one here I'm supposed to know?" 

She had a charming birdlikc way 
of speaking, and I said, "Well, 1 haven't 
seen many writers, but that's Kathcr-
inc Anne Porter over there in the white 

brocade dress and the white 
hair and the white pearls." 

"Ani 1 supjxjsed to know her?" 
Mrs. Waterman inquired. "Be­
cause 1 don't want to." 

I was dying for a cigarette, 
but 1 didn't see any woman 
smoking, and vet)' few men 
were smoking. M y headache 
was gone, but I was still afraid 
to drink, because that might 
bring it back. 1 held a cocktail 
in my hand, but 1 didn't dare 
touch it. A stupendous amount 
of liquor was flowing around. 
People felt so much at home 
that they were drinking just 
as they might at a cocktail 
party at the home of their 
closest friends. Bill Styron lit 
a cigarette, but I didn't myself 
dare to, so he kept giving me 
puffs of his. 

Then suddenly 1 beard over 
the loudspeaker the name of 
M r . James Farrell, and, sure 

enough, there he was. I don't know 
in whose charge he had been in those 
intervening hours since we had last 
seen him, but he was transformed. He 
had on an absolutely clean shirt, his 
suit was pressed and sparkling clean, 
ever)' shirt stud was in place. He looked 
dreamy, and I felt horribly ashamed 
of us for not having wanted to tell him 
that we were going to the White House 
and askinj; whether that was where he 
was going, too. What was amazing was 
that he had had the delicacy not to ask 
us, for fear that we hadn't been invited 
and would feel bad. 

Jimmy Baldwin looked elegant in 
his evening clothes, and wc just waved 
to each other across the room. I caught 
a glimpse of John Dos Passos in the re­
ception room, but 1 didn't see him again 
through the rest of the evening. Wi th 
Frost, that about made up the literary 
contingent. I took note that Lionel was 
drinking an awful lot of Martinis. But 
he was obviously enjoying himself. Long 
before we were put into the receiving 
line and the President made his appear­
ance, everybody was saying to everybody 
else, "Isn't this a wonderful party?" 

By now it must have been half past 
eight. Our aide explained that the Presi­
dent and Mrs. Kennedy were about to 
come in, and as soon as they did the re­
ceiving line would start moving forward. 
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Everyone would be in alphabetical or­
der, with the Nobel Prize winners first, 
and then the other guests. "Please don't 
lose your places," he urged. That's very 
important. The gendeman goes in front 
of the lady in the receiving line." He 
turned to Lionel. "We mean that." 

At that moment, there was a great 
fanfare of trumpets—quite literally— 
and the band played "Hail to the Chief" 
Then in marched the color guard, and I 
heard a voice say, "The President and 
Mrs. Kennedy," and in they came, into 
the sudden stillness. They didn't come 
in slowly, or in any way regally. They 
mewed almost hastily, as i f they didn't 
want to be specially noticed. It's true 
that there had been the big fanfare for 
the entrance, but then, as individuals, 
they comported themselves with great 
modesty. 

They had just come back from the 
Palm Beach vacation, and they were 
very suntanned. Jackie was a deep cocoa 
brown and she was wearing a sea-green 
chiffon dress, to the floor, but cut very 
simply except that it had one bare shoul­
der. She wore green slippers to match 
her dress and no jewelry at all except 
some earrings, which were the most 
beautiftil shade of green. She was a hun­
dred times more beautifiil than any pho­
tograph had ever indicated. 

In photographs, her head 
looked too large. But it wasn't 
at all that large when you 
saw her in real life. She didn't 
have as bouffant a hairdo as 
I thought from her pictures, 
and she had a long and per­
fecdy beautifiil neck. Her dress 
really wasn't cut very elabo­
rately, but it had miUions of 
pleats. Hers was a charming 
figure rather than a perfect 
one, and she carried her clothes 
exquisitely. The President was 
handsome and exuded energy— 
I could feel it even at my dis­
tance from him. And one thing 
I noticed right away: among the 
Nobel Prize winners he had 
apparcndy changed the alpha­
betical order, so that the line 
was headed by Mrs. George 
Marshall, the widow of General 
Marshall—of die Marshall Plan. 
Sh e was followed by Mrs. Er­
nest Hemingway, who had on 
what I thought was the most 

always 

beautiful and appropriate dress at the 
party. After all, it was less than a year 
since Hemingway's death. She knew 
that she was going to be very much in 
the public eye. I t was a black sheath, 
very tight to below her knees, where 
it went out in a flare, and the flared 
part had large crimson roses appli-
queed on it—she was essentially in 
black but not in mourning. I should 
perhaps say here that I'd often seen pic­
tures of her and had always thought she 
looked like a lady buyer, hard-bitten. 
But, actually, there was more tender­
ness in her face than I had expected; 
more pain. Her eyes were softer, more 
appealing, and the whole outline of her 
face was more blurred than was sug­
gested in photographs. 

The line began to move quite rapidly 
now, but people didn't stop drinking 
until they came to within a few feet ot 
the President. Then they set down their 
drinks—there were lots of shelves and 
litde tables around the sides of the room. 
There were a few ch;iirs scattered about, 
but nobody used them; everyone was 
in motion. By the time Lionel and I 
got to the President, the room was, of 
course, ;ilmost empty. Lionel moved out 
ahead of me. Hc had already put out his 
hand while his name was being an­
nounced, so that he had the President's 
hand in his and the President was say-
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ing, "It's very nice to see you, sir," when 
Lionel's name fiilly got through to him. 

"Oh, it's you," the President exclaimed. 
"I'm so glad to see you." Lionel beamed, 
of course, and said, "Thank you." By this 
time, Mrs. Kennedy had her hand out 
and Lionel was taking it. And she said, 
"You know, I have a stepsister who 
won't have one idea in her head un­
less you tell her it's all right to have it. 
She never says anything unless you 
say it's all right for her to say it." 

Lionel inquired who the stepsister was. 
"Nina Auchincloss," Mrs. Kennedy 

replied. "She was a student of yours." 
Lionel couldn't place Nina Auchin­

closs, but he said, "That's very nice of 
her." But he didn't stop there. I could 
see that he wasn't being his usual shy 
self—he had had sue Martinis, I'd been 
counting. And I thought, Oh, my God, 
what's coming next? He was still hold­
ing Mrs. Kennedy's hand. "Wait rill I tell 
you what they said about you at Vassar," 
he said, smiling at her. 

She began to laugh. "What?" 
"Never mind," said Lionel. "Later, HI 

teU you later." 
A t this point, the President dropped 

my hand and inquired of Lionel, "What 
did they say at Vassar?" 

"Later," Lionel repeated. I had myself 
now been moved on to Mrs. Kennedy, 
but I saw that both the President and 

"Hickory smoke—that's what gives it that hearty Western flavor!' 
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Mrs. Kennedy were grinning; they were 
amused by Lionel. 

I said, "Don't worr)'. What they said 
was vcr)' nice." 

Mrs. Kennedy said, "Oh," but she 
looked at mc as if to ask where I had ma-
teri;dizcd from. What was I doing in her 
conversation with Lionel? Lionel and I 
moved together tow;u"d the dining room, 
and he said, "I 'm going to die—I've 
never been so flattered in my whole lite." 

IN the dining room, we separated. I 
went to my Table 6, Lionel went 

to his Table 2. The tables were round, 
quite close to each other. The Presi­
dent's table was in the center, and he 
had Mrs. Marshall on his right and 
Mrs. Hemingway on his left. Frost was 
at the Presidenfs table, and so was Mrs. 
Smith, the President's sister. Wliile peo­
ple were coming into the dining room, 
1 had been able to look at the place cards 
at my table. 1 had Pierre S;dinger on my 
right. On my left was a Dr. Stanley. 
On the other side of Dr. Stanley was a 
woman I'd been talking to in the recep­
tion room, a vciy charming and hand­
some woman with a great deal of social 
poise. Her name was Mrs. Stratton, and 1 
think she was the wife of the president 
of M . I . T . 1 asked her i f she had any 
idea who Dr. Stanley was, and she told 
me that he had done important work 
on vinises. She added that Mrs. Kerr, 
whose husband was president of the Uni­
versity of California, and who was ;dso 
sitting at our table, would be able to tell 
mc all about him. I looked at the cards 
and saw that sitting on the other side 
of Mrs. Kerr would be James Biddwin. 
That was a relief to me and app;u-ently 
to him, too, because when he got to the 
tabic and saw me there he said, "Oh, 
you're here. Thank God, a tamiliiu- face." 

The first thing Jimmy did was to 
look at the card next to him. The place 
was still empty. "Who is Mrs. Kerr?" 
hc asked me. "Didn't she write a book, 
'Please Don't Eat the Dmsies'?" I shook 
my head. "Wife of the president of the 
Univcrsit)' of CLiLfornia." 

Soon Salinger came in, and Dr. Stan-
Icy, and wc all sat until die President came 
in, and then we all stood up again. I t 
was plain that he was trying not to draw 
too much attenrion to liimself he walked 
in rapidly and sat down right away, no 
airs about it. 

Dr. Stanley picked up my c;ird. I said. 

"You haven't the vaguest idea who I 
am. You scientists don't read." He loved 
my introducing myself that way. He 
spent the entire dinner trying to ].x;r-
suade me to stop smoking, telling me 
in horrendous detail about the cancer I 
was heading into, and how I was going 
to rot inch by inch. It was so relaxed 
in the dining room that I was able to 
smoke through the entire meal. Neady 
everybody was smoking, including most 
of the women. But Dr. Stanley kept 
taking my cigarette out of my mouth. 

At one moment, he said, "What am 
I doing this for? 1 haven't been able to 
stop my own wife from smoking. Why 
am 1 trying to stop you? She's so nervous 
i f s probably better for her to smoke than 
not to." O f course, we were all tight. Ev­
erybody was tight. 

Everyiiod\' at the table was having fi.in 
except the two of us on either side of Sal­
inger. I must have launched fift)' topics 
of talk, all of which fi-/-/led out. Noth­
ing we said to each other involved more 
than two sentences: my remark, his an­
swer. Then we'd have to start all over 
again. Eventuidlv, I found it interesting 
that it was so dull with him. 

The dinner was delicious. The meal 
had been much delayed, yet the beef 
was absolutely perfect. The wines were 
French, and there was no end to the 
amount you could drink: you had bitrely 
set down your glass before it was filled 
again. With the dessert e;une champagne. 

When the champagne was served, the 
President rose at his place and knocked 
on his glass. The dining room became 
instantly quiet while he made the tin­
iest bit of a speech. He said, "This is the 
most cxtraordiniiry collection of talent, of 
human knowledge, diat has ever gath­
ered together at the White House, with 
the possible exception of when Thomas 
Jefferson dined alone." 

He at once had the place in his hands; 
everyone adored it. Hc added a few other 
words and sat down. Coffee was served 
right at the table, and suddenly even 
Pierre Salinger became human. Hc said 
to me, "Cigars are moving slowly. I f 
die President rises before they get to 
me, I won't have one. But I know all 
these waiters, and I'm not worried— 
they'll bring me a cigar." 

The President rose, and everyone else 
rose, too. Hc moved out of the room, 
stopping as he went to shake hands with 
friends as he chanced to sec them. And 

then the old fraternization started all 
over again. People moved around talking 
to one another as. they left the dining 
room, moving into the corridors, where 
strolling strings were playing. We had 
been instructed that there would be a 
short interval after the dinner, and that, 
after that, there would be a reading by 
Fredric March. But now we had about 
a half hour in which President and Mrs. 
Kennedy had retired—he had to catch 
his breath, and I guess she needed some 
time to herself as well. But the party 
continued on its own momentum. 

Coming into the dining room we had 
run into Dr. and Mrs. J. Robert Oppen-
heimer. They were just ahead ot us, and 
he turned and said, 'You don't know my 
wife, do you?" She was a lovely-looking 
woman. Lovely but agonized-looking. 
My heart ached for the two of them. It 
was such a nice gesture on the p;irt ot 
President Kennedy, wanting publicly to 
rehabilitate Oppenheimer after he had 
been treated as a security risk for nearly 
a decade. But his appearance was like 
that of a spectre, a memento mori. He 
carried himself with great dignity, but 
that only made it worse. I remembered 
having hciu-d that his wife was an -acute 
idcohohc and drug addict. Wliat a strain 
it must have been for her, with so much 

HAIKPIN CUKVE5 
The formal contours in Chuck Agro's 
new portraits call to mind the Rtts-
sian Constructtvists' early, clunky 
paintings of peasants, pieced to­
gether from cones and rhomboids. 
Yet the tranrjuillity is deceptive: 
the curves of the woman in "Turn­
ing Away," at first glance so pure 
and decorative, are actually the out­
lines of turbulent emotion. Agro, a 
young painter from upstate New 
York, recently found himself in love 
again after a period of desolation, 
and these new paintings (on exhi­
bit at the Earl McGrath Gallery, 
through June 11th) are the result. 
Here he has rendered the subject's 

flesh as a familiar landscape, one 
contemplated so often and so in­
tently that it begins to seem alien, 
even threatening. What would this 
woman say—what would her face 
show us—if we reached out and 
tapped that shell-like shoulder? 
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riding on the evening for him and all 
that liquor around. 

Everywhere I looked there were enor­
mous vases of flowers. The White House 
was like a fair)land—everything so el­
egant, easy, and gay, and the colors soft 
and varied. Wherever there was a table 
or a shelf or a fireplace, there were mag­
nificent flowers in soft arrangements. 

My aide gave me his arm and said, 
"Wouldn't you like to come into the 
East Room now and take your place? 
There's to be a reading. I want you to 
have a good seat, so let's go in now." 
He seated us plunk in the center of the 
diird row. The President and Mrs. Ken­
nedy had already come in and were 
seated right in front of us, where we 
could see them. They were in armchairs; 
we were in litde gold chairs. And there 
was Mrs. Marshidl and Mrs. Hemingway 
and Robert Frost and Vice-President 
and Mrs. Lyndon Johnson, all in thei 
row in front of us with the President. 
Throughout the evening, no notice had 
been taken of Johnson's entrance or his 
presence. I'd seen them, of course. Mrs. 
Johnson looked old and tired in that 
lively company. And Johnson himself 
had on the most awful dinner jacket. 
1 think it was gray, and I don't know 

what it was made of, but it seemed to 
shimmer, as i f hc were a master of cere­
monies in some cheap night club. Bobby 
Kennedy and his wife and the Presi­
denfs sister, Mrs. Smith, were also sit­
ting in the front row just ahead of us. 
One of the things that struck me was 
Bobby Kennedy's good looks. He was 
infinitely better-looking than the Pres­
ident, but he didn't exude anything like 
his brother's power. Everything in his 
appearance was more delicate, and he 
looked very young, like an undergrad­
uate. The President's face, on the other 
hand, radiated strength, power so com­
pressed that you felt it was about to 
explode. 

Fredric March read from three dead 
Nobel Prize winners, beginning with the 
introduction to Sinclair Lewis's "Main 
Street." Next came some excerpts from 
Marshall's outline for what was to be-^ 
come his famous plan. Very handsome, / 
very traditionally worded. The final ready, 
ing was from Hemingway. March said, ) 
" I was going to read Ernest Hemingy 

Stay's 'The Killers,' but Mrs. Hemingway 
felt that we were all of us too familiar 
with that, and that perhaps you would 
Uke to hear something that had been 
unpublished, so she went through her 

"If the jury had been sequestered in a nicer hotel, 

this would probably never have happened" 

husb;ind's unpublished works and selected 
a chapter from an unpublished novel." 

This was intriguing, and he read it 
very well. But the chapter itself was so 
poor that one was pained for the man 
who had written it. When March fin­
ished, the President rose from his chiiir 
and walked over to Mrs. Hemingway; 
he virtually lifted her out of her seat and 
had her bow to the audience. She was 
having a tough time, poor woman, and 
1 saw the President do something so 
nice. He squeezed her arm comfort­
ingly. Then he went back to sit in his 
own place again. 

During the reading, I had been sit­
ting next to Katherine Anne Porter. She 
acted in the niost annoying fashion. She 
fussed with her necklace, she fussed 
with her earrings, she fiissed with every 
curl in her beautifiil white hair. She had 
apparendy spotted a woman who had 
kept her long gloves on, so she again 
put her own gloves on. Then she spot­
ted a woman whose gloves were off and 
once more removed her own gloves. 
Then she saw someone who had only 
one glove on, and she copied that. In 
the meanwhile, she was telling me how 
her Ufe was being ruined by success— 
she was so hounded by newspaper peo­

ple that she couldn't get any 
work done. What she needed 
/fliat evening was the undcvi 

'̂ ating attention of a naval aide.' 
She was used to being m a d ^ 
much of by men; she must have 1 
felt rather frighteningly alone. ' 

^ ^yux.'a^ $i K ly- •• 

EVER^UODY now stood up. 
No one actually rushed to 

the exit, but everyone sort of 
started to move in that direc­
tion. Lionel went over to talk 
to Robert Frost, but Lyndon 
Johnson moved in ahead o f 
him, so Lionel waited. 1 stood 
at his side, waiting with him 
until Johnson had finished. A f ­
ter Lionel and Frost had talked 
for a moment, we moved to­
ward the door. But just then I 
saw our aide approaching. "The 
President would like it very 
much i f you and M r . Tril l ing 
would join him upstairs," he said. 
By this time, I felt as i f anything 
could happen, and I was scarcely 
surprised. Hadn't Lionel said 
that he'd tell him about Jackie 
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^ The going was 
back and forth 

t'GORNIAN 

DI\EAM5 E[\OTIC DI\EAM5 NOT 

The sheet was pulled tight 
across, each corner snapped 
in a steel crease. The light 
bounced on the pasty 
afternoon and drenched the ceding. 
I t was a theological dream. 
Each perceptible languor 
each conciliatory bark 
each visitation 
was implied in the sheet 
and its contour 
like a desert with a bow 
the center. 

rough: 
and forth 

or simply incontestable balking 

at Vass;ir later? And it was only eleven 
o'clock—why shoidd we go home? The 
party was just beginning. 

Actiuilly, I've never been a less impor­
tant feanire in our shared social life. 1 
had nothing to do with this occasion ex­
cept as Lionel's wife. Obviously, the Pres­
ident and Mrs. Kennedy knew who L i ­
onel was. Most educated people were 
acquainted with Lionel's name, just as 
they knew the names of Katherine Anne 
Porter and James Biddwin. These were 
literary celebrities. But did they read the 
serious intellectual journals and know 
that I was a writer, too? I didn't have 
to ponder the answer. I t was no. The 
StvTons knew my work. So did Kather­
ine Anne Porter and Farrcll and Jimmy 
Baldwin. But neither of the Kennedys 
had ever heard of me, of that I'm almost 
certain. But 1 didn't let myself dwell 
on that aspect ot the evening. I was de­
lighted for Lionel, and 1 was enjoying 
myself thoroughly. 

As my migraine had disappeared, I 
had drunk several glasses of champagne. 
I had even sipped some of the wines at 
dinner. I hadn't had six Martinis, like 
Lionel—Lionel couldn't have been more 
pleasandy looped, perfect. Pretty soon, 
we were led into a large empty room, and 
the aide said, 'This is the Oval Room. 
President Eisenhower worked here. The 
Kennedys don't use it that way; they use 
it tor iiiformid entertaining." There was 

•1 sofa in the middle of the room and an­

other at right angles to it, and there were 
lots of occasional chairs grouped around 
the sofas very attractively, with little 
tables and lamps. There were flowers 
everywhere. The aide who led me in 
picked out a chair for me. He said that 
I ought to sit in that chiiir because it was 
the color of my dress. I asked if I could 
smoke. He said, "Of course," and he 
brought me an ashtray. 

Immediately there sprang up before us, 
as i f out of the ground, a waiter with a 
tray ot fiaU champagne glasses. 
I took a glass and then my 
aide said, 'Just make yourself 
at home. The President will be 
here as soon as he's free down­
stairs. Have a good time." L i ­
onel and I were now alone, 
sitting in the Oval Room ot 
the White House, and we just looked 
at each other as though to say, "What 
in the world are we doing here?" We 
could scarcely talk to each other. We 
felt as it we were in a daydream. 

At that moment, an aide came in with 
Rose St)'ron; a few paces behind them 
was Bill. They had the same mixed look 
of pleasure and bewilderment that we 
did. Rose and Bill struck me as being 
far more rehixed people than Lionel and 
I , but they weren't finding it much eas­
ier to talk; the whole situation was so 
extraordinary. 

Then suddenly several people were 
led in. Robert Frost came in with Mrs. 

Smith, Bobby Kennedy came in with hi? 
wife, Ethel. Then Mrs. Kennedy came 
in in a bit of a busde. She was holding 
a glass of champagne in her left hand 
and she said, "Oh, hello." Lionel had sat 
down on one of the sofas, and I was sit­
ting in a velvet chair next to it. Totall) 
ignoring the Kennedys, Mrs. Kenned\ 
came straight across the room to Lionel. 
They didn't count in her life, and she 
didn't care who knew it. The men had 
of course risen when she came into the 
room, and Rose Styron and I got up as 
well. There was a wooden chair, sort of 
in back of the sofa, and she pulled it 
out—it was a litde wooden armchaii^— 
and she said, "Every time Lyndon John­
son sits on this chair, he breaks it. He's 
broken it three times so far. Now watch 
me. I 'm going to sit on it, and, you'll 
see, it won't break under me. He doesn't 
know how to sit." She had brought the 
chair right next to Lionel and now she 
sat down in it, next to him. 

"Now," she looked up at Lionel as he 
sat down once more. "WTiat did they sa\' 
about me at Vassar?" 

Lionel laughed and replied, "Thev 
said that you were a serious student. A 
very devoted student. And quite shy." 

Jackie repeated after him, "Shy. Yes, 
I am shy." 

Lionel said, "I'm shy, too." She looked 
at him, and they both burst out laugh­
ing. She knew that he was teasing her, 
and she liked it. I heard her say then, 

"Do you know who was here 
tonight?" And they began 
talking, and the conversa­
tion between them continued 
for the rest of the evening. 
Jackie's basic courtesy is sharpK' 
developed, and until a man 
came and sat down to talk 

specifically to me she was careful to try 
to guide some ot her conversation •with 
Lionel to include me. It's learned cour­
tesy, totally conscious, not imperilled bv 
champagne. But, once I was engaged in 
a conversation of my own, she fuUy di­
rected herself to Lionel and never once 
gave a sign ot having any interest in 
anyone else. 

Not long after Jackie came in, the 
President came in, and with him were 
the Under-Secretary of Defense and the 
Deputy Assistant Secretary of State for 
Inter-American Affairs. We were four­
teen or fifteen people altogether, and 
1 began to understand that having this 

1^ 
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ii;atliering in the Oval Room, although 
it included the President's family and 
some government people, was really 
lackie's personal part of die evening. She 
h'.id done her dun as a hostess, gone 
through the whole official occasion, and 
now it was licr turn to have fun. In fact, 
1 somehow had the impression that 
these litde gatherings upstairs had be­
come a kind of routine after large tor-
m;J dinners, the price she demanded tor 
having pla\'cd her public ]iart as consci­
entiously as she did. 

And 1 felt the Kennedys had to ac­
cept jackie's terms, because tbc\' rc;di'zed 
that, for instance, the whole occasion 
wc were ha\'ing and the way the White 
House looked and bow it ran were her 
doing—and this was not to mention the 
response of the public to her charm. She 
was their billion-dollar asset, and they 
were far too clever not to recognize it. 

W i c n Jackie first came into die room, 
she h.id pointed to a wooden rocker and 
said, "There's one in every room in the 
bouse. Thc\''rc eyesores, aren't tbcy?" 
She was referring to the rocker that was 
ordered for the President b\' his woman 
physician for his bad back. Jackie called 
it the President's health rocker and she 
said, "Do you know how much money 
is bcini; made out of this?" Do you know 
how maii\ thousands ot these rockers 
h-.ivc been sold?" 

At one moment, when there was 
a lull in the room and 1 thought that 
somebody ought to say something, I 
asked jackie, "Did you have a good time 
on your trip?" 1 didn't mean her Palm 
Beach trip, and she understood that 1 
meant a previous tour that she had been 
on. She looked at me and began a lit­
de smile, her eyes twinkling. She said, 
"1 had a lovcK' time," and she said it in 
a tone that made it plain to me that she 
was repeating an officiid statement and 
that she hadn't had a good time at all. 

At another point, she said something 
fairly starthng about Klinishchev. In V i ­
enna, a year earlier, she sat next to him 
at a state banquet. "1 was sick with ner­
vousness," she said. "1 didn't know what 
1 could talk about with him, and 1 kept 
asking Jack, 'What sh;dl I say to him? 
What do 1 talk about?' I kept sitting 
there wondering what would be an in­
nocent subject ot conversation, anci I 
decided to talk about animals. I said, 
'1 just love Russian dogs.' I asked him to 
send me one, and he did. Jack was furi­

ous with me for giving him such a dip­
lomatic advantage." It was a man,'ellous 
stor)', bur i f it had got to the news­
papers it would h;ive been embarrass­
ing for the President. " I still have that 
dog," she said. "Ifs around the White 
House grounds. But the problem is 
what to do with him. 1 want to mate 
him, but 1 haven't another Russian 
dog to mate him with, so I'd have to 
mate him with an American dog. I've 
been working on it, and I've been told 
that it won't take: a Russian dog and 
an American dog won't mate." 

The President approached Lionel 
and pulled his chair—rocker—so close to 
him that they were really knee to knee. 

"Well, what did they say about her at 
Vassar?" hc asked Lionel. 

Not at -.dl awed, Lionel replied qui­
etly, "Tbe\' S'.iid that she was serious, a 
devoted student, a good student, shy." 
lackic was just sitting there, watching 
Lionel's face. 

"Shy, hmm," said the President. 
Nobody laughed; they were speaking 
quietly. 1 had the impression that the 
President was not thinking at :dl about 
lackic or whether she hatl been shy at 
Vassar. Hc was looking at Lionel ver)' 
sharply indeed. In teasing the Presi­
denfs wife, was he being impertinent 
to the President;^ Was hc, in tact, that 
self-assured, and, if so, why':' Was his 
report a literal report of what had been 
said to him about Jackie" From the an­
swer to these cpiestions the President 
would know how to place Lionel. A l l 
he said was "Linus Pauling was a lot of 
trouble today. He kept Caroline awake." 
And hc told the fimous stor)' about 
how Caroline couldn't take her nap 
because of the noise on the picket line. 
" I don't mind his picketing the White 
House, but why does he have to picket 
right under the nurser)' window and 
keep the children awake?" 

Then he got up from his rocker. 
He'd had his conversation with the 
Tril l ings, and now he moved on to 

somebody else. Hc joined the group 
around Frost, where the members of his 
family were seated. Then, sure enough, 
hc went to a corner with Bobby and Siil-
inger and the Inter-American Affairs 
man. It was plain that they were tidking 
shop, and that for him the parr\' was 
over, lackic, however, was stlU having 
her p;irt\'. 

I could hear that J-ackie had started 
to talk to Lionel about D. H . Lawrence. 
She said, "Is it true that 'The Rainbow' 
is Lawrence's best book?" 

Lionel said, "Some people may think 
so. Myself 1 think 'Women in Love' is 
better. What makes you think it's 'The 
Rainbow'?" 

"1 was reading Compton Macken­
zie's memoirs. Hc knew all of Law­
rence's work, and he said that he 
thought 'The Rainbow' was his best 
book." She added quickly, "Oh, I'm not 
sure 1 have that right. 1 think hc said 
it was 'The Rainbow.' Wait a minute." 
She jumped up and ran to the next 
room, which seemed to be a library, 
returning with the book in her hand. 
She leafed through it and quickly found 
the place—she knew how to handle 
books, how to find what she wanted in 
them. "Here it is," she said, and she read 
it ;doud, and it was "The Rainbow" that 
Mackenzie had been praising. Lionel 
repeated that although he preferred 
"Women in Love" "The Rainbow" was 
a great novel, and they kept on t;dking 
about Lawrence and about other writ­
ers, hickie spoke ver\' openly and un­
pretentiously, including her stepsister 
Nina in her conversation—Lionel had 
said he hadn't remembered her and 
wanted to be reminded. She spoke very 
charmingly, and said that she herself 
had wanted to audit one of Lionel's 
classes. She said Nina had been so in­
sistent about being a student of Lionel's 
that she had almost made the family 
move to New York for just that reason. 
But Nina hadn't been accepted as a stu­
dent; she had just audited his classes. 
She had been getting more and more 
pregnant. As soon as the b-.iby was born, 
she had it in mind to go to Columbia 
and audit courses with Lionel three 
times a week. 

I think it was here that I asked her 
in what way they were stepsisters. 
She assured mc that she could never 
explain to an\'body how her family 
worked, that evcrvbody in it was a 
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stepsister or stepbrother to 
everybody else. "There have 
been so many marriages in 
every part of the family—'at 
Christmas it's a shambles. 
You don't know whom you 
have to send a card to, you 
don't know who your rel­
atives really are." 

Through all of this she 
was very open, in a crisp, 
modern manner: very sure 
of herself and reliant on 
her own wit. But she must 
have made reference to her 
husband no fewer than 
a dozen times—how Jack 
had been very angry at her, 
how Jack had told her to 
stop reading in bed and put 
out the light. WhUe Lionel 
was telling the President 
what they had said about 
Jackie at Vassar, Jackie her-
self kept looking at her 
husband, but with a delib­
erately blank expression. 

WE somehow knew that 
the party was over. 

She wanted it to continue, 
you could see that. She and 
Lionel were getting on so splendidly— 
Lionel really hked her, and she really 
liked him. I t was now twelve-thirty. 

The President was standing, and we 
ill! rose to leave. We jR went over to him 
and shook hands with him, and I found 
myself saying what a lovely party it 
had been, and thank you very much, 
just as I would to any ordinary host. I 
had already said good night to Mrs. 
Kennedy and told her what a charm­
ing party it had been. I he;ird Lionel say 
to her, " I think you deserve great credit 
for this evening, everybody had such 
a wonderful time." She said, "You see, 
we used to have to come to the White 
House when Jack was a senator and the 
Eisenhowers were here. I t was just un­
bearable. There would be Mamie in 
one chair and Ike in another. And on 
Mamie's right side would be the guest 
of honor, male, and on Ike's right side 
would be the guest of honor, female, 
and everybody stood, and there was 
nothing to drink. During that regime, 
there was never anything served to 
drink, and we made up our minds, 
when we came to the White House, 
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"You. You. Aytdyou." 

that nobody was ever going to be as 
bored as that. We do try to make it a 
good party." 

So there we said good night at the 
door. When we told the President what 
a wonderfiil party it had been, he replied 
that it had been very lovely to have us. 
He s;iid that in a very warm and person;il 
way, but he was actually looking out the 
door. Jackie was at the party every mo­
ment of it, at least the upstairs part of 
it, and dying to go on some more. But 
hc was tired and wanted to get to busi­
ness. Or bed. 

Bobby Kennedy led us to an elevator— 
1 guess it was a private family elevator, 
very large but not very sturdy-looking, 
and we all trooped into it. Bobby started 
to dose the door, when suddenly Jackie 
and Jack Kennedy came down the hall to 
see us of f It was a bit of a squeeze with 
so many ot us, but Bobby stayed at his 
post to run it. Jackie said, "Oh, Bob, you 
can't crowd this many people into this 
elevator. Think of the headlines tomor­
row morning, with all these distinguished 
people dead at the bottom of the shaft!" 
"It's all right, it's all right," Bobby re­

plied. "Hold on, Mr. Frosd" He closed 
ihe gate. At our last sight of Jackie, she 
was waving to us. The car went down, 
and when wc got downstairs we were 
led by Bobby to another portico, where 
our wraps were waiting tor us. They'd 
been put there while we were upstairs. 

"Are you staying at a hotel in Wash­
ington?" Bobby asked me. I said that 
we were going back to New York by the 
late-night train. He looked confounded. 
T h e train?" he repeated, as i f 1 had just 
told him that we were journeying to 
New York by tandem bicycle. I assured 
him that I loved night trains, but he 
shook his head, unbelieving. 

I don't know how we got to the train 
station—I suppose they had a car wairing 
for us. We could have danced our way, 
Lionel and I were so giddy. In fact, we 
did dance into the train station—I re­
member that. I had my left arm raised, 
Lionel had his right arm raised, and he 
was holding my hand while my mink 
stole trailed from our enfolded fingers. 
It was a kind of minuet we performed 
the length of the Union Station all the 
way to our train and our comp;irtment. • 


