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. Jackie Kennedy”

By Mary ‘Barelli Gallagher
Fdited by Frances Spalz Leighton

acqueline Kennedy. Only once  April, 1955. Senator Kennedy and Jackie could not
in a generation does a woman pos-  attend the wedding—J.F.K. was in Palm Beach, Fla.,
Wﬁa‘:mm recuperating from his serious back operation—but they
by her, seeing only sent a lovely telegram that read:

she wants it even DEAR RAY AND MARY—WE ARE TERRIBLY SORRY
when the spell is broken, people still THAT WE COULD NOT BE WITH YOU TODAY, BUT

happened, what Jaclde Kennedy is re- WITH BEST WISHES, JACK & JACKIE KENNEDY

ally like? What was real and what was As [ approached anniversary, [ also

the dream? I can tell you that not every-  approached the birth of my first child. One of the last

thing was as it seemed. I know, because for  things I did before going to the hospital was to send the

almost eight incredible years I lived in Jackie's world  Senator a letter from home telling him how much I had

as her personal secretary—before, during and after enjoyed worl for him. Over the next several months

John F. Kennedy entered the White House. I won't I kept calls from his office asking if I couldn't

be surprised if you've never heard of me. Jackie return to work. My answer was always the same. With

wanted it that way. She did not wish it known that  a new baby, I didn't feel I could handle a full-time job.

she had a secretary. Late in the fall of 1956, 1 received a phone call from

When Manchester, doing research for his = Senator Kennedy’s mother-in-law, Mrs. Hugh D.
bonh{adhaf&l?;s?ﬂ,mhﬂu%mmmm o - —_

April 2, 1964, K ‘s secretary, Lincoln, o suggested you," uchincloss began.

Manchester shook my hand with disbelief, “You are explained that she nesded a ary who

the most well-kept secret of the Kennedy Administra-  could work at McLean, Va., home

tion," he said. “about one day a week."” With the cooperation of my

mother- B . who agreed to come and

1 first was caught up in the Kennedy world in 1952,  care for my son Christopher in my absence, I happily

when 1 was hired as a secretary by John F. Kennedy, fitted this brief weekly interlude my Mrs.

who had just been elected U.S. Senator from Massa- i me was so gentle and re-

hich I did for 334 years, working in the  you suppose you might do the same thing for me?”
1 I was very happy my agreed that this
first time I Jacqueline Bouvier, she came  would be all right for me, and gave me permission

into our office, looking very young, with work more days. [ went to Merrywood about one day a
short hair. She appeared rather poised and walked past  week and, at the or two days
the girls with friendly The ,  working for Jackie at the house she and tor
did not talk about his personal life, and everyonein the  nedy had rented at 2808 P Street, N.W., in the George-
office was caught off-guard when we read the town section of W y was located ina
ment in 1953 that he would marry Jackie. When the

floor study.
Senator returned from his honeymoan, ane of the first In March, 1957, two months before my son Gregory
things he did was to make his bride his insurance bene-  was born, 1 suddenly found myself deeply involved in
a i the Kennedys' family affairs.
In December, 1954, I became engaged to insurance- On March 17, for example, a toothache kept J.F.K.
man Ray Gallagher, and we were married in Boston in ~ from marching in the St. Patrick's Day parade, After I
hm—ttuﬂnml—nlmn-nﬁ-u-uammnmwmmmm-ﬁwmmm

wdind by Frances Spats La@nlan, 1o oe published by Oewd MeXay Co., Inc. Phetegraph, epposils, by &l
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the time, I thought it was

just a passing fancy, and that the Senator

would soon tire of Jooking at the household
and personal accounts. | was mistaken.

Mrs. Auchincloss also confided in me. She

something, could see her garters
at the top of her hose. “Could you just men-
unnmbuthatymthlnkah:uhmﬁatm
wearing her dresses a little longer?” Mis
Auchincloss asked me.
Mu:haslwcnﬂﬂhavalnvedtnohhgan

dressing room. Itwashu'athatmy"uﬂice
was located.
Umﬂy,whmIWedatthc%Jm

was still in bed, eating a tray
and reading the newspapers. Senator Kennedy
usually had breakfast in the Bi-

call up the stairs, “Bye, jackie," and brisldy
head for his car in the alley hehind the house.
1 sometimes it would be nice if
Jackie would eat breakfast with the Senator—
or at least come downstairs to see him off.
I always felt there were two things that
John F. Kennedy wanted in his home: a com-
fortable, familiar, snchanging place to read in
peace and quiet—and no money worries.
gmumzelymugh.ﬁmmmm
ve.

Jackie was never satisfied with the furnigh-
ings the way they were. I remember one day
whgnnhem around in the

house. Furiously, the Senator hunted for a
comfortable nook. It wasn't to be found—and
he finally said, “Jackie, why is it that the
mummthshmmaremmmnleadyhv—
able all at the same time?"" In the study alone,
thenﬂwpqmchaummmmmst

The 1960 Presidential campaign changed
my duties—and my whole life. I was now so
busy with Jaclkie's mail and other problems
four and five days a week that I no longer had
time to work for Mrs. Auchincloss. She was
most understanding. “Jackie comes first
now,” she said.

My responsibilities increased to the point
whare 1 became the mediator in handling
servant problems—forever soothing hurt feel-

ings. There was considerable friction among
thzholp which resulted not only in grum-
bling but also in a rapid turnover of cooks, in
particular. Ibrmthedasghofrehefwhmwe
finally hit upon a cook who could please
cvm'yﬂm-—]’cﬂﬂNMAﬂﬂf.hetﬂﬂd Con-

suelo Quiroz, arrived to give a helping hand to
Providencia Paredes, the faithful “Provi,"
a native of Santo Domingo, whose time was
now devoted to Jackie's personal needs, such
as taking care of her clothes.

In line with Jackie's policy of handling
things herself when were around, 1
stayed out of the way as much as possible
during the wm:gmlumaﬂywlned
at my desk upstairs. However, at one tea,
Jackie did ask that T “pour” for her. I did,
until it was time for the photographs to be
taken. Then Jackie took her place in the chair
and started to pour.

Ja:kmwmhappmtwhmharmwm
Lee Radziwill, was around, because

opening question about my measurements, [
was even more surprised when she wrote to

the dressmaker that the musling had been
fitted to her sister Lee.

letters. Usually, it was to hide the fact that

shuwanthcmew!mwmbedmathmg.he-

quenﬂy.ahe would say, *“Jack wants .
agnm.lt

“my sister ad vm P 3 ‘so-mdao

won't let me .
Dunngthemm,larhesdnthadrw

the attention of who chose to be

wit.h me; Id:dn’tkmwwhy
I found out when the October 10, 1960,
issue of Life arrived.
The photos and story depicted the various
of the wives of the Presidential candi-

picture did not appear—and my name
had been eliminated as well. The caption said:
“Reading the 225 daily letters, Jackie answers
each with help of a part-time secretary, ‘T
could use one full time these days,” she says."
I was then working for Jackie seven days
week—and taking

work home at night.

m




On Tuesday, November 8, 1960, John F.
Kennedy was elected President.

After the slection, the first big change for
Jacbew-astheamvalaftheSeuetSﬂwﬂe
agents at the Georgetown house. At first she
regarded them as a nuisance and another in-
trusion on her privacy. But when they, along
WImMmhmwmablemmtthenday
crowds that appeared outside the house at
all hours of the day and night, she suddenly
changed her attitude,

One of my most constant, most cheerful
visitors during those hectic early days before
wemnvaimtotMWhmescmﬁtﬂa

Caroline since she was 11 days old, was well
aware of the demands on our time. After a
cortain length of time, she'd call Caroline
away or would come to fetch her,

There was only one person whoee
hnnddapandmﬂcaundCamhmmbmmd
forth in the most excited, exhilarated way—
her daddy. “Buttons? Where's Buttons?”
J.F.K. would call.

With her mother, Caroline was more sub-
dued, But then, I seldom saw her around her
mother when Jackie was working. Caroline
would be off with Miss Shaw or playing up-
stairs in her bedroom. When Jackie was hav-

ing brealkfast, Miss Shaw would usually bring -

Caroline in for a little visit with “Mommy,”
Then Jackie would ask, “Where are you going
today with Miss Shaw?"

Those were happy day: The President-

it was for a simple greeting downstairs or an
evening out. She often kept ].F.K. waiting
for her. As he paced impatiently, she would
simply continue with hér last-minute touch-
ups. No matter how impatient ].F.K. became,
the strongest thing he would say was, “For
God's sake, Jackie!"

Gifts from the public were pouring in for
rlmupectuibaby.‘[‘hepachgmwou!dar—
rive at the Georgetown house and were
heaped, unopened, on the couch beside my
desk. This bothered Jackie. So after 1 had
removed the gift cards and addresses for
thank-you notes, Jackie would order me to
clear them out. “Put them in the car when

be the way Jackie would want it handled.

1 frantically knitted something that would
be ready for her baby when Jackie came home
from the hospital, But so sure was I that it
would be a girl that I made my little creation
in pink—a little cardigan sweater with two
rabbits on a see-saw across the front. Need-
less to say, when Jackie gave birth to a boy,
Johm Jr., T decided not to disturb the sea of
bluemthmypmkmt.

On the i

Jackie returned home with her new son. l
stood at the top of the long stairway as they
entered the front door and, for a terrible

mcm;;t.lwundﬂadhuw}aduewm]dman-

age
Theﬂmahtmmﬂashuithmxghmy

the two Sw:etSentce

ments to join her in Palm Beach?

On the plane, I thought of how nice it
would be to get some sun on the Florida beach
while helping Jackie get ready for the Inau-

Mrs.AuchmdmOrwithJache’astepfaths
HuzhAnrhtnchm.whotmdaMmemwork

for him.
T wasn't worried. I felt I'd had a wonderful

bearing
we ever do without ymt—.]ackm."

he Kennedys' home in Palm

different from Jackie, who spent much of her
time closeted in her bedroom, even having her
meals served there. I sensed that this seemed

other too well.

‘The climax came ong morning when Mrs.
Rmeneﬂysmppe@bymydﬁk."Doyuu
lmow if Jackie is getting out of bed today?**
she asked.

When I responded that I couldn't be sure,
she added, “Well, you might remind her that
we're having some important guests for lunch.
Itwwldbemzhhewmldmu“

1 immediately went in to relay the message
to Jackie, but she took it gaily. She imitated
her mother-in-law's voice and manner of
speu:h.miamgannged. “You mught remind
her we're having important guests for
lunch . "'I‘helnnr_‘mnguwumvedand
depamuiwhhmtanymghtofjuchn.
things were never the

their family linen in public and kept things
normal and polite on the surface. I felt that
the relationship was strained from then on.
But.u:haraedit.l\dn Rose Kennedy always

included Jaclkie in the family notes and re-

ch Kennedy wife.
Jaclde i

viewed for Time magazine. time, the
fitters arrived from New York with her Inau-
came out of

gural gown, and again Jackie
seclusion.

gown
mmﬂﬁghungthatbattlealmgnm
had moved into the White

soaalsecrmry

urrmgsthatshewnmattbalnaumnalm
(I‘lshhadwkedatﬁﬁxnyhebmbmmg
Jackie's social secretary.)

“Tell Tish,” Jackie ordered, “that if it gets
in the newspapers, [ won't do any more busi-
ness with Tiffany. If it doesn't, we'll buy all
State presents there.”

The amusing thing is that J.F.K. found out
about Jac]ne’s plan to borrow jewelry from
Tiffany and had forbidden

her to do so. But
Jaclkde got around it.

As I explained to Tish, at Jackie's request,
if Tiffany would back up Jackie's story that
she had borrowed the pin from her mother-in-
law, she still would wear it and the earrings.
But I was to caution Tish to be very tactful.

ngthgmdofourPalmBmdlmy.
Pierre Salinger, J.F K.'s press secretary, asked
Jadns point-blank: “Will you be keeping

Mary Gallagher

making a list of official appointments to the
mte House staff for the President and

Kennedy.

His question caught me off-guard!

When Jackie asked me directly if I would
stay, there was only one answer I could give.
I thanked her for her consideration, but
pointed out that my husband and sons had to

come first, and, obviously, mrinng at the
from my family

“I'm sure you'll need a full-time secretary
once you're in the White House,” I said. “I
wﬂs:]dbewﬂl]nzmhxtbowmtmwﬂ:llyat

time."

But Jackie wouldn't hear of it. She said she
readily understood my wanting to spend time
with my tamily. Butstill. shesaid, she couldn't
do without me She suggested that perhaps
we could work out something on a “part-time
basis,” adding, “You just make your own
schedule.”

This seemed a bit more acceptable, and 1

Room.)
From the moment Jacqueline Kennedy be-
began changing the in-
terior of the White House—a project that was
never completely finished from the day we
mmuizmulthedayweleft.lhhepmmdmt
was looking for a famillar spot that would not
change, he had again come to the wrong place.
J.F.K. did not raise a fuss until late in 1963,
Jackie had about run out of things to redec-

&3




orate, and finally thought of the President’s
elevator, She had it made elegant and very
mate,vu'ynnhknanelavamr—sheevmhad

t wallpapered. The President put his foot
dnwn He didn’t like the wallpaper. He didn’t
like the green carpeting, and he said the whole
effect was too bright.

Soon Jackie asked that the painters go back
to work on the elevator—this time to change
+it to the same soft, muted white as the State
Dining Room,

And there was the matter of the cattle that

Glen Orn, the estate they had rented in
Middleburg, Va. But soon the cows would be
delivered, and Jackie was giving instructions
an what field they should be turned out in and

But Not for a Dog or Cat.” The story said
that Tom l{xttmmhaninhedbeausel_mhad

own
loved him, too. So she visited my
see her cat.
Caroline first came on Saturday, March 4,
. She arrived at 4:15 P.M. and left at
M. She was very happy to see her cat
. She threw her arms around him and
mvelnmagrear.bislnsa

By spring, the renovation of the White
House family quarters on the second floor,

Caroline's room was furnished in pink and
white, with a white, four-puster, canopied
bed, dressed in the same rosebud chintz ma-
terial as the drapes and couch. At one end of
the room was the dollhouse given to her
by French President Charles de Gaulle. Dis-
played throughout the rest of the room were

stuffed dolls,

President Kennedy’s bedroom was hand-
somely furnished with 2 large mahogany four-
poster bed and matching pieces against
off-white walls. The windows and accessories

bedroom by a deep closet, fully equipped with
a stereo system. Jackie's bedroom, decorated
in shades of pale green and blue, contained
most of her own furniture that she had used
in Georgetown. At the foot of her bed was an
upholstered bench that held current issues of
magazines—both American and foreign.
Jackie had rather particular tastes when it
came to decorating, and I remember there
wasmuch grumbling by some of the craftsmen.

When Mrs. Kennedy asked about having
her bedroom painted, her choice of colors had
bempala-peenwnlls.w:th the door and win-

dow moldings painted white. The job was to
be done while she was away from the White

Jacheaﬂ:stglmmatthemommfol-
lowed by these most unexpected, dismaying
words: “Oh, gosh! I'm not so sure I like the
room this way, Mary, do you suppose I could

mare shelves holding Jackie's assortment of
hma:dhass.Andmoreshoeawmhmdupon
Each day Jackie breakfasted from a bed-
tray while looking over the moming papers,
and I could usually expect Provi's call around
9:30 or 10 to let me know that “The Lady”
would soon be finished and ready for me.
MIasl:mthsztedchmrhyherbed.]d
invariably marvel at how wonderful Jackie
looked—so fresh and young. She needed no
makeup and no curlers, Her hair, already

picture of all the
Gallaghers (husband Ray,
sons Christopher and
Gregory) with j.F.K. and
Caroline—who suddenly
became camera-shy.

House balcony during a ooy 00
1961 receplion for astronad

Alan Shepard. I was ‘EHH '

one of the few times Mary

was pholographed.

ask to have it all done over in off-white?" Her
wish was granted.

Any woman would have enjoyed the chance
to step into Jackie's dressing room and glance
at the colorful array of clothes that hung in

the closets.

Provi, Jackie's maid, neatly arranged the
garments in their various categories—suits,
blouses, slacks, dresses, evening gowns—with
matching shoes carefully lined on the floor be-
neath the racks. One could simply spot the
shoes that went with each particular outfit.

In another closet, a walk-in, pretty hats sat
on the ghelves on their head forms, with even

brushed, would be falhnz loosely around her
face, accentuating her youthful, carefree
appearance. .

Propped up against the pillows, she would
reach methodically into the straw basket of
mail that I'd carried in, and tackle one folder
at a time. Her dictation was sure, fluent and
covered a vast variety of subjects—centering
mainly on the ordering of her clothes, cos-
metics, jewelry and household items; the de-
tails of running and/or decorating the White
House and Glen Ora; the acceptance or polite
rejection of gifts; and negotiations with the
various art galleries who were looking for




things for her personal collection as well as
for the White House.

Some of the things Jackie mailed from the
White House created problems:
for example, small checks dispatched to pay
bills. Many of the people who received Jack-
ie’s checks did not cash them. They preferred
to hold them as souvenirs! The result was
bool ing chaos.

But the Kennedys quickly solved this prob-
lem. In the future, my signature would appear
on all checks sent out for Jackie—with a

mrmighd:m:léatmﬁmmmhd
“Mary liagher-Special *

Jackie instructed those who would be writ-
ing to her on a personal basis to put this nota-
tion at the bottom, left-hand corner of en-
velopes addressed to her. When ordering
items of a personal nature for Jaclde, I usually
did s0 in my name. I would also automatically
instruct the sender to include this special
“code” notation on their outside mailing

Wrapper.
Jackie was not in the habit of lolling on the

T
RENBEDY
)

ary's son
Gregory kneels beside head-
stone of Tom Kitten
Kennedy. The cat, buried
in their backyard, was
given lo the Gallaghers

ackre was reluc-

il (ant to admil she had a
Jull-time personal secretary.

Y When a magazine
i did a picture story about her,
Jackie told the
wrilers she had
only pari-time help.

brand-new bank account, established in the
name of "Mary B. Gallagher-Special,” at
the Riggs National Bank in Washington. An
initial deposit was made in the amount of
§10,000, and monthly deposits from New
York kept it at this level. I would write and
sign the checks and keep a strict account of
them all.

1 was also signing Jackie's outgoing mail
At her direction, I had trained myself to copy
her signature, so that she would be relieved of
signing all but the mest personal mail,

Finally, there was the “'code” used on Mrs.
Kennedy’s personal mail. Anything that was

a
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what she considered an adequate length of

time for me to get the message. But if the
caller showed signs of continuing on longer
than Jackie liked, she would signal to me and
whisper, “Make it fast.”

Ordinarily, our moming work sessions
would last until lJunchtime. Once in a while,
we would both have a bite while we worked,
but usually 1 would go to the White House
Staff Mess, while Jackie would join her chil-
dren for lunch.

After lunch, she would take a nap, putting
on a nightgown. Provi would even change the
sheets because, as she put it, *"Mees Kennedee
like nice, fresh sheets.”

After her nap, Jackie would put on slacks
and a loose-fitting blouse ar pullover for our
afternoan work sessions. She particularly liked
turtleneck pullovers with long sleeves made
of lightweight jersey that she bought in great
quantity from Jax in New York.

Our sessions would normally run
for an hour or so, more when necessary. As a
rule, I'd be sufficiently caught up with the
whole day’'s affairs by 4 r.m., and head for
home in time to prepare dinner,

In my briefcase I'd carry home Jackie's
bookkeeping accounts and, after dinner, im-
mediately settle down to the “homework" it
entailed. The “black book,"” as we referred to
it, never left me. When the Kennedys nesdec
a figure or information about a bill, they
would call me at home, and I'd have the an-
swer without delay. So it was imperative that
I have the “hlack boek™ available.

1 had always wanted Jackie to visit my
home across the Potomac River in Alexan-
dria, Va.

Jackie and T had quietly planned for her
first visit to my house on Friday afternoon,
April 14, 1961. She wanted to come with her
children to see Tom Kitten, But at the last
minute Jackie was advised of some social com-
mitment and had to cancel her visit. Apolo-
getically, she said giving up her personal life
to do ing official was one of the things
that irked her about the White House. So
Caroline came without her mother.

Jackie was totally unpredictable. Some-
times she did the opposite of what her hus-
band wanted—and sometimes she tried to
please him in the minutest detail.

The lunch hour was one of the few times
that the President could have a little privacy
with Jackie. After his swim, he would go to
his quarters for lunch and she would join him
for a little while before his nap. Once Jackie
was 0 absorbed in her dictation that she for-
got the President was waiting for her. Finally,
George Thomas, J.F.K.'s valet, came to the
doorway and announced, “Miz Kennedy, the
President says if you don't hurry, he'll fall

her a nice letter—“PBO." The initials stood
for *Polite Brush-Off."

When Jackie’s mother phoned, she could

[ L]




seldom reach Jackie, and often would have to
give me message. Sometimes Jackie
seemed to avoid her mother; other times she
sought her out. Sometimes I would relay
Jaclkie's message to her mother as Jackie her-
self sat in the same room. Mrs. Auchincloss
always tried to help Jackie in any way pos-
sible and was very loyal to her. At times I
would find myself wishing that Jackie could
be a bit more considerate of her mother.

The relationship was quite different be-
tween Jackie and her father-in-law, Ambas-
sador Joseph P. Kennedy. Perhaps the one
thing [ rememberbutwhmlthmkoIAm
bassador Kennedy is the great fondness
Jackie held for him. They could sit and hap-
pily scheme together, as playful as two little
children.

After Christmas, 1960, Jackie jokingly told
her sister-in-law Ethel Kennedy: “Now we &ll
have a new game which Grandpa enjoys most
of all. We take aim with our lamb chops and
see who can first hit Evelyn before she gets to
the pantry door.” She was referring to Evelyn
Jones, the head housekeeper at the Ambas-
sador’s residence in Palm Beach.

Because J.F.K. and his brother Robert
were 50 close, Jackie saw his wife Ethel more
than her other in-laws, With Ethel, Jackie was
upedaﬂynnmhibmd.lenEﬂ:dsavehua
robe, Jackie thanked her profusely, vowing
thatsmmshehldrecavuittshehadm
it constantly, like Come Back Liitls Sheba—
referring to the play in which the slovenly
heroine never gets out of her wrapper.

But, as with ber own sister Lee, a little com-

once,
when Ethel's outfit had been a great hit at a
Senate luncheon, Jackie made a point of ask-
me to call Ethel's secretary and ask her
Ethel had gotten the pink suit she had
womt.otheaﬁmr
Within her own family and wherever she
went, Jackie had an electrifying effect on men.

Hodgi
right at you while you're talking and makes
you feel as if you are the most important
person she ever met.”

‘What most people didn't know, however,
was that behind that pretty face was a steel-
trap mind. Jackie was an inveterate reader,
but it worried her that she read so slowly, She
once said, “Knowing Jack devours 1,200
wurdaammuteﬂummamtoastatenfde—

pression. When we leave here, he will know
eva'ythl.u; and I will be illiterate.”

On March 6, 1962, Jackie and Caroline
appeared by my desk, hand in hand.

**Oh, Mary,” Jackie asked me with a smile,
“do you suppose I take you up on your
invitation and come out to your house to-
morrow with the children? Caroline wants to
see Tom Kltten, and I'd Hke so much to just
spend a nice quiet day with the children.”

1 looked up from my typewriter. I couldn’t
believe my ears. Though I was both happy
and proud that she was even considering the
visit, 1 was dumbfounded at the timing;
Jackie was leaving for India in two days.

“Would you allow me the day off tomor-
row, Jeckie?" T asked. “T'll need a little time
for preparations, you know." Jackie dgreed,

It was to be a casual affair, of course, so 1

to Jackie that she come in slacks.

And she told me “‘not to fuss . . . we can have
hamburgers for dinner."”

espite Jackie’s suggestion
windows got washed,

got

And.desm ﬂf:ggﬁtlmlnhtf;tlhmtme
“hamburgers,” the mea planned was
to suit my Italian taste: toni macaroni
and meatballs, Southern fried chicken, salad
platter, stuffed celery, relishes, Italian bread
and butts,Chmnuwme,nnlkhthechﬂ-
drm.dmandm&ee.

Chris and Greg eagerly awaited the arrival
of their little friends, although I warned them
not to mention Mrs. Kennedy’s visit to any-
one, The success of the visit, I realized, de-
pended on protecting Jackie's privacy, and
my boys gave their solemn promise.

Just as I finished putting on my magenta
wwlu.lar_hmth matching top, Jackie's sta-
wngmpullndupm&nnta{thehnuse—

atprea.nely
Wearmg slaclss. with Julm-.]olm in her
arms and Caroline following behind, Jackie

made her way up the 20 steps to our front
door. Behind her came two Secret Service
agents, They lugged John-John's pram up

porch, then returned to the

glanced around. Mary, how
pretty I she said. Then, before taking off her
coat, she added casually, “Mary, it's such a
nice day, do you suppose we could go for a
little walk before we get our boots off
Now the pram, which had just been hauled
up to the porch by the two Secret Service
agents, would have to go back down to the
gy s oo

{ip
i
g

skmdmvmmﬁng.?u&h-

the pram extra effort on Jackie's
since snow kept clogging its wheels. I
to help her, but Jackie said, “Oh, no
Mary, 1 think I can manage just
seemed to relish the privilege of

.~
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troll, T veJa:kles tour
then we joined tbatgﬁdm
the playroom upstairs. Jackie sat on the floor,

i

up on the floor beside his mother’s chair.

“Mmm-mmm, that looks good, Mary,"”
Jackie said. “Could I have some, too?”

“Why, sure,” I answered, and handed her
a chunk to munch on. “Would you like a
glass of Chianti to go with it?”

“No, thanka.bunfymhavesnmemﬂkw
spare, I'll take a glass,”

There was plenty of milk and, after placing
a tumblerful before her, I couldn’t help but
fedthal]achemmumxgidympylugthm
rare chance to be sitting at an ordinary
kitchen table,

Tuwarﬂtheandofthgmea],TmKhten
was allowed to join Caroline at the table. Sit-
nngon‘thechmrbendeher.hem‘hhledatﬂm
bits of chicken she handed him, and she
laughed each time he licked her fingers.

At 5:30 or so, after an unforgettable visit,
Jackie and her children thanked us *“for such
aguodhme."thmalmpedmyuqmeﬂy
and as unnoticed as when they had arrived.

In that spring of 1962 jewelry seemed espe-
cially important to Jackie. While visiting
London, she had fallen in love with an 18th-
century sunburst pin that she later priced at
s&,lﬁtljadmwantaﬂlmmdeafewpmof
her jewelry and make up the difference in
cash. Before she did anything, however, she
wanted her jewelry appraised. My office
looked like a jewelry store the day the jeweler

After i
Jacldegotahoucﬂ,ﬂmcasbfartheaqua-
marine, the diamond wedding clip and the
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you think my heaviest expenses lw?' Invari-
ably, I would answer, “Clothing.” She would
seem not to hear me, and went on thinking
how she could economize, picking such other
areas as Food and Liquor and usually ending
up with the little items in Miscellansous.

Clothing was her blind spot. So were paint-

ingsand house. ly antiques.
IIJacldehlul ordered it and
coped with the bills later. Then, when she saw
the totals, she'd get economy-minded again.

Itmmasmmmtlm.whmlivelm
Lincoln called me with a message from the
President soan after I had sent him the most
recent statement of Jaclde's expenses, He was
questioning one $1,000 item in particular. I
checked. 1t was for a clock with a horse design
that Jackie had ordered from France.

After that, for 2 while, Jackie seemed to
become unduly meticulous. I soon found my-
self itemnizing even such items as powder puffs.

But even with the President's watchful eye
upon her, Jackie couldn't be completely con-
stricted. In October of 1961 she told me to
ask Ted Kahn, of Ben Kahn Furs in New
York, to come to the White House with a se-
lection of fur coats. Jackie planned to trade in
ane of her old mink coats, and Kahn, a
former Harvard classmate of the President's,
was going to allow hera good price for it. He
arrived, heavily laden, on December 5.

Then came the big decision. Mink or leop-
ard? Jaclde emﬂ&n‘tmakeuphu'md She
called the President over from his office to
help her decide. She liked the rare Somali
leopard. The President chose the mink. But
Jackie ended up with the Somali leopard.

November, 1962, the Battle of the
Bndgetrmcheiimhmglm. morning, as
1 waited for the elevator on the ground floor
of the White House, three quick buzzes
sounded, indicating that the President was

\

set a limit on the number of cocktails or
d:mksservedmanyguﬁt one—and two if
they really insisted on it.
A]aolnchefeltﬂmtﬁumthmuumﬂy
two wines should be served at official stag

tongue-in-cheek, I don't know—concerned
her private parties or other occasions where
guests might leave glasses, wander off, and
order another drink. She instructed Anne to
tell the butlers to refill those glasses that
looked relatively unfinished and didn't have
lipstick marks on the edge. Jackie said to pass
them around again.

Jackie later decided to have Anne Lincoln
not only check kg:ﬂ liquor cabinet weekly but

She wanted White House aide Kenny
O'Donnell to be on his guard if anyone ever
wanted to know what to give the President,
to suggest that liquor was always welcome.

Provi, who often bought Jackie’s cosmetics,
wasto!dmbeﬁ-uxalumiﬂmmordu'me-
thing cheap for Jackie's bubble bath.

Evelyn Lincoln and Pierre were
ashdtohelpcutduwnmbﬂh.}addemked
that the kitchen use every bit of food sent as
a gift to the White House. And she wanted the
mail room not to autnmntlcally send food
gifts to orphanages any longer. Instead, they
were to be sent to Anne Lincoln. And if the

of them should be put in the freezer.

I don't think I'll ever forget the day I
walhujmto]aciﬂasbadmanandhundh:r
propped up in bed.lnokmgntaplctmr.am-

stamps! She beamed when she

atthwmteHm’Well.shemidmzthat
with the stamps the stores give us, we can
trade them in for these marvelous gifts!"

For the first time T came to see Jackie as
an “‘average American housewife" !

Alas, after T battled with the Annual State-
ment of Expenses for 1962, I was forced to
report to the President that Jackie's spending
had not improved over the previous year. Her
total for 1962 came to $121,-
461.61—; $105,446.14 for her first year
at the te House. It always amazed me
that.Jachzspmtmarema on family ex-
pmsesthanthe?msidem‘ua]aryoﬂlmmw

When her parents were away, Caroline
would sometimes be permitted to come to our
house for the day. Often she'd bring a little

only one up here, But,” I added, in hopes of

measuring up to her standards, “we do have
another downstairs, t0o,”

s he learned to toddle
around, John-John emerged as an interesting
personality, too—a mischievous little boy.
One day, I came into the Sitting Room to
find him sitting near his mother, happily
breaking up a whole container of cigarettes,
one by one, and dropping them on the floor,
1 never saw Jackie reprimand or spank the
children. If they became noisy or irritated
her, she would call, “Miss Shaw, please come
in and take them away.”

In August, 1962, Jackie and Caroline went
to Rome, and Ray and I decided to take a
nice, long vacation. We didn't succeed —be-
cause Tom Kitten died on August 16. I hated
to spoil the good time Caroline and Jackie
were having, but I felt that Jackie would want
to know. So I wired her the news.

She replied, thanking me for wiring her and
saying she was sorry about the kitten, From
my window, today, I can look at Tom Kit-
tm'shtﬂ:mwonamﬂememuurback—

chintz slipcovers

wanted all the glass and china ornaments

stored, and only unbreakable ashtrays left out.
She wanted all the bed linens and towels

croquet set to her sisters-in-law.
Jackie gave the same meticulous attention
grooming. I'll never forget the

8

thehtthdmkhamqnha‘mb}mchcd.&u




ackie’s attention to detail
reached its extreme when it

I began checking into the possibility of a
salary adjustment in August of 1961. I started
by going through proper channels, explaining
in a memo that my hours were longer than
had been anticipated when I had gone back
on the Government payroll. I honestly felt
justified in requesting a salary of between
$8,000 and $9,000 nmﬂg—mmmrata

necessary for
prepare a complete list of all the duties I per-
formed for Jackie. I prepared the list.

Next came word that Jackie would have
to submit something in writing. By then
Jackie was vacationing in Palm Beach for the
Easter holidays. Evelyn was kind enough to
send her a note explaining the situation, and
included a memo for Jackie to sign,

When she returned from Florida, one of
Jaclie's first questions was whether anything
had been done about my salary, When I said
no, she
through

ppened.

April, May and most of June passed in the
same unproductive way. On the moming of
June 28, 1 reminded Jackie again that no
definite action had been taken to upgrade my
salary. This time she indicated that she would
look into the matter personally,

In midafternoon, I received a visit from

higher

It would be difficult to relate our conversa-
tion verbatim. However, during the next 20
minutes or so, [ was to see Jackie Kennedy as
1'd never seen her before. She worked herself
into a frenzy over what my income should be.
Her temper gradually flared, and she spoke
loud, angry words while newly-lit cigarettes
were stubbed out in the ashtray on her desk,
one after the other. She actually stamped the
floor with her foot, trying to convince me to
accept the GS-8 offer.

I insisted that, between what I did for her
at the office and at home evenings and week-
ends, the job certainly justified an annual in-
come of more than what she wanted me to
accept. I said, “I could go out anywhere right
now and easily get a job that paid me three
times as much."

Her quick retort to this was, “Well, Mary,
if it's the money you want !

~*No, Jackie,” I replied, “right now it really
isn't the money alone. It's the principle of
this whole thing."

Jaclde to her feet. Inasmuch as I*
oﬂyumwmlaﬁanshepoinm

out, the Government couldn’t be expected to
pay me for that.
I simply said, “Well, Jackde, if that's the

that he would definitely look into it
This was, 1 knew, about as far as I could
go. July, August and passed.

Action,
which clearly indicated the actual position I'd
held with Mrs. Kennedy since first coming to
the White House: My position: Secretary to
the wife of the President. My salary: $8,045.
My grade: GS-11.

Then it was time for Jackie to leave once
again for Palm Beach. There was sadness in
her attitude as she prepared to leave on
December 14,

I made a final check to see that Jackie's
briefcase mmmmémxmtm?m
Dressing W she was applying
mnku?n.l asked if there was anything I

*Oh, yes, Mary," she said, “Would you ask
Miss Shaw if she and the children are ready?”

The children were ready. I left them to as-
sure Jackie that there would be no delay. By
now she was waiting in the Center Hall, just
a few feet from the elevator.

Jackie embraced me gently.

her eyes, “You know, you're my only friend
in this i ‘White House. What would
I ever do without you? Jack has Ted Reardon,
Evelyn Lincoln and the others. But you work
80 hard upstairs in that office—always messy
with my clothes. .. ."

eremotion touched my heart.

I was afraid if I'd let her say any more,
I'dullaeh: tﬁ;mkeh.pmmﬁng

ow, now,” ing to be

all business, *‘none of that. 1 do appreciate it,

Jackie, and I hope you'll always feel this way.

But the only time I ever want you to feel that

you showld say something to me is when I've

(Next month, in the concluding instaliment of
her memoirs, Mary Barelli Gallagher ells of
iragedy in Dallas, her boss Jackie Kennedy's
new budgel problems, Onassis in the White
House—and, finally, the stariling phone call
that chilled her warm relationship with Mrs.
Kennedy.)




