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ack in 1953, when I first 
started working for Sena-
tor John F. Kennedy, I 
never dreamed that, four 
years later. I would be-
come personal secretary 
to his wife, Jacqueline, 
for almost eight fascinat-

ng yearn. During that time 
I felt as if I were a member of the Kennedy 
family. sharing the warmth and goodwill of 
that fabulous clan. As In any family, there 
were the good times and the bad times, the 
times of affection and the times that tempera 
flared and angry words were spoken. But al-
ways the hurt was soon eased and the wounds 
healed. They were wonderful, exciting days 
—and I'll never forget a minute of them . .. 
especially my last year in the White House, 

In particular, I will never forget January 
11, 1963. As Jackie was dictating to me in 
her White House sitting room, she casually 
asked, "Mary, would you say I've done 
enough till now as First Lady?" 

It was, of course, a leading question. I 
realized she meet have asked it for a reason 
—perhaps, as her maid Providencia (Provi) 
Paredes and I had privately suspected, she 
might be pregnant, 

"Yes, Jackie," I replied, "1 think you 
have." 

She seemed pleased with what wet, obvi-
ously, a confirmation of her own thoughts, 
and immediately informed her social secre-
tary, Tish Baldridge. "I am taking the veil!" 
Jackie told Tieh to cut off all outside activity 
for January and February. She gave as her 
reason, however, that she did not see enough 
of her children and that she had done enough 
as First Lady, 

But Jackie and her sister, Leo Radziwill, 
did go to Congress on January 14, 1963, to 
watch J.F.K. deliver his State of the Union 
message. The event gave me further insight 
into the relationship between Jackie and her 
sister. The morning of the 14th, Lee was 
readying herself in the Queen's Room, the 
room she usually occupied on her visits to 
the White House. Later, as she waited by rev 

Helicopters often whisked Jackie and Catalan, 
from the White House fawn to vacation spots  

desk for Jackie, I commented on how pretty 
she looked. 

"Oh, I don't feel it," be said. "Jackie is 
the one in her mink coat" 

She then observed her handbag more 
closely, and expressed the wish for a better 
one. I tried again to assure her that she 
couldn't look nicer, but she sighed, "Oh, 
well, no one's ever going to notice ..." I real-
ly felt sorry far her. It was tough to com-
pete with Jackie. 

That winter was, as usual, the season of 
budget disputes between Jackie and J.F.K. 
One day the President called me. In a sharp, 
clear voice he asked about the status of 
Jackie's January bills, I gave hint a quick 
report on the phone. 

The President asked a few questions, then 
said that be would call me later in the week 
to discuss them further. 

On March 25 I met J.F.K. in the White 
House elevator. Once more he inquired about 
the status of Jackie's bills, and as we parted, 
I heard the familiar request, "Tomorrow, 
please send me figures for the first two months; 
of this year as compared with the first two 
months of last year," 

gain, it was an evening of frantic 
homework! The totals for Jan-
uary and February, 1963, indi-

cated some improvement over 
the first two menthe of 1962. 
For example, in January, 
1952, Jackie's clothing pur-

chases had added up to 
around 35,000, whereas 

in January, 1963, they only approached 
$2,000. (But, of course, Jackie was pregnant 
in early '63 and not buying many clothes.) As 
for the Food and Liquor expenses, January, 
1962, showed purchases of $7,000, which had 
been reduced to a little more than $5,000 in 
January, 1963. Beauty Salon, however, had 
remained about the same—January, 1962: 
$340; January, 1963: $300. Art in January, 
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Jackie arranged that the first photo taken of II 
J.K.K. at his birthday party be with his inlet, 
George Thomas, and her maid, Prom Paredes. 

1962, totaled $1,600, but in January, 1963, 
there was no Art cocas at all because, even 
though Jackie had received two new paint• 
inga, the President had paid for them—they 
were his Christmas gift to her. 

Jackie's personal expenses for the first 
two months of 1963 had come down by more 
than $12,000—to a total of about $16,000. 

The President obviously felt there was still 
room for improvement. When he looked at 
my report, he said, "Mary, I want you to 
show Jackie the latest Clothing figures!" 

When Jackie awakened from her nap, I 
carried out the President's order. Jackie lis-
tened without comment, then proceeded to 
go over the books thoroughly. That little 
chore over, she left at 7:30 P.M. for another 
quick jaunt to New York. I knew it wouldn't 
be long before we'd be re-enacting this little 
scene again. 

One afternoon in April, while Jackie was 
dictating, J.F.K. came into the room bare-
footed and wearing a terry-cloth robe. He 
said, "There they are—the most efficient 
couple in the White House!" 

As he walked over to us, Jackie handed 
him the letter she was reading. It had to do 
with their summer rental of a house on 
Squaw Island, Cape Cod. She sweetly asked 
his approval for the dates she wanted to 
spend there. He agreed and, as even more 
of a favor, was about to dictate a reply to 
confirm the specific dates. 

"Mary, would you take a letter?" he be-
gan. 

But Jackie retrieved the letter from his 
hands, and said, "Oh, Jack. 	dictate the 
letter!" 

He left the room looking just a bit less 
chipper than when he first arrived; I felt 
rather sorry for him. 

That same month, Jackie had discovered 
that the President's custom-made shirts 
were being mistreated by the laundry to 
which they were being sent. She ordered 
that an Oriental who knew something about 
shirts be brought in to do them. 

Then it was clothes again—Jackie's clothes. 
In a letter to her clothes scout in Paris 
Jackie wrote that she was really going to 
economize, even though a new designer the 
scout had found sounded fabulous. Jackie 
added that she was sick of going to all the 
old ones. She suggested that if the designer 
was that divine the scout could let Lee buy 
a suit so Jackie could borrow it anytime. 

n April 5, Jackie was looking 
for me at 8:45 a.yt. She 
was leaving late in the 

day for Palm Beach— 
the rush was on. 

As I helped to zip up 
her dregs and button her 

coat, she thanked me for 
my help, saying, "Get a rest 

while I'm gone." Three days later Jackie's 
Secret Service Agent Paul Landis called from 
Palm Beach saying Jackie wanted me down 
there on Wednesday, April 17. He relayed 
the message that I could have three or four 
days of rest in the sun. 

The day after I arrived in Palm Beach. there 
was a formal announcement that Jackie was 
eapocting a baby in August. Jackie's offer 
of "three or four days in the sun" had in-
deed proved but a mirage. 

I had hardly settled back into the White 
House routine again when I ran into J.F.K. 
as he came out of the elevator on his way to 
his office. Just as if I'd never been away, he 
immediately wanted to know, "What's the 
situation on the bills, Mary? Send me a com-
parative report for the first quarter of this 
year and last!" 

I was sorry I had used the regular ele-
vator. Hereafter, I promised rayeelf, when 
heard the elevator's three buzzes—the signal 
that the President was using it—I would run 
the other way or use the waiters' elevator. 

"Trick or treat": at Halloween, Jackie ( in black). 
Lee Radziwill and her two children, Tony 
'skeleton) and Anna. pored with the President. 

My entire weekend then was chalked up to 
the President's report, as well as to the regu-
lar itemized monthly statement for April. 

The rest of the month was spent getting 
Atoka—the home Jackie was building on 
Rattlesnake Mountain in Virginia—ready 
for occupancy, In fact, Ray and I had for-
feited our eighth wedding anniversary• on 
April 30 so that I could supervise the big 
move. 

On May 2, 1963, Jackie asked me to come 
out to Atoka, Looking chipper in her slacks, 
Jackie walked through the house as she 
checked off the notes she had made on a 
yellow pad. These were curtains to he hung 
at the windows, pictures placed on the walls, 
pieces of furniture to be moved from one 
spot to another—"Let's take this chair from 
here and put it there," or "Put this lamp on 
the table in Jack's room," or any of a thou-
sand and one similar details. 

Grouping pictures on her dining-room wall 
seemed of paramount importance to Jackie. 
As she was putting up her collection of In-
dian Mogul miniatures, she asked, "What do 
you think, Mary, do they look better as a 
group, or spaced apart like this?" 

Frankly, I wondered a little about putting 
them in a dining room, since I thought them 
rather erotic. 

On Monday, June 3, 1963, after completing 
Jackie's May financial statements over the 
weekend, I stopped at the office of J.F.K.'s 
secretary, Evelyn Lincoln, to leave a copy 
for him. Scarcely 15 minutes later the Presi-
dent phoned me at the Staff Mess to ques-
tion the "high expenses last month!" 

With the figures still fresh in my mind, I 
quickly suggested that he refer to the Atoka 
column—pointing out the extra furnishings 
and equipment for the new house. Then, try-
ing to soothe him, because I realized he was 
very angry, I volunteered: "But, Mr. Presi-
dent, if you'll compare these with last May's 
figures, you'll see we've actually done better 
by about $700!" 

He said, "Well, now, take this memo to 
Jackie ... 'Jackie: The President feels that 
these accounts are still too high, and would 
like to have you go ever them again. He 
says we really have (continued on page 86) 

After the tragedy in Dallas, Robert Kennedy 
and Mary (center) left the plane with Jackie, 
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PATTERN BACKVIEWS 
see pages 66-67 
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JACKIE KENNEDY continued 

Maditerninean cruise with Lea Red. 
siwlll and her limbered aboard the 
Christina, Arietolle Onassis' yacht 
Me and Mts. Franklin D. Bootee...It 
Jr. want, too. 

The day of her departure for 
Greece started with a little family in-
cident Mr. Kenneth arrived from 
New York to do Jackie's hair. At 
soon, she was to accompany J.F.K. 
to Union Station to greet Haile 
Selassie. the Emperor of Ethiopia. 
Just before leaving the White House, 
the Preeident ram. to see if Jackie 
was reedy By this time, Kenneth hod 
finished her hnirdn end was in the 
Meng mum nn the third floor. 

Seen my phone was ringing. "Meer 
Gallaffm." Peon cried. "re. Meestaire 
Kenneth up there?" When I said he 
was. Prose welted that he return to 
the emceed floor "right tawny" 

A half-hour later. Provi came up. 
stairs, breathing a sigh of relief that 
her -Lady** had left. "Oh, Men Gal-
!ago." the said. rather amused, "you 
should 'Ave been downetairs when 
the Preeiden' me More Kennedee'■ 
heir . 	Apparently 1F.K. had 
taken one look et Jackie'. new hair-
style and decided it was too sophiati 
toted. He Raked Kenneth to change 
it—with what rounded like one of Mx 
quips. "What ere you trying to do ... 
min my career?" 

That night Jackie left for the Medi• 
terraneen 

Gift. from Onassis 

The following month, 1 gave Provi 
a message to send le Jackie. new 
house one Greek rug for the Prelii• 
dent', roans no well em two other large 
rug. that had also come from Greece 

But men before the trip to Greece. 
Jackie wanted Evelyn Lincoln to ash 
the President to bring up to the Cape 
with him the model whaling ship, 
given to him by 0nm:eh ems also to 
tell Evelyn Lincoln to remind the 
President to write Omelet, and thank 
him for the models 

As fide would have it, I did see 
Onassis once it the White House. 
He sees among the many Kennedy 
friends who 'topped by to comfort 
Jackie during the weekend of John F. 
Kennedy'. funeral. I was in the sit. 
Ling room of the family quarter., talk• 
ing with Provi. when I looked up and 
new Mrs. Kennedy welkin, dawn the 
Center Hall with a gentleman. whom 
I did not tempie at the time. 

I asked Prose. "Who is that?" 
Provi seemed tether surprised that 

I didn't already know. "Oh, Mee. 
Collage, that's Onetime, the million-
Lire," she said witty. 

On November 14. 1963, Jackie 
inked one to m m Texan with her 

When I hoarded Air Force One. I 
caught eight of Evelyn Lincoln, In- 
stinctively, 1 found myself carrying 
out the order Jackie had given me. 
"Stick close to Mn Linemen as though 
COM Ma twine clone am her masetent 
If anyone mks you your name, you 
ten any. 'Mrs Bente '" 

To milk me to one my maiden name 
did not strike Me Pao strange request. 
coming as it did berm Jackie, who 'till 
did not want d widely known that the 
had a personal cemetery. 

It wee to be a whirlwind two.dav 
tour with stops in Sari Antonio Hour-
ton. Fort Worth end Deem 

In Homan, 1 bed trouble getting 
into the hotel because of the mobs of 
people outside. When the elevator 
door opened on the eighth floor, I 
heard myself being paged. The Peen. 
dent wanted to see me. As I stood be. 
fore him. he looked quite annoyed. 

"Mary," he began. "Jackie's in the 
bedroom wetting for you. She's upset 
over your delay in getting here. You'll 
just have to make arrangements to 
get to the hotels before we ureic. See 
about riding In the luggage car: it 
takes a different route from the mo-
torcade and reaches the hotel 

I told hint I'd be happy to do thin, 
and I went in to Jackie's room. She 
was hitting on the bed. and I began 
to npologire. She smiled sweetly, 
'That'. OK, Mary." she mid 

The next morning, OS I was enter-
ing the Presidential Suite. the man 
in charge of luggage asked one to gel 
Jerkle's mitcases into the hell an 
quickly as posaible. I rushed in to 
perk. In Jackie's bathroom, it general 
abate of disarray met my eye,. ft WM 
inerectible that all these jars of cream. 
bottles of lotion and various cosmetics 
could he put to um for Jost an over-
night stay. 

Quickly ecooping up the item. I 
packed Jacklie uniquely designed 
rose that held her comet*, and med. 
lenses. Finally, rifler much shifting 
and reshifting, it woe done. Just then 
Jackie caked. "Mary. whore's my 
makeup?' The nee was quickly un. 
perked—then later pocked again. 

That day. November 22. 1963. 
Jackie chose her shocking•pink end 
navy-blue suit. Shr seemed pleased 
enlh her appearance except Met. up-
on looking closely into the mirror. 
she remarked. "One day in a ram. 
Feign ran age a person 30 Yea.," 

From the neat selection of gloom 
laid out an the dimmer. she naked 
that I chooee a pair_ I handed her 
two spotlessly white kid gloves. Now, 
ahe was all ready In go to Della.. 

During the motorcade from the air-
port in Dallas to the Trade Mart, 
where the President was scheduled to 
speak, my tint wanting that some. 
thing wee dreadfully wrong came 
when I looked out the window of the  

bin in which I was riding and sew a 
.Dallas policeman. hip revolver drawn, 
eenunhling up a greasy embankment. 

Turning to Evelyn Lineein, I said, 
"Something terrible must have hap-
pened f can't one the Presidents car 
tip ahead alternate . " But only 
when we reached the Trade Mart did 
we hear a man cry: "The President's 
been shot!" 

The trip beck to Washington on 
Air Force One was yet another night. 
mare. As we neared Washington, I 
stepped into Jackie's empty bedroom 
tompartroent to make a last cheek for 
any personal items that might be left 
behind. There. on the bed, lay one 
of Jackie's glove.. It was no longer 
spotlessly white end soft no it hod 
hero that morning; now it was com-
pletely darkened by J.F.K.'e blood—
dried and stiffened to the actual 
Ithaca of her hand. 

It rested, ironically, on a Dallier 
newspaper which carried the largar 
bold. headline. DALLAS WEL-
COMES J.F.K. 

Picking it up gently, I carefully 
wrapped it between several layers of 
clean themes and gave It to Secret 
Service Agent Clint Hill. 

Later. at Bethesda Naval Hospital, 
Jackie said to me, "Mary. please stay 
strong for just a few more days 	. 
I need you now Moor filar, seer." 

On November 27. I was advised 
that Room 302 at the Executive Office 
Building was available for Jackie's 
effica The neat day, Thanksgiving 
Day. I began moving Jackie's penen• 
al files. There wan no time for tears, 

Everything was in c jumbled stote 
no we packed for Jackie. move teem 
the White Home to the Avetell Her. 
rimers house in Georgetown. The his. 
gest problem wag Jeckie's clothes. 
Special tall certons had to be made to 
hold the closets full of gowns. 

Then came the late Poeidenee 
clothing, All his mita. ties, shirts. 
shoes end pigeonsl effects were 
brought up to the third floor and put 
on racks and touches so that Jackie 
could deride what to keep and what to 
give away. 

In the mornings I would take clic. 
tation ta Jacknei bedroom at the 
Harriman home She wee lonely and  

depressed. Weeping. she Joked, "Why 
did Jack have on die so young? Even 
when you're 60, you like to knew your 
humband is there.. . 	so herd for 
the children. Please, Mary, don't ever 
leave Get yourself fixed for salary on 
my Government appropriation. Just 
don't leave me ..." 

About the middle of December. 
1963. an Interior decorator Jackie had 
choeen. William Baldwin. hegan to 
make trips from New York to lilscusis 
pions for Jarkiee new home at 3617 
N Street, /Icriosa the street from the 
Harriman house. 

By Monday, January Z7. 1964, the 
house was livable- and Jackie and the 
children moved in. 

Two Navy men had been die-
petrbed on loan from the While 
House Staff Mese lit cook for Mra. 
Kennedy at her new home. They 
found themselves assigned the extra-
curricular duties of stocking the 
shelves. checking supplim and listing 
the additional pots and pan. that 
would he needed. They were oleo to 
anomie their hours on that one or the 
other would be on duty in the eve-
ning. when Jackie might be ex-meting 
guests. as well at making sure that 
one of them was with her on the 
weekends et Atoka. 

Remini.scing about J.F.K. 
For ell of us, these find few weeks 

at the house were moat dldtrulL etpe• 
<Jelly when Jackie had to dig into the 
various cartons containing 'Moto. 
graphs. scraphoolo and many other 
Items, forcing her to fore memories of 
the years gone by For I while. there 
wasn't a picture of J.F.K. in sight 

One morning. 44 she sat in my of. 
flee going through a large envelope of 
material on J.F.K. that we had or-
dered by mail. eha inked that I re-
main in the mom with her. She mid. 
"It's so much easier doing it while 
you're here than at night when I'm 
alone." 

Another morning. Jackie began to 
reminisce about The J.F.K. days. 

She remarked how Mr.. Lincoln 
and I had been "the first two with 
him—and the last" Than. the went on 
to Nugent that Mrs. Lincoln and I 
errange to talk into a tape recorder. 
"You can call Arthur Schleeinger." 
oh. said. "He'll get one for you Then 
just talk away about all the red 
things you remember shout Jack." 

Site looked up at me. and it seemed 
I should offer just a little something 
that might make her snide. I related 
hots, when I worked for J.F.K. during 
his day. m a senator, he hod seemed 
so surprised about my hiving to quit 
my job to have my first baby 

Jackie wailed. "That sounds en 
much like Jack," she mid. "1 don't 
think he ever really understood what 
went with hoeing bah's." 

It ente not until February 10. 1964. 
that Jackie decided to vied her offire 
at the Executive Office Building. 

After Jodue's 	James Sooner. 
aim hed been in charge of hoe 041641 
appropriations, suggested that the of. 
five be redecorated I explained that 
the ofllnto wan really just temporary_ 
"Ae for Mita Kennedy's visits." I said. 
"they may be few and fee between" 

But, Mr, Same. felt strongly that 
the redremmnon should he done for 
Moe Kennedy's sloe. He milted if I 
would help choose the pinta color, 
curtains. and carpeting, which I did. 

Be 



Reek in Dr.:ember, Jackie had sug-
gested I fit my salary into her 
S51,000 Ferivrel appropriation. I 
approached her new soma! secretary. 
Nancy Tuckorman. who I wee told 
might he in dame of errengerraentes 

Nancy informed toe that Deere 
Hackett-Robert Kennedy's doer 
friend-wee handling this. I told Nan-
cy that I wanted to clarify two coin& 
Find. that my pinata:in with Meg 
Kennedy was "Personal Secretary-: 
and second, the I felt my working 
full time justified a fair annual mai-
ary of 112.010. 

A week later, I was taking the 
morning's dictation from Jackie. 
Propped up in her bed, she delved 
Into one matter Idler another with 
ease and In her typind methodind 
manner. All was normal and sonnoth 

Then, casually slipping her feet 
from the bed to the floor, Jackie 
walked to the bathroom and reached 
into the medicine cabinet for a jar of 
cold creme. A. she applied it to her 
fact. ehe began n conversation that 
hit me like a email bombshell! 

"Oh. Mary," she mid, -1 under. 

STILL LIFE 
continued from page 63 

two chairs away from Rog. Looney. 
Pau/ was right. She wouldn't talk to 
stranger anymore. 

She and her lover were in a epeed• 
ing *porta ear, returning from a atalen 
weekend. He rounded a hairpin curse 
at breakneck speed, they were rush-
ing to get Vicki home before Paul re- 
turned from a convention in Chicago. 
Another curve. and the deering 
mechanism snapped-they went over 
the aide of the mountain, turning aver 
slowly. slowly in the empty air, 

She awoke surrounded by none 
"Your lover is dead," they told her lie 
renely. Vicki looked down at her left 
hand, at the small white circle where 
her wedding ring had been. "Paul?" 
Abe creed, but the nuns Mook their 
heads gravely. Vicki tried to bring 
her hand to her mouth In stifle her 
robe, but she could not raise her arm. 
A young nun began to pray aloud. 
Vicki was completely parelexed• 

She took the clothes from the dryers 
and began to told them. She thought 
without regret of her lover's demise.  
Live last, die young. end leave a beau-
tiful corpse. Who had said that? 

She couldn't remember names any-
more. it was odd that her lover had 
never owned a Manic Paul had a 
name-Peal Lockwood-and when 
you came to think of it, it was not a 
had name either. Suddenly she want. 
ed to me Paul, the only she wanted 
to net him every afternoon after nut 
seeing him all dry long. 

Vicki folded • white washcloth. It 
looked to her like se diaper and she 
thought. if I had a baby, then Paul 
would buy we 	reeve& green 
weeper and dryer  and I could do all 
tho laundry right in the apartment 
The Apartment was not no bad. Of 
course, there were all those *term, but 
Paul would carry the laundry baskets 
up for her 	 ■ ee  

You eee an U114411 lot of television 
prafearne Mar look like re-runs 
lie firm rime. 

-Poor Woman's Almanac 

stand you've naked for $12,000 on 
	

house to Goorgoomen Ibnfara 
my government appropriation 

	
had been elected President] end 

I tram. Well aver a year 11010re, we 	worked two or three days each week 
had had a real spat when 7 asked for 

	
doing only my perennal things?" 

a salary incr... 	 Even handling only "her personal 
"Goal'," she went art. "You know I 

	
things" would certainly odd up to 

really can't afford to pay all my help 	more than just "two or three days," 
from the $50,000-what with having 

	
but I couldn't bring myself to argue. 

to pay for the new house, and Pram 	Inatead, as Jackie came over to the 
and all the other expenses. Couldn't 

	
bed again, facing me. I could only say, 

it be the way it was before? Yen 	'Jackie. I'm flurry you had to be trou- 
know, like when you came to the 

	
bled by all that When you suggested 

Sleep 
on a new 

sheet 
every night. 

That's %lint it feels like 	non them. All you have to do 
when you put Stevens-Utica" is throw them Into the 
No-lron sheets on your bed. 	washing machine and then 

All crisp and cold and 
	

flume' hem into the dryer. 
clean. And that's how they 

	
They iron in there. 

look all week long. 	 Then you just Fold 
Because Stevens-Utica 	them up or put them hack on 

No-Iron sheets don'twrinkle. the bed. 
And. as the name 
	

And they come in 
you don't leave ao 
	patterns and in solids. These 

we call Fluwerpatch. 

Stevens-Utica No-Iron Sheets. 
Thengyffitvrgigicle. 
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that I get myself fixed for salary on 
your appropriation. I thought you 
meant met that, and I asked for what 
I thought would be fair .. " 

She readily agreed, "Oh, yes. 
Mary, you've just been great! I don't 
know what I'd do without you ..." 

"Well, Jackie," I said. "I don't have 
the heart now to sit here and dimwit 
my salary anymore. Let's just testae 
things a• they are for now." 

By May L. a new (continued) 

-1 hcfre fifty percent cotton, 
fifty percent polyester and 
all percale. 

Well even tell you 
where you can buy sheets like 
these. Just call 800 243-IS90. 
In Connecticut the number 
is 335-4336. And, by the way, 
the call is free. 
J. R Stevens &Co., Inc 
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"Are you sure we were supposed to wash the inside?" 

JACKIE KENNEDY continued 

"distrme signal" hod come to me. The 
two Navy stewards called. They said 
they had been serving m butler, and 
moving men, both in Georgetown and 
at Atoka. What discouraged them 
moat wag that they had not been AMP 
to devote any time to their studies for 
Navy examinations end, therefore, 
might miss possible pententions. They 
wanted to return to the White House 
Mew, where they could put in rage 
lor boon, spend more time with their 
farrago' and, above ell. work toward 
promotions. They both contested that 
they had put in a request for transfer 
and hoped that I might do them the 
favor of making the appropriate ex-
planation to Mr.. Kennedy. 

Jackie thowed no signs of recognig 
ing that her email staff did not like 
being called on to provide all the mr-
vices. accommodation", ronveniences 
sod comforts that she had grown to 
used to receiving from a much larger 
staff dunng her ymm at the Mete 
House. Her stain attitude, no far no I 
could me. puzzled bet. 

Facing the lull situation 
On May 10. Jackie and I started 

facing the hill ettuation for the first 
time since J.F.K.'e aseamination 

she glanced over the statements, 
one cheek fur "Cash" caught her rye. 
The one, in the amount of $00. had 
gone to Provi. I told her it covered 
"overtime" that Prue/ had put in at 
the home. 

"Overtime?" Jackie salted. "Do you 
mean to my that for every little thing 
extra emwone does mound here, I 
have to pay them?" 

"NM, Jackie;' I said, 'That's Wan-
ally the way it works Provi'm been 
working till late in the evening. and 
wmkende. I felt it was justified ..." 

"Oh, Mary," Jackie mid, "about 
Provi's salary 	Pet think $100 is 
too high  ... I emit pee her that while 
Pm away for the summer menthe' 
Jackie suggested that I call Mra 
Paused. of the employment agency 
to ask "what Provl could get if she 
worked In Washington as a top maid, 
free-lancing around for partied and 
things during the summer ..." 

Then, with the subject of Provi'. 
pay still fresh in her mod. Jackie 
crime to my salary. "And you." she 
said, "demanding E12.000 salary. 
Why. f just can't ..." 

"Jackie," I interrupted. "please 
don't say that I've demanded nny-
thing. What I asked for was what I 
felt I deserved-nothing more. And so 
far I haven't gotten it ..." 

In June, Jackie again went to Cape 
Cod. At B est. on July 2, 1951, my 
home phone rang. It wan Mrs. Ken-
nedy. 

After greeting me with the usual, 
"Hi, Mary, thin la Jackie." she. came 
to the paint. "You may have already 
guested, but I want you and Mrs. 
Lincoln to be one of the first  to know 
that I am planning to move to New 

Har news came en a shock, oven 
though Plata and I had 'emulated an 
the meaning of •Il her recent trips to 
New York, But I tried to remain 
cheerful. "If you think We will be state 
per and heppier for you there, then 
that's where you should be. I with yon 
every happinese." I mid. 

She thanked me and mentioned the 
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work that would be involved in her 
MOW. I immediately mewed her. 
"Well. you know me, I'll be right 
there an long as you need me." 

The announcement of Jackie's 
move to New York appeared In the 
newspeper. on July 7. The stories 
offered no enlightenment as for as my 
position was concerned. I was hurt 
and paroled. The next morning, how-
ever, Jackie called from the Cape. 

"I suppose by now you've read the 
newapspers about my move to New 
York" she mid. 

"Yes," I answered. "I have, but ..." 
"Well," she announced. "since my 

life is all changed now end my staff 
will be located in New Ynrk, I guess 1 
really won't be needing you any more 
after September first ..." 

[was speechlem! 
"Mary. are you there?" she naked. 
I could hear her, but I meld make 

no response. After a few seconds. I 
said weakly, "Oh, yea, yet, Jackie, I'm 
here. But would you mind repealing 
that again, please? I'm not sure I un- 

She rapeseed exactly what I 
thought I'd heard. 

Finally, I mustered, "Well, Jackie. 
If that's your decision...." 

"Ob. now. Mary," she came back, 
"don't get huffy ..." 

I explemed that I didn't mean to be 
-huffy" at all. It wan just that. atter 
my long, close nagonation with the 
Kennedy., I just didn't know what 
else I could possibly gay. 

"Yes. I know," she said a bit more 
understandingly. "it's all very and. 
But we'll still he clam. and if ever I 
can do anything for you, just let me 

Actually. moving In New York had 
been the very least of my desires and 
expectations. But I hod hoped and 
expected that. when the time would 
came for Jackie to announce she no 
longer needed ma it would be in a 
warm, race.m.face manner Obvious-
ly, I bed exported too math. 

Then, in the final touch. Jackie 
asked if I would be in Washington 
for the summer to help her move. 

"Jackie," I offered resignedly, "as 
I've always told you, 1'11 be here just 
as long as you need me ... to the very 
lost day " 

AI 9:30 A.X. on July 20. Jackie 
milled from the Cape and, among oth-
er things, asked that I contact Mrs, 
Patients to find out if she could line 
up Iteselence jeer for Proves rummer 
schedule, so that Jackie would not 
have to pay Prvvi's full salary while 
she was away at the Cape. 

Mrs. Pauwele invited me to have 
lunch with her. I was reluctant to 
leave the White House for ono of the 
downtown reataseranta Mrs. Pauwels 
euggeeted. bemuse Jackie frequently 
called no aniund lunchtime. So I in-
vited Mn. Pauwela to join me at the 
White Home Still! Meet. She offered 
to take a cab, but I told her • White 
House driver would pick her up. 

During lunch. a Navy steward 
brought a telephone to our table. Mr.. 
Kennedy win calling. "Mary,-  Jackie 
began. "are you at the Staff Mesa?" 

"Yes. Jackie. I tun." I replied. 
"And do you happen to hove Mrs. 

Pelmets there with you?" 
"Yes, Jackie, I do." 
In angry tones, she proceeded to 

voice her depleasure. "You do not 
have the right to take Mrs. Pauwela 
to the Staff Mess with you. All you 
were expected to do was simply han-
dle the diecumion by telephone. That 
was aft you were supposed to do. And. 
Mary, I just don't like the idea of 
your sending a Government car for 
Mn. Pauwela lie OK it you want to 
keep Mrs. Lincoln company et the 
SUM Mew, but that'. for President 
Johnson's people." 

I wonted to refute every point But, 
as Jackie knew, I couldn't answer. I 
was aware that anything I said might 
cause Mr.. Priuwel. to suspect what 
this conversation was all about 

Jackie kept after me. ". 	and 
Mary. getting your afire all painted 
up.-  the remonstreeed. "You know, I 
hut don't like the way you're throw-
ing your weight around!" 

I wan stunned. 
Having said all this and more. she 

told me she wonted to speak lo Mrs. 
Pauwela. When their conversation 
ended, Mn. Peuwele-who realised 
the humiliating experience to which I 
had just been subjected-expressed 
her regrets and apologies. 

When I gat back to my office. I im• 
mediately contacted the mitehkoard 
operator.. "Should Met Kennedy 
call me at any time ttua afternoon," I 
instructed, "will you please tell her 
that I'm not available." Arid, for the 
next day, I refused Jackie's call. 

Twenty-four hours Inter, I relent-
ed. I was at Jackie. house in George. 
town, and I notified the operator to 
put Mrs. Kennedy through if she tried 
to reach me again. Jackie was on the 
line in a few minutes. 

In her sweetest, softest voice, she 
began offering her apologies for "ym-
terday's blast." 

"Oh, Mary, I'm go sorry. I didn't 
mean to bloat at you," she mid, going  

on to explain that she had been under 
a terrible strain; that she Teeny hadn't 
meant it at all. 

When she finished. I thanked her 
very much, telling her how much it 
meant to me to have her apology. 

"And Jackie," I added, "the ono 
thing I'd like to ask now is that you 
never speak to me that way again_ I 
wite neon more hurt or humiliated." 

She apologized main, asking that 
we join forget the whole thing 

"No, Jackie." I answered, "I'm 
afraid I can't let it go at that. I have 
to explain my side of the story." 
Which I did. I was particularly anx. 
low to explain about my o15tx. 

"Jackie." I said. "I wasn't the one 
responsible for having my office 
painted cat all. It wan arranged by Mr. 
Smser, and he did it strictly for yogi-
not me. When he first approached me 
on it, I made it clear that we'd just be 
there temporarily, but ho felt some-
thing should be dune to make it more 
presentable for you." 

By the time we Brindled, we were 
both in much better spirits. Now that 
things were back to normal, Jackie 
had a favor to ask. She wonted me to 
stay on until October, when her move 
to New York would be all completed. 

As usual I left her with the prom-
ise that I'd be there mat as long m 
she felt she needed me. 

On August 14, 1964- I received a 
telephone call from Tam Walsh of the 
Kennedys' New York office. 

"Mary, would you be interested in 
working for Ethel Kennedy?' he 
asked. "Her secretary is planning to 
leave soon." 

My answer came quickly. "No 
thank you, Tom," I said. 	eppreci. 
ate your waking, but I'm afraid I've 
given jail sheet all I paseibly can for 
the Kennedys." 

Jackie sari good-bye 
On Thursday, September In. 1964, 

Jackie called. She wanted to say 
good-bye-and tell me she was tend. 
ing me a gift. She weeded noatalgie 

I was greteful for leer thought-
fulness in milling. I realized this. 
perhaps, we. the eaniaat, leant heart-
breaking way to say good-bye. I still 
remember her um nig • Tim is no sad: 
but we've had no many happy times 
together. I do hope you'll remember 
those and not the sad things." 

Jackie's gift arrived the next day. 
There, in a small black velvet cast, 
was An. exquisite round gold brooch 
with many turquoise chips. It was so 
lovely and no very precious for what 
it represented The accompanying 
message, on a white card, edged in 
black, end:mewed with the Kennedy 
unit, reed, 

September. 10134 
For dear Mary- 

Pte.& accept this .4th nunnories of 
many happy days-and my deepest 

nil-option always- 	 Jackie 

When I was a child. I never 
dreamed I would work et the White 
House. walk with Presidents, and he 
on a first-name bad. with a First 
Lady of the United State.. 

Jackie Kennedy was like a eater to 
me, and neither time nor distance 
an erase the memories of the years 
we "hared together. I wish her Impel-
nose and all goad things. I cannot ex-
Mein how much she has enriched my 
life by letting me put one foot in 
Camelot. 	 lea 


