
Deer Jim, 	 4/19/00 
A tooefifUl letter like yours of the 5th deserved better than reeponae when In tired obeugh to be in bed but an not becauee if I were toeorrow would etert at 2 a.m. Our weatherhas broken . is maanificent. and I've been making full use of the narvelloue den, 
In  the iseralaco as every retreen4. I must Get to What has again toe 	very pro- &Active, seeking uithhold official records, Dey before yesterday I ,dot another 2500 on JFK, I've just finished ruvicedeatana aseaseination records abstracts that have Um me in these synopses to the end of 1969. and I've several:0re imeorteart letters to cospond to. I believe it is wiser to save those for when I'm frefther. then the day starts. 

Wo both enjoyed your letter very mu h, anal do moan enjoyed because it is good news, and we ap_reciato the amount of time you made for a full and lucid explanation of what can't be fully ap_eeciated without experiencing it. I'd never thought of most of whet you explain. 
I have a vague recollection of Elizabeth Rudel Smith as treasurer anderaoks, if my recolleetton is correct, about her name on so =chrome I also have a vngue recollection of reports that she was not the runeofethoesill political appointee. even t:ImICA her post meant she won rarely heard froa in public ( or at least the prose). 
Yost aro both so fortunate to have each others friendship and aueeortt While it should be something that everybody deserves, it isn't ixreethiag that everyone has and it is especially just that you have this metes benue from n  the good worke to which you have dedicatocyoursolf, 
If your first joins adventure in non-Mimeo cooking wan a success, portiere you'd connidor an mt. asado? It could be fun and you'd have °notch left-overs in your ft= freezers eo that for a long time you meld remove peobereos for unexpected emergencies - and good satin". 
etn made is a South American barbecue. sexist se bee in South Sae ice but not here in tiory]ende  I learned it (Cla 832100 have forgotten it) thre'  the Uruguayee eilitery attache ieWeethiaetoll, Guillereo Kur doch. vas on pure Scottish tdeeds  although a second or t ird generation UMW", Groat credal°, i euepose, but I know of the Scottish scientist who does. pinoeeritz eork on gases. 'ie neckever was -deo. When he lealneel4lealsh it uae vhaa 110 vas nilitary ateache in }on , during the war. it euee out with a genuine Scottish burr, too. I thoudelto wee a Scot when I first me bin. 
The biaeoet binge we ever haa at the farm une the celebration of his 63d. birthday, It lasted ell day, fee= eeevetrest mita :fto- supple, ale". I lock lee::: on I:Letup drank, anal- know we drank, vowel,. as what 4  know we ate, with disbelief. It vine 12 full houre of eateng, drinkieg and other modelers furl, durineldtich I also teadee flocke. I didn't get dxunk until about 9 p.m. 
The tradition of the =ado ie that the men do it. 	of ie, The wonen nnd the acne each stay to themselves, the men drinking and tolldngetile they cook outdoors. (No aeceleination in the oatinge) 
We used to barbecue entire anal animals, lira hides and eielote. I've foegotten hove:we used to beet* then, but I know I designed ey charipionship barbecue° recipe aft: ie and meel-e) a copy of it is aroumt ewhere. 
Ihen mo lived in D.C. in =ea charcoal, but all you cost,  e let then we s plumbers charcoal. 	iralsetuets. I tIvanbarhenmel on the wiedoweill, eithin 	eletanoo of t-a) at capitol. 7rom the time we left DC until the very day I become the national chime, in the let contest, I never treed bricqueto. :a  rd week:. 
Did I ever tell you that we once had a womps, farm hand, Ella tae? She bud two 



daugat'rs, about 10 nda 11, nnd a tragicary broken marriage. We had a little tenant ham and. they 'Jt7TD hap. .y there. Well, ever riday night in decent weather we had then up to sugfer, th c1rs1 to roast their hot dogs, marshallows and whatever els° they fancied. I'd buold the fire for them and keep an eye on it. But we had a farout mom, Osimr, Who was a pyrtmuurtmo. Literally. e would tend the fire, too, tabIng wood in his big =path and actum2.1yrwriag it aromnd. 
You may not be able to get kids or pielete easily, but the same thing works for almoot arzthing. But it is much fun and dolighful eating if you can Get either. 
i;ad doing it also is nneh fmn. We used to drink, chat, sksta fetch What we nein were doing, and do it. Never did the 'iskim interfere with the eating. Not even when it reined. 
I and thin digression with a boast. Ay. Cicken Asada recipe, which nay have been the moat often printed chicken recipe over, is what popu2arimi using a marinade as a birbtcue sauce. 
lb all cooked out in the open and an they had it set up that extraordinarily hot day, in tbo full sun. I'd been driaing all niCat with the press party, got almost no sleep, and almost pawed out. 
It ended with the ridiculous, tmoripmermas fighting over no to olaia the champ-  .• for his atate. 	 Tawas, a hack Democrat, eras bosdting about the -hrylander Ito ttle the chaap 2nly for the 0-avornor of Delauare (the contest was in Dover that year) to rush up and say, hell not, he Is foam Iv atnt74 1o2ware, wad he went to college with no. (Trassaleo :mew he Ann he moored an Capit61 U. He was ahack GOP. 
I'd bad no idea that sox r,r...r.y good and concerned people had demo no much to be able to hole these battered by grief. It is all so fine! With so nuch pbtontial for hr g almost everybody at a very difficult tine. 
As you mix' have axitbored, I've net boon contentto get that assassination —cords I can. °there have pertinence and I hay: those aa the domestic intelligehoo situation in Liciatp1.1, 3 before and after the 	 assasMnation. Faetsmtic, toot l'tt been pushiag for thL, othe.o 	3x-cer1s. those on and, about Zing and his later efforts. I've :uat learsbd. that there ore 50 =Ix= an his Basch an Ve,shinctonAtxwes (Poor gooples iae4z$/itoaurroction City. That's where 1 start in the 
Ztanks :ter treen7 mll ti r tine, for thb snoeurnzag lAcus mud for n11 tin torthuhille informatirm. 
Hope ywantleNa4laineee dialaer was a eueoesa. 

best, 



5 April 1980 
Dear Harold: 

This is to respond to and enlarge a bit on a couple of things you mentioned in your good letter of March 25. 
My remark about not feeling altogether useless was an allusion to the way our society and culture unthinkingly rig* things so that both retired people and survivors who have lost a spouse wind up feeling that way, often without realizing it. It can be a potent factor in the subconscious even if one does realize it. One has to be very lucky, as I have been, to find something worth while in which to get interested and make one's self useful. I don't feel useless at all, and in some ways feel more effective in what.  I'm doing with HOM than I did most of the time with the AP. I work with some extremely talented people who are patient with me and have confidence in me. This means a great deal, and. I'm keenly aware that such opportunity awaits few people in my position. 
Since you've never retired (what an idea!) your awareness of the way our economic system discards the retired person is doubtless more general than specific, and I suppose one really has to go through the retirement syndrome to sense the full impact of the specifics. One knows it's ridiculous and a shotgun effect; still it can be very discouraging and even demoralizing. I know that in your career you have gone through at least twice what amounted to a kind of retirement, but your circumstances and age and vigor were far from those accompanying the usual retirement. 
The other impact on the ego comes from being widowed. I was prepared for the sense of loss and loneliness because we had at least six months clear warning. What I wasn't prepared for was the sense of worthlessness and incompetence which descended. Now I know that like a lot of other very weird symptoms of being widowed, this is perfectly normal and something everyone has to go through. There's an interesting explanation for it which I found in a book we'd,had around for 10 years or so but which I never had read, called The 11_Arages of Marriage. In it William L. Lederer (The Ugly American, A Na ion* of Sheep) wrote a popular version of some research done by a Palo Alto psychiatrist named Dr. Don Jackson. The Jackson-Lederer argument in general was that what really makes a marriage work is the extent to which a couple adjusts and compromises with each other to overcome mutual irritations and individual foibles. While this is perfectly obvious, they go on to discuss" what happens when the marriage threatens to end in divorce or ends in death. They borrow a simple metaphor from systems analysis, namely thatthe whole of a system is far greater than the sum of its parts. A nIgarriage is a system, and when an essential part of that system is destroyed or removed the remaining part nompeak becomes far less than merely half the former equation. Together and intact the system functioned far more effectively and with greater impact on everyone concerned than the two parts could have achieved separately. So if you remove one part of the system, the system collapses and with it the sense of importance of the part that is left behind. This explained a great deal to me, and I mentioned it to Wendy Foster, the very sharp gal who is one of the bereavement counselors at HOM. She asked me to explain it briefly at one of the bereavement meetings, and since then she and Bill Lamers have used it themselves in their detailed explorations of the grief yyndrome at subsequent meetings. 
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The damage-to-the-system principle extends to larger families. Wendy cited some statistics recently which show that 70 per cent of the marriages losing a child to cancer (usually leukemia) end in divorce. The system is so wrecked by even the loss of a child under such painful circumstances that it stands only a 30 per cent chance of surviving. 
Lamers lays down two constant principles throughout the grief syndrome: 1, the more intimate the relationship the greater the depth of grief; and 2, there are no shortcuts, everyone has to go through the various stages at one time or another or in one way or another. En route to recovery everyone must transit protest, despair, and detachment, experiencing everything from Page to black depression and a wide range of physical symptoms that can include everything from colitis to constipation. And as for behavior -- well, anything is possible. One widow told of how her response to her blackest moments was to change the hinges on her kitchen cabinets. Alcoholism, suicidal tendencies, total withdrawal -- all are common -- and normal. Once people hear that, they begin to perk up, and I've heard at least a dozen people breathe, "Well, I wasn't crazy after all." 

You perceive fairly ear'y the sort of thing people respond to and it becomes a challenge to help others as you have been helped. As I've said, nothing takes the place of personal interest and attention, and for me, at least, women are more responsive. J can think of at least six widows I've tried to help, partly because they were hurting like hell and partly because they were all very fine people. All but one have got themselves together, and that one, I feel (along with several others) simply prefers not to recover. We all get the idea she never has got along with anyone very well. 
A year ago I got a call from HOM saying there was a survivor who needed a ride to one of these bereavement meetings. I picked her up, and she turned out to be a woman whose name we had known for some 30 years, a person whom we both admired because of her dogged willingness to work in political campaigns. We had first seen her as secretary treasurer to the county organization supporting the first Adlial Stevenson campaign (this was::time of intensive grass roots activity among Democrats) and hername kept cropping up through subsequent catpaigns -- Pat Brown, Clair Engle and so on, and before we knew it she was a national committeewoman. She was among four women here in Marin County whose industry literally kept the county organization, and later the state organization, moving. At that time she was a divorcee (neither of us ever met her) named Elizabeth Rudel Smith, and that was the name under which she filled the office of treasurer under JFK -- a well-earned reward for literally turning the California state convention around in 1960 when she found out they were still dreaming of Stevenson -- a not very promising candidate for a third try for president. Libby got on the horn and sold the leaders on JFK in a single day. 
Shortly after she became Treasurer she met the man she'd been waiting for all her life„Albert W. Gatov. He was the son of Russian Immigrants,mis had grown up in Long Beach and had worked as a long-shoreman before getting into the shipping industry. He became president of the Pacific Maritime Association and as such negotiated the breakthrough contract with Harry Bridges which set a national pattern for waterfront peace in a sensible trade of good wages and civilized fringe benefits in return for gradual automation on the docks. 
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She and Gatov were married here in City Hall by a judge they both knew well while she was still working for JFK. I once met Gatov at the press conferencewhere he and Bridges announced their landmark contract, and while I never saw him again I was much impressed with a man who had the yisdom to work with an honest man like Bridges and the skill to get a pride of West Coast shipowners to go along with the idea. Anyway, the Gatovs flourished, and when he died just a year after Jenifer it left Libby absolutely crushed. She was more down than anyone I had yet encountered, and it seemed obvious to me that anyone so intelligent and able simply HAD to be helped in any way possible. 
So all I did was to tell her I knew how she felt and why, and to call me any time she needed to talk. When she didn't, I realized how shy she really is, and called her now and then, gradually getting across how impressed both Jenifer and I had been that she and the other three hard-working women had overcome their own spryness and worked as they did simply because they realized that this is the way to make the system function. So now and then she would actually call me, and sooner or later the conversation got around to food, and then Chinese food, and it developed that she loves Chinese food, so I gave her a copy of our favoriate Chinese cook book and eventually began clueing her in on how it's produced. By now we have worked through what little repertoire I have and are on the dizzy edge of of making our first dinner of ordinary American food together 
In the meantime trust and confidence in each other have been established. I like her as a person and respect her as a performer. She's a year older than Jenifer and although totally different in most respects she has the same affinity for the truth and the same determination to settle for nothing less. She still hurts very deeply, but increasingly is rising to the challenge of various family problems (she has two grown children of her own who have families, including grandchildren, and a couple of Al's children who also have children) and works hard at being *ree-lance writer. She writes well, especially about people. She has connections, uses them judiciously and discreetly, and keeps a low profile. And she differs from most survivors in that the pattern of her friendships has not changed. The same three women with whom she worked so long in Democratic politics are still her closest friends. Two of them have husbands who are dying, one of cancer and the* other of heart trouble. 
Yoff are right -- there is much companionship and understanding here. It has done us both much good, naturally and without strain. She is much more cheerful now, interested and involved. We both have someone to turn to, and she's a comfort. 
So that's Libby, a person of brains and the conviction they're to be used. She despairs over Carter and thinks the GOP will turn to Ford. She comes from a family of machine tool manufacturers but just out of Smith she outraged them by taking a job as a welfare worker in New York State under tininxxR312x Gov. FDA. She learned then how poor people have to live, and has never forgotten. She was one of the founders of the local PlAnned Parenthood organization, and so on and so on. For a shay person, she has been very busy. And still is. 

And honest. "It'll be the four of us," she once said, and it is. 
Best, 

jdw 


