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This book has something

far more rgvealmg of Wash-
ng];gg life in_it than the

daliy extravagances and
economies of a First Lady
who_turned into a national
superstar. .

ng; Ihaj; ,lagg“g mg nas-
S1S ''''''
i_gg_ Somehow, the people
who always are carrying on
abouf how disgraceful all
the prying is, and how really
uninteresting the results

are, are the ones who lean
forward and say hoarsely,
“Say, did vou know her?
What'’s she really like?”

It was the Georgetowners
who decried tourists’ flock-
ing about the then-Mrs. Ken-
nedy’s house who, them-
selves, ‘snatched the local
newsstands b ar e when ex-
cerpts from -this book ap-
peared in magazine form.

But the character in it
who really represents Wash-
ington is Mary Gallagher.

Mary Gallagher did secre-,

tarial work for the Kennedy
family for 12 years, from the
time she reported to John
Kennedy’s Senate office
(which made her knees
tremble), until the time that
Mrs. Kennedy, whom she
served as personal secretary
from 1957 to 1964, said she
no longer nceded Mrs. Gal-
lagher (which made her feel

lagher points out in her long
salary disputes with the
Kennedys. paid considerably
bélow what their skills
would ‘be worth in ordinary
business. Thev are expected
to put in endless hours and
to_postpone their own social
or Iamlh Jives _until g is
convenient’ Tor {hoir employ-
crs to let them go.

‘What _ compensation do
they get?

As Mrs. Gallagher writes,
“When I was a child, I never
dreamed I would work at
the White House, walk with
Presidents, and be on a
first-name basis with a First
Lady of the United States.
Jackie Kennedy was like a
sister to me and neither
time nor distance can erase
the memories of the years
we shared together . . .”

That was her payment:
The illusion of participation.
Could she seriously believe
that the President thought:
of himself as having
“walked with” Mary Gal-
Jagher? Or that Mrs. Ken-

- nedy thought of Mary Gal-

lagher as a sister, or of her-
self as sharing her life with
the woman who took care of
her correspondence, errands
and bills?

And yet she is not the
only Ilow-ranking, low-sal-

aried Washington drone to




 treats,
- keeping

sick).

The book is a compilation
of the observations Mrs.
Gallagher recorded in her
diary while working for the
Kennedys. It is trivia but it
is the trivia of history and
Mrs. Gallagher has put it all
down for future social histo-
rians.

During those Xennedy
Yyears, Mrs. Gallagher mar-
ried and had two children,
but = she unflinchingly
skipped family holidays and
and turned house-

and  child-care
chores over to her mother-
in-law whenever the Kenne-
‘dys needed her, slay or
night, sick or well,

The Mary Gallaghes® and

the Mary Jo Kopechnes are-

here in Washington by the
hundreds—working for the
Kennedys, if they count
themselves as really lucky,
or for the less glamorous
figures of government.

They are, as Mrs. Gal-

characterize her errand-run-
ning as “part of history.”
While Mrs. Kennedy’s sense
of -history was being used
for the task of refurbishing
the White House, - Mrs.
Gallgher’s sense of history
was being fed by the privi-
lege of taking the First
Lady’s dictation.

Saddest of all are the very
treasures of Mrs. Gallagh-
er's memory. When the
President murmured “What
would we do without you?”
or the First Lady mused,
“Which gloves do you think
I should wear?” Mrs. Gal-
lagher apparently went
away satisfied that she had

- influenced his career and

her taste,

But that, it seems, is the
compensation she was of-
fered for her services. Peo-
ple who pay their employees

hat way- cannot_really be
surprised to find that pay-
ment beij as freel
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