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INVESTIGATIONS 

Prisoner of Fifth Avenue 
Throughout the long week of Jeb 

Magruder's devastating testimony, John 
and Martha Mitchell secluded them-
selves in their Fifth Avenue apartment 
overlooking Manhattan's Central Park. 
Outside, reporters stood watches—some 
in five-hour shifts. They tanned them-
selves in the summer sun during the day-
time, complained during the nights. 
Across the street, television camera 
crews lounged on the stone steps of the 
Marymount School of New York, 
which afford the best camera angle on 
the green-canopied entrance to the 
Mitchells' apartment building. 

The waiting was in vain. Neither the 

MITCHELL DODGING REPORTERS LAST MONTH 

Looking older and grayer. 

former Attorney General, who rarely 
shows emotion and seldom talks to the 
press at even the best of times, nor his 
once effervescent wife emerged. Their 
chief contact with the outside world was 
a former Hungarian freedom fighter 
who serves as their general aide-de-
camp and chauffeur. From time to time, 
he would run an errand or escort the 
Mitchells' daughter Marty to her pri-
vate Catholic school. 

Mitchell sometimes is able to sneak 
out for a short ride around Manhattan, 
friends say, but he rarely walks any-
where now for fear of being accosted 
by reporters. For the same reason, he 
rides to Washington in his dark blue 
Lincoln for consultation with his law-
yers, William G. Hundley and Plato Ca-
cheris, instead of taking an airplane or 
the. Metroliner. Since they dare not yen- 
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ture out, he and Martha invite friends 
in for cocktails and dinner, which is pre-
pared by a cook when Martha, herself 
a talented chef, prefers to stay out of 
the kitchen. 

Reports a recent visitor: "There are 
always people floating in and out of 
there—friends from Rye, people they 
know in New York." Contrary to some 
reports, Mitchell stays sober, never 
drinking liquor until evening and then 
consuming perhaps a couple more than 
his customary two pre-dinner Scotches. 
Off and on during the day, he watches 
the Watergate committee hearings on 
television and prepares his defense in 
his small den. As he works, Mitchell has 
at times been so hyped up that Martha 
once asked his doctor to prescribe med-
ication to slow him down. The doctor re-
fused, saying Mitchell was fine. 

Staying Silent. Mitchell already 
faces charges for perjury and conspir-
acy to obstruct justice in the Vesco case, 
but he has confided to friends that he is 
far more worried about the indictment 
federal prosecutors have told him that 
he can almost certainly expect in the 
Watergate investigation. Friends have 
urged him to issue a public statement 
to counter the mounting testimony 
against him, but he has followed his law-
yers' advice to remain silent for fear of 
prejudicing the case they are building 
for his defense. They are analyzing ev-
ery word of testimony, closely watch-
ing for weakness on the part of each 
witness and planning to shape an air-
tight position for Mitchell to take. 

He appears most worried not about 
the testimony expected from John W. 
Dean III this week, but about what John 
Ehrlichman and Charles Colson might 
say when they appear before the Ervin 
committee. Mitchell strongly disliked 
both when he was Attorney General, 
distrusted them when he became Nix-
on's campaign manager, and fears they 
may be out to get him now. Already Col-
son has claimed that on three different 
occasions early this year he told Nixon 
that Mitchell had apparently helped 
plan the Watergate burglary. „ 

Last week Mitchell was scheduled 
to meet with the Ervin committee staff 
in Washington for private questioning. 
But the session was postponed to en-
able Hundley to request formally that 
the committee excuse Mitchell on the 
ground that premature testimony might 
prejudice his expected trial. Since the re-
quest is likely to be denied, Mitchell an-
ticipates testifying before the commit-
tee after it returns from its recess during 
the first week in July. 

If he is depressed, Mitchell report-
edly does not talk about it to friends, 
though they find him looking grayer and 
older. He has assured them that he has 
an adequate amount of money for his 
defense and his family's needs, though 
he is no millionaire. But not even his 
friends can say what happens when they 
are not around and John and Martha 
alone must confront his besmirched 
reputation and his shattered career. 

THE WHITE HOUSE 

Julie for the Defense 
We have talked about it. But the 

whole family says: What would be the 
good of it? The way my father looked 
at it for a while was that, "I want to do 
what is good for the country—if resign-
ing would be good for the country, well 
..." But all of us feel that wouldn't help 
the presidency. We feel that he has a 
lot to give the country still, and he 
should continue. 

This astonishing insight into Rich-
ard Nixon's private musings on wheth-
er he should resign the presidency over 
Watergate came not long ago from 
someone who should know: his young-
er daughter. Julie Nixon Eisenhower, 
24, is the only Nixon who has refused 
to shun public exposure in the wake 
of the scandal and has chosen instead 
to carry her father's case forcefully to 
the public. 

Julie has actively sought speaking 
engagements and television appearanc-
es over the past few weeks, in most cases 
knowing beforehand that she would be 
subjected to hostile questioning about 
Watergate. "She feels that it is her per-
sonal responsibility as a member of the 
family to defend her father," says a 
close friend. The defense she has 
mounted, mostly before young audienc-
es and on television, has been impres-
sively detailed, lucid and levelheaded. 
She talks over with her father how to 
handle the thorniest questions, and she 
has faced down more than one inter-
viewer with the icy calm and official 
poise only a politician's—perhaps only 
a President's—daughter can so effec-
tively command. 

She needs both attributes. At her 
own request, Julie recently attended the 
annual dinner of the Radio and Tele-
vision Correspondents Association in 
Washington. She knew in advance that 
the evening would be peppered with 


