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This book is dedicated to six beloved, marvelous children and the world’s best man…President George Bush #41.




Author’s Note



Let me say up front this is a very slanted book—slanted in favor of my family and friends. It is how I see the world.

 

I have so many people to thank—all of whom will be glad to see this project finished:


Lisa Drew, our editor and publisher at Scribner, who has encouraged me through three other books. Lisa has overlooked my tardiness and has not pushed me to say things that I might be sorry about later.

Jean Becker, the busiest person I know, edited Memoirs and now Reflections. She has held my hand throughout the two years it has taken me. Jean also tells me that I owe the folks at Google many thanks for saving her hours of fact-checking.

Two people at The George Bush Presidential Library: Laura Spencer, who spent hours looking up and verifying facts; and Mary Finch, who helped us find all those elusive pictures.

Nancy Lisenby, who works in George’s Houston office, put together an index for me. (I don’t want my precious brother complaining that the dog got more mention than he did, again.)

All our friends who put up with me.

Our family who continue to be so interesting, so loving, and often so very funny.



I make no apologies for the fact that I still live a life of ease. There is a difference between ease and leisure. I live the former and not the latter. I complain a little about being too active at seventy-eight years old and not being allowed to be in one place long enough to unpack, exercise, and be with friends. But the truth is, I LOVE MY LIFE. I love George Bush, our children, their children, our family, and friends. I have great faith in God; although His will is not always done, I always trust His wisdom.

 

For clarity, I must explain some of the family names used in this book. Because he is known this way to readers, I refer to our son, President George Walker Bush, as George W. Never did his father, brothers, sister, or I EVER call him George W. Then he got into politics. People referred to him as Junior. He is not and never was a “junior.” Over the years we have called him “Gugliami.” For some strange reason he reminded us of a well-known bald sports announcer whose name was not even similar, but that’s what we affectionately called our bald baby fifty-some years ago. For many years I called him “Georgie” to differentiate between all those Georges in our family.* After he was elected to office, he said, “Mom, I bet George Washington’s mother didn’t call him ‘Georgie.’” (I bet she did in an affectionate moment.) There was a period when he was called “Geo” because that was the way he signed his name—although only a mother could read his writing! And he grew to be just George.

Thanks to Congressman John Dingell, we now call him “43” if we are trying to distinguish one George from the other. At the 2002 Alfalfa Club dinner, Congressman Dingell said that he had gone to numbers when referring to the 41st president and 43rd president. But what did you call them when they are in the same room? Do you say “President Bushes?” or “Presidents Bush?” He said he had settled on “84.”

So George H. W. is now “41” and George W. is “43.” And our grandson is “George P.” or “P.”

We are a family of “nicknamers,” but not as bad as 43. He calls everyone by a nickname. I remember reading that the press was shocked that GWB called Texas lieutenant governor Bob Bullock “Bully.”

No. 41 was called Poppy for the first eighteen years of his life. That was because his namesake, George Herbert Walker, was called “Pop” by his children (at least behind his back). So when George was born, his uncles immediately started calling him “Little Pop,” or “Poppy.”

When I first met 41’s family, his older brother Pres (Prescott Sheldon Bush, Jr.) was occasionally called “Penguin”; his sister Nancy was and still is “Nan”; his brother Jonathan James Bush, “Johnny Jim”; and his brother William Henry Trotter Bush, “Bucky.” So it was natural that I was called “Bar,” after Barsil, the horse that pulled a wagon at Walker’s Point during World War II. “Penguin” called me “Babar” and does to this day occasionally. (Would you prefer to be named after a horse or an elephant? I don’t care—nicknames are a sign of affection.) George and our children call me “The Silver Fox,” for obvious reasons.

Our daughter Pauline Robinson Bush was named after my mother, who died in a car accident in 1949, the year our baby was born. We nicknamed our little girl “Robin,” and I suspect that even her brothers and sister don’t remember her real name. I do.*

Our son John Ellis Bush, “Jeb,” the great Governor of Florida, was named after 41’s brother Jon and Nan’s husband, “Sandy” Ellis—Alexander Ellis, Jr.—whom we both admired and loved.

Our son Neil Mallon Bush was named after the man who took us to Texas in 1948, 41’s first boss, Henry Neil Mallon, who was the most heavenly man. To this day we call Neil “Whitney,” often shortened to “Whit.” (He started out as “Whitey” because of his blond hair and somewhere along the way it became “Whitney.”) Paula Rendon, who has lived with us for forty-four years, called him “Hüerito,” which we think was because Neil was a blue-eyed blond and truly sweet.

Our son Marvin Pierce Bush was named after the most wonderful father anyone ever was lucky enough to have—Marvin Pierce, my dad—whose nickname, of course, all through college was “Monk.” You might well wonder why we waited through four sons to name a child after this fine, funny, smart, generous-of-spirit, beloved man? Each time we had a baby we would tell Daddy that if we had a son, we were going to name him Marvin. And he would say, “Please don’t.” He said it was a difficult name and he always hated it. His mother was Mabel Marvin Pierce, so he was given her maiden surname, as that was popular in those days and is again today. As a footnote to this, when “Marty” was born and we called Daddy to tell him that we had named the baby Marvin, he seemed hesitant and asked what we were going to call him. We said: “Marvin.” I’ll never forget it. He was quiet for a while and when he spoke, he was choked up. So all the time he really wanted a namesake. He would be proud—very proud—of all our sons, but I suspect fine, funny, loyal, smart, generous-of-spirit Marvin would be a favorite.

Our sixth child, Dorothy Walker Bush, was named after 41’s precious mother. I read some place later that “Dorothy” means “a gift from God.” Certainly both Dorothys were just that. George’s father called his wife “Doe-ie” sometimes, and I notice that Bobby Koch, our son-in-law, calls our child “Doe.” From birth we nicknamed the baby “Doro,” and Doro she remains to the world.

 

This book was to start and end on January 20, 2001. But the world did not stop on that day and so the book lingers on, I hope not too long.

*And there are many. Three George Walkers and one George Holden come to mind immediately, all named after George Herbert Walker, maternal grandfather of “my George.” I’ll let the others solve their own problems.

*Robin died of leukemia in 1953, right before her fourth birthday.








Prologue

January 20, 2001
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Being kissed by the President of the United States, January 20, 2001.

ASSOCIATED PRESS PHOTO BY AMY SANCETTA

There is a myth in the United States—you’ve heard it many times. It says that all American mothers hope that their child will grow up to be President of the United States. In my case that certainly is a myth. I never dreamed that any of ours would; there were days when I hoped that they’d just grow up!

I did hope for our children to be happy. I also hoped they would be decent, responsible, independent, and caring. Besides that, I hoped they would believe in a greater being, God. All our children have achieved those dreams.

But on January 20, 2001, even without having wished that one of our children would grow up to be president, there we were sitting on the west side of the United States Capitol, waiting for our son, George W., be sworn in as the forty-third president of the United States of America. Can anyone understand how we felt? I’m not sure we did. Afterward, I wrote down my thoughts during the Inauguration:

In a few moments our son will walk down the steps, take a seat and at noon will be sworn in surrounded by family, friends, the [Supreme] Court, the incoming Cabinet, the Congress, the outgoing president and Vice President, and many others. We are thrilled to see former President Jimmy Carter and his wife Rosalynn Carter sitting on the platform. Rosalynn had written me such a nice card:



Dear Barbara,

Congratulations! How proud you must be.

As a mother, I can feel the exhilaration you are experiencing having a son become president of the United States. Jimmy and I will be thinking of you and George and be in prayer, too, for George W. as he assumes this most powerful position.

We are happy for you and know our country is in good hands.

Merry Christmas to all your family,

Sincerely,

Rosalynn Carter




We received hundreds of cards and letters after that very painful election finally ended. These messages came from Democrats and Republicans alike. I believe that this card meant more to me than all the others we received about the election and the final results. I thought that was most generous of her and meant a lot coming from someone who knew exactly what the job entailed…

I know I should be thinking marvelous deep and lofty thoughts, but I find myself thinking of Al Gore and what he must be feeling. He walked down the steps with a broad smile on his face and I saw him shaking hands with Coretta Scott King and other friends. His step faltered a little when he came to Jim Baker. He shook his hand and moved on. Jim Baker, a longtime Bush family friend and distinguished former Secretary of State, was George W.’s lead lawyer in Florida. Jim certainly acted as a statesman throughout the whole hideous vote recount debacle. He is credited by many of us, along with 50-plus lawyers, with seeing that the recounts were honest. The V.P. walked down the steps and took his seat one over from the Supreme Court. I’m sure that Al Gore has no love for them after their vote to stop the recount. And, if one can believe many of the speculative stories about why Al Gore lost the election, he is sitting next to the man who he believes lost the election for him, Bill Clinton. I’m sure he thinks he won the race, and although I don’t, I do feel sorry for him. He is gracious, and a minute ago came over to shake our hands and to meet Jenna and Barbara, George and Laura’s twin daughters. We’ve lost and losing is not easy.



This all took me back eight years ago to January 20, 1993, when many of the same cast of characters were on the same Capitol steps—the difference being that my George and Dan Quayle were sitting in the seats where Bill Clinton and Al Gore were sitting that day, and where George W. Bush and Dick Cheney would sit in a few moments. What an incredible eight years it had been…








1

1993
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Visiting with Croatian refugees while on a mission for AmeriCares, December 1993.

PHOTO COURTESY OF THE GEORGE BUSH LIBRARY

January 20, 1993, was a tough day for us. But we had two and a half months to get used to the idea, and my mind had already gone home to Houston. We spent the last few weeks saying some very emotional good-byes to the Republican members of the Senate; George’s cabinet; the military at Camp David; all the armed services at Fort Myer; the White House staff; and our many dear friends who lived in Washington.

The hardest good-byes were to our children who lived there, Doro and Bobby Koch, Marvin and Margaret, and all their children. How we had loved it when they dropped in. They all left town the week of Bill Clinton’s Inauguration with the exception of Bobby who stayed in Washington and came for dinner our last night in town along with our dear friends, Ann and Alan Simpson, senator from Wyoming, and Cathy and Lud Ashley, whom we had known since George’s Yale days.

Another memory from those final days was a phone call George received from Billy Graham. Because of our close friendship, he was worried about what we would think if he accepted Bill Clinton’s invitation to give the inaugural invocation. George assured him that nothing would please him more, and he meant it.

By this time I was sort of out of tears, emotionally wiped out. I wrote in my diary:

Well, this is the day. Both of us are ready. The news and TV programs are full of end-of-term stories about George, his successes and his failures, and “the new beginnings” by Clinton. All this was expected, but we need to get out of here. The Los Angeles Times has George leaving office with a 68% popular vote. We have felt no ill will.


We came home to Houston to a totally unpacked house, and flowers in the house and garden, all done by our new neighbors and friends. Longtime friends and next-door neighbors Jack and Bobbie Fitch were the ringleaders in this thoughtful, life-saving deed.

Our days were spent getting used to being back on our own, living in a rented house with two dogs after four years in that glorious house with ninety-three staff. George set up his office, and we both had thousands of letters that needed answering.

We realized fairly quickly how much life had changed. George W. came for dinner a few days after our return home. He wanted pasta, as he was running the Houston Marathon the next morning. (He was nervous about the race as he wasn’t sure he could make it. He finished in the middle of the pack.) I had not cooked in twelve years, so it is not surprising that my pasta was NOT too good. In fact, it was dreadful. George W. was polite, but his dad said, “I like my pasta rare.” By that time, I had cooked about five meals, and I figured I was two for five. George told me the good news was that he had lost two pounds without even trying.

I also hadn’t driven in twelve years and was panicked about driving for the first time. It seemed easy, but I confess that I did not stray too far away from our neighborhood for a long time. George told everyone in speeches that if anyone saw a blue Sable station wagon on the road—get out of the way!

One weekend we went to Galveston—just a short hour’s drive from Houston on the Gulf of Mexico—and stayed in our friend Hugh Liedtke’s house on the water. When George went in to get a fishing license, the woman said to him, “You look familiar. Have we met before?”

Something very similar happened to me, although a while later. My good friend and neighbor, Mildred Kerr, and I went to Luby’s cafeteria for lunch. A perfectly strange, attractive woman came over, put her face in mine, and said, “Aren’t you somebody? I know I know you.” She never took a breath and continued, “Are you a teacher? Have you waited on me in a store? Didn’t you help me at Sears?” I never had a chance to say a word, but just kept nodding. She left as quickly as she arrived, muttering as she went: “I thought she was somebody.”

 

Here are some of my diary notes from those first few weeks after we left Washington:


February 14—Pop and I have had a lot of fun since we’ve been back playing house, after 12 years of being waited on hand and foot. We have all modern equipment, and our needs are not great. My cooking leaves a lot to be desired, that’s for sure.

February 19—I, of course, have deep tinges of regret, but mostly for George. I have been so proud of him. He is not bitter, but just cannot seem to focus in on anything yet, but it has only been one month since the Inauguration. The office in Houston is going strong with a small paid group and a large group of volunteers. I guess there are tons of mail…I am working away on my book.* It is so much fun looking back.

Before we had left the White House, our lawyer Terri Lacy came to see me and asked me how I planned to pay my staff. I couldn’t believe my ears. What did she mean? Why would I need a staff? She explained that former first ladies received lots of mail, including invitations and other requests, all of which would have to be answered. I would need someone to answer the mail and to schedule me. She had checked with Betty Ford’s office and although they had been out of office some 16 years, Betty still spent $100 a month on postage alone. I felt like crying. Everyone knew that I had never earned any money as I had never seriously worked in the 48 years we had been married. So besides losing the election, now at 68 years old I was going to have to make some money. I honestly thought Terri was slightly crazy. Fortunately, several book publishers and a speaking bureau came to my rescue shortly after that, and I could afford all the above. I am a diary-keeper and I had so much information [for a book] that I was like Yogi Berra—I “had insurmountable opportunities” or too much information.



And as for public speaking, I found I was being paid for something that I had done for free for twelve years. I met many people from past administrations on the speaking tour, including former Presidents Jerry Ford and Jimmy Carter; former Senators Howard Baker and Bob Dole along with Elizabeth Dole; Generals Colin Powell and Norman Schwarzkopf; VIPs from overseas including former Prime Ministers Shimon Peres of Israel and John Major of Great Britain; many athletes and coaches; and finally the political “odd couple,” Mary Matalin and James Carville. Many of us agreed that speaking qualified as “white collar crime.” For most of them, after working for years for the government, it seemed like stealing to be paid half a year’s salary for one speech.

I admit I took a great deal of pleasure when a dear friend of mine, Margie Jenkins, called from Santa Rosa, California, to give me a heads-up that I was going to be invited to speak to a group in which she was involved. Several days later she called back to tell me that when the speakers bureau had told them my fee, they realized they could not afford me and so they had gotten David Gergen instead! I loved that. I was particularly amused because he had been so self-serving with everyone. He was with us in the 1980 campaign when things looked good and then the day George lost in New Hampshire, he went off our radar screen. No “good-bye”—he just took off!

Then, during the 1992 election, Gergen was the Conservative spokesman, opposite Mark Shields for the Liberals, on one of those cable “point counterpoint” talk shows. I would think his job was to defend the president in the face of Mark’s penetrating attacks. He seldom did that. After the election was over, he announced he was an independent and that he had voted for Bill Clinton. He ended up working in the White House as an adviser to the new president, but left after 18 months when things got tough.

So, Margie’s call amused me. If she had called me directly, I would, if my schedule had permitted, have come for free as she is a very dear friend. George and I have tried hard to balance our talks between “for pay” and “for good causes.”

 

Back during the 1988 election, I had told George that if he didn’t become president, not to worry, there were ten things I really wanted to do and couldn’t do if he were president. One was for our springer spaniel, Millie, to have puppies. “Easy,” he said, and Millie did have six pups while we were in the White House.* Another was to go on a cruise. So in February 1993, a month after he left office, George surprised me by booking us on the Regal Princess, one of the “Love Boat” ships.

We boarded the ship early to avoid the crowd and were met by both the captain of the Regal Princess and the Hollywood “Love Boat” captain, Gavin MacLeod. Gavin, a charming man, was going to be on a sister ship where 450 couples planned to renew their vows on Valentine’s Day. I remember that George was not pleased with me as that struck me as very funny and I said so. Imagine renewing your vows with 449 couples you didn’t know and away from family and friends! I was rude and I apologized. But it still seems very funny to me. I just should not have said it.

I realized I must be careful not to be like Alice Roosevelt Longworth. I think she was in her nineties when we moved to Washington in 1967. President Theodore Roosevelt’s daughter—the Alice of the song “Alice Blue Gown”—was the darling of old Washington. We were invited to a dinner one night where she was also present. Everyone was in awe of her and hung on her every word. It suddenly came to me that Alice felt that she could say anything that she wanted because she was old. She ripped many people apart and spoke, I felt, for shock effect; it didn’t matter who she hurt. Old age is no excuse for being rude and hurtful, and I was that day on the ship.

It reminds me of a favorite story that I like to use in my talks. Unfortunately, more often than not, I do feel a lot like the woman who was determined to become a better person. She said this prayer every single day:


Dear Lord,

So far today, I am doing all right. I have not gossiped, lost my temper, been greedy, grumpy, nasty, selfish, or been self-indulgent. I have not whined, cursed, or entertained evil thoughts. However, I am going to get out of bed in a few minutes, and I will need a lot more help after that. Amen.



Just before we set sail, George went across the bay to visit a new American submarine at the invitation of its captain. When he returned, we went up on our captain’s bridge to see our cruise ship leave harbor. It was really thrilling, and when we went past the submarine, the crew were lined up on the deck. We exchanged blasts of our horns, and the officers saluted George until we were out of sight. It was one of those magic moments. He saluted back, but it was hard for him to control his feelings. I didn’t bother trying. How I love my good man.

There were 1,600 other passengers and 900 staff—at best half voted for George (on second thought, that is very optimistic), but they all acted as though he was their favorite man in the world. Every time we stepped foot out of our room, he was swamped by requests for autographs and pictures. The captain took pity on us and invited us to eat every meal with him and the officers. It was about the best food I have ever eaten. We went early every morning to a spa where we exercised, had massages, etc., before the crowd arrived. One morning George was coming out of the shower toweling off when a man approached him with a camera saying, “Do you mind if I take your picture?” George, dripping wet and stark naked, suggested that the time was not quite right.

We read a lot, slept, and I worked on my book. I know I have said this before, but I loved writing my memoir, and I am loving writing this book. I am reminded once again of just how lucky I am and what a great life we are living. I would urge everyone to keep a diary. The memory fails as one adds years. You forget what you thought and felt.

We jumped ship, as planned, in St. Martin’s and caught a plane to Miami to be with our son Jeb and his wife Colu and family—the second commercial flight for George in twelve and a half years. We had dinner together at Joe’s Stone Crab and went to bed at Jeb and Colu’s house.

The next morning, George and Jeb played golf with Arnie Palmer and Joe DiMaggio. Even for a former president who’s a first-class name-dropper, that was pretty tall cotton. The treat for me was that Winnie Palmer came and rode the golf cart with me. Winnie was a truly precious friend and both George and I have missed her since she died in 1999. She was a great clipper of articles about books or movies that she thought we would enjoy. One time she had highly recommended a movie. We saw it and it was poor at best. When I was talking to her on the phone next, I mentioned that we thought the movie she had recommended was really awful. Her answer was: “Oh, well, now I won’t go see it.” I loved that. I know more people who think Winnie was one of their best friends and no one who didn’t love and admire her.

That night I flew to Jacksonville, Florida, to attend my first Mayo Clinic Board meeting. Fairly soon after the election, I was visited at the White House by Dr. Robert Waller, head of the Mayo Foundation at that time; Ed Spencer, chairman of the board; and former Senator Howard Baker, a member of the board. (Actually I’m not sure if Howard came to the meeting or just called in.) All three urged me to come on the Mayo Clinic Foundation Board. The Mayo Clinic had been called in by the White House doctor, Burt Lee, when George and I had been separately diagnosed with Graves’ disease and the staff had treated us with the great care they are known for. I didn’t kid myself that I was invited to join because of my medical knowledge or even my brilliance. I was invited because I married well. So many great things have happened to me because I married well! This was not totally an altruistic act on my part because going on the board guaranteed that both George and I would receive the best medical care there is. I think of this as a gift to our children.

The board is made up of fourteen inside trustees: doctors and administrators from the three clinics, located in Rochester, Minnesota; Scottsdale, Arizona; and Jacksonville; and sixteen public trustees. The latter are academics, CEOs of major U.S. companies, political types, and so on. I may be missing a category or two, but I truly was the only person on the board who was there because of my husband’s position. My other claim to fame was that I was the oldest member when my age forced me off the board.

Howard Baker followed Ed Spencer as chair of the foundation board, and after Howard’s resignation, Frances Fergusson, president of Vassar College, became the first female chair. Since the board is heavy on the male side, I thought it spoke so well for those gentlemen that they No. 1, recognized Fran’s ability; and No. 2, were secure enough to ask a woman to lead them. She was a really great choice.

I made some very nice friends, had some marvelous experiences while there, and tried hard to do what was asked. I flew home from Spain one year and missed dinner with King Juan Carlos and Queen Sophia, and another year I flew from the Far East to attend board meetings.

Having just said how great I was, I should explain that this clinic has been fantastic to us. I promise I only will mention this once, but in the last seven years, between the two of us, we have had ten operations. For people who feel like a million dollars, that is hard to explain. I have had two hip replacements and George has had one. I have had five feet operations (now wait a minute—I didn’t say I have five feet, just five operations) and two back operations. Six of these were done at the Mayo Clinic.

I swore George into secrecy about one operation on my foot. He obviously didn’t listen because lying in the hospital bed I turned on C-SPAN and there was George in Chicago speaking. To my horror I heard him saying that I was sorry not to be with them, but I was in the hospital after a foot operation. He went on to say that I had made him promise not to tell, so all he would say was that now “I was a perfect NINE.” I’m sure people were still confused. The truth is, I had a toe removed, and had a second one removed a few years later. Anyone who has ever had problems with their feet will understand how great it feels to get rid of the pain, even if it means amputation. I’m in heaven now.

The other day I walked into the beauty parlor and a woman said, “You look great. How do you feel?” I answered her, “I feel great, but let me give you a little advice. When you see a friend who is over seventy-five, stop at ‘You look great.’ Otherwise you can be sure that nine times out of ten they’ll tell you, at great length, just how they feel.” It is horrible to get older and have to listen to others’ ailments when yours are so much more interesting!

I stayed on the Mayo board from February 1993 to February 2001 and was very proud when year after year U.S. News & World Report put them at the top of the medical care list in most categories. Patient care is their top priority. Although I am off the board as I write, I will never lose my interest in this great institution.


March—Pop is coming along slowly, but surely. I will be glad when he starts on his book.* It will give him something to focus on. He still reads the papers from cover to cover and listens to the commentators laud Bill Clinton and dump on him.

April 6—What a year this has been. Today we are sick at heart. Our gallant, funny, awkward Ranger Boy† died. He had to be put down. He was riddled with cancer…. George didn’t need this now. Everyone loved our Ranger Boy. I immediately thought of all our White House friends who loved Ranger. Poor little Millie, all alone. George said at lunch today, “Ranger had no enemies.”



I felt so sorry for George. He loved Ranger and got such pleasure walking, playing, and laughing with and at him. He and Don Rhodes, our dear friend who has been in our lives for almost forty years and without whom we really could not exist, truly mourned Ranger’s death. George had been so brave about losing the election and then the death of his wonderful mother, who died shortly afterward. But he couldn’t hide his feelings about Ranger. I believe Ranger’s death allowed him to vent his accumulated grief over the three losses. I am not in any way comparing Ranger’s death to that of George’s mother, but just saying that this was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

 

A greater sadness for me that spring was the illness and eventual death of my brother Jim. He had diabetes and cancer, suffered a heart attack and blood clots. It was a vicious circle in that he had to stop the chemotherapy when he had the heart attack and go off blood thinner. That caused clots and they had to amputate his leg. He was like Job, with the very most courageous heart you can imagine. His wife Margie also was so caring and brave. My darling, funny brother Jim died on June 22 at home with hospice and a loving wife at his side.

 

On April 15 we flew to Kuwait with a planeload of family and friends at the invitation of the Kuwaiti government. George had not been there since it was liberated from Iraq during Desert Storm two years earlier. I wrote in my diary:


We were met at the airport by the Emir and Crown Prince, members of the cabinet, and our ambassador and his wife, Skip and Peggy Gnehm. We did all the usual things, men in one room and ladies in the other. We drove to Bayan Palace and all along the way were people cheering and waving George Bush posters and American flags and Kuwaiti flags. And the women make a unique high keening sound with their tongues at the top of their mouths. All were screaming and smiling. They blew kisses, etc.

We later heard after we left the country that all were not so very pleased to see us. A group of Iraqis (under the direction of Saddam Hussein’s minions) had planned to bomb our car, but were discovered before they could accomplish the nasty deed. President Clinton bombed some strategic military sites to let Saddam know that he would not tolerate such action.

It was a very moving trip for us all. We were hosted at the most beautiful dinner parties during our visit. Shaikha Awatif had a beautiful dinner for me attended by 400 ladies, and the Emir had 600 men for George and gave him Kuwait’s highest decoration. It only has been given four other times and was a very warm and moving ceremony, I heard.

We did so many things, all interesting, but the highlights for me were a meeting with the Emir and Crown Prince in a huge tent; and a visit to Parliament where George gave a short from-the-heart talk. A poem was read and George was highly lauded. George got teased by Fitchy [our neighbor Jack Fitch] as he was referred to as “a stallion.”

…The occupation [of Kuwait had] started in August of 1990 and ended February of 1991. Just before liberation, the Iraqi invaders burned, broke, and bombed that which they had not already stolen. They took around 800 hostages those last few days, many tortured, many still detained, and many dead. So there is a big POW-MIA group. Every building we went into has been rebuilt in the last two years. The Parliament was rebuilt by the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers. It is beautiful. We saw before and after pictures and they are hard to believe.

…We went from the Parliament to a museum. It is a large shambles now. The Iraqis visited the museum in July of 1990 as guests of the Kuwaitis, spotted all the treasures they wanted, and then when they invaded a month later, they knew what they wanted and where it was. The same people went immediately to the museum and took as many of their treasures as they could. They burned and bombed the building the last week of the war, including the films and all records.




April 14—We went out to the oil fields and saw oil lakes and burned twisted equipment, etc. It looked like a bad nightmare. Amazingly enough, the blackened desert is showing a touch of color. It turns out that the oil slick kept the moisture in and now the desert is greening just a little. Nature is tough and wonderful.

Later we went to visit a home and a hospital for sick and deformed children. They had been thrown into the streets, [their] incubators were taken and sent to Baghdad during the invasion. These invaders were animals.



We returned to Kuwait in 2001 to celebrate the tenth anniversary of the liberation, along with General Norman Schwarzkopf, Margaret Thatcher, John Major, and many others involved in the coalition. The city has been rebuilt, but the prisoners of war are still unaccounted for* and the museum is still in shambles. The memories of the atrocities are still there, and the affection for the coalition members is stronger than ever. It was a poignant return.

April 27—We had Margaret Thatcher for breakfast. She is on a speaking tour. She had just come from the Reagan Library’s celebration of Ron’s birthday. She said it was a great evening, but very long. When Ron got up to speak he had his cards, and when he looked up from the cards and then looked down again, he read the same card again. She said that it was very embarrassing and that people were marvelous and all clapped and laughed in the same places. It never made the papers. Amazing.


I did read about this incident after President Reagan wrote that incredible letter and told us all he had Alzheimer’s. What a glorious man and what a tragedy for both him and Nancy.

 

In early May, we moved our household to Kennebunkport. To give you a flavor of our first summer out of office, I’d like to share just a few of my diary notes:


The town had the warmest welcome home for us on the Town Green in front of The Captain Lord Mansion. It was so sweet.

…G. went to visit Nick and Kitty Brady* in the Bahamas, played golf and went fishing. He said the bone fishing was spectacular.

On Monday May 17th I left Maine and flew to NYC…We went right to McMillan’s (better learn how to spell it, now they are my publisher!)† There we met with Benita Somerfield‡ and talked about The Barbara Bush Foundation for Family Literacy. Things seem to be going well there. We are going on with our grant giving—$100 thousand to MRS. BUSH’S STORY HOUR for starters. We have around $8 million in the bank and $2 million more promised. Not bad.

After a literacy event in NYC, I flew to Houston to do two fund-raisers for Kay Bailey Hutchison. Kay is running for the United States Senate. She’s a good candidate and can win this race IF we get the vote out.§

From Houston to Boise, Idaho, where I had lunch with my dear friend, Louise McClure, U.S. Senator Jim McClure’s wife. After lunch we went to call on their Literacy Lab at the public library, a good adult program and dear children. I read a book to the children. In the evening there were two receptions and my speech. This was sort of a typical speaking day—visit a local program, read to kids, and speak. This way one can call attention to the local program and the need for volunteers and money.



(While I was on my trip George was on a trip to Argentina and Brazil giving speeches and visiting with our friend President Carlos Menem. In early June he was in Cannes, France, and Geneva and Lugarno, Switzerland, with our son Marvin’s wife Margaret. Before the year was out he traveled to Puerto Rico, Hong Kong, Taiwan, England, Mexico, Canada, and Sweden. He was working too hard and still does today, at age seventy-nine.)


May 21—I am in Rochester at a Mayo Clinic Board meeting. It has been a very exciting week for us all. First of all DORO AND BOBBY HAD A BIG BABY BOY yesterday at 2:15. Robert Daniel Koch weighing in at 10 lbs. 6 oz., our 13th grandchild. I cannot believe it. Thank God that my baby and hers are well and strong. Bobby says that both are doing very well and that the little one has a full head of black hair. 10 lbs. 6 oz.—a whale!!! I also thank God that he has been so good to all Bushes. We have our health and each other.

We had some interesting houseguests, some invited and some not. Larry and Janis Gatlin and their daughter and son came for a brief stay. They were such fun. George loved playing golf with Larry. Larry was starring in WILL ROGERS on the stage in New York. They arrived on Sunday afternoon and flew back to NYC with us on Tuesday in time for the evening show. THE GATLINS were invited.

Monday at lunch we were sitting on the deck overlooking the Atlantic Ocean when Larry started wiping at his head and shifting his chair. Some birds had nested in the eaves over his head and were using Larry as a repository for their droppings. I’m afraid we all got laughing so hard and were not very sympathetic. Larry was a very good sport. THE BIRDS were the uninvited guests.




June 12—We had a wonderful weekend over Pop’s birthday. For months he had been planning a visit for the military nurses who were so nice to him at the White House. They had given him neck treatments to loosen up those knots [in his neck]. During these White House treatments, they would play tapes. One of the tapes they listened to was Roger Whittaker’s.* Kim Siniscalchi became the president of “The Roger Whittaker Fan Club” and George, the recording secretary. They had a lot of fun with all of this.

George found Roger’s agent in Florida and got his United States tour schedule and his telephone number in England. I think that Natalie Whittaker did not believe it when George said that he was the President of the USA,* explained about the nurses and that he wanted to invite them for a weekend in June to Kennebunkport. I believe she called the White House switch board to verify the call and only then accepted his invitation. Only Kim knew he was coming. Natalie and Roger drove up in the early afternoon and we immediately liked them. We threw a sandwich down them and rushed out to play golf. We got home in time to greet the nurses, all 6 of them, who had driven up in a van. They were so cute, 5 ladies and 1 man, Kim, Ellen Tolton, Paula Trivette, Debbie Beatty, Mary Jackson, and Art Wallace. They are all married and all officers. They all had on T-shirts with Roger’s picture on one side and their own on the other. They also had their motto on the shirt, “More Roger in Our Lives.” They said when they stopped for a bite on the way up they raised a lot of eyebrows and could see that people were wondering just who they were.

…When they got to our gate a guard looked at them and said, “Who is this Roger Whittaker anyway? He’s up at the house right now.” So our surprise was out seconds before they arrived. The girls threw themselves out of the car and into George’s and Roger’s arms. That started a great weekend of singing, golf, bike riding and walking.



Unfortunately, there was no walking for me, as I can’t walk into town to this day because I get stopped by people asking for autographs and pictures. George says if I would just dye my hair, I could go anywhere I wanted.

The Whittakers have become good friends and Natalie and I exchange e-mails often. Hers are so funny and delightful. I understand the nurses go to every concert they can when Roger is in the U.S.A.

 

We entertained a lot that summer, with houseguests galore. All our children came at different times and also together. They all had guests. This prompted George to say: “Don’t houseguests know they don’t have houseguests?” The answer is that our children don’t know that, thank heavens. The Point sang with the noises of horseshoes, tennis, water polo, and bike riders. It was not unusual to look in the tiny playroom off the kitchen and dining room and to see eight grandchildren of all ages curled like puppies on the sectional couch watching television.

Our wonderful housekeeper, Paula Rendon, who has been with us since Doro was born, fed armies with some high school and college youth to help with beds, dishes, and cleaning. Sometimes Paula’s patience would wear a little thin—especially with the sweet young girl who worked for us—and I would hear Paula muttering in Spanish under her breath, “stupido, stupido.” I was so worried she had offended the girl that I asked her one day if she had hurt feelings. “Oh, don’t worry,” she said sweetly. “I don’t speak Spanish.”

We did lots of buffets. A favorite menu was lemon chicken; a rice ring filled with baby peas, fresh if possible; and sliced tomatoes on the side. (Fresh Maine corn and fresh Maine vine-ripened tomatoes are the best in the world.) This was followed by Paula’s blueberry or pecan pie with ice cream.


LEMON CHICKEN, BY PAULA RENDON

(Marvin Bush’s favorite dish)

SERVES 6

3 breasts of chicken (halved and halved again)

½ cup flour

1 stick butter

2 tablespoons dry vermouth

2 tablespoons lemon juice

¼ teaspoon grated lemon rind

Salt and pepper to taste

1 cup heavy cream (variable to thicken into gravy consistency)

Lightly flour and salt and pepper chicken; fry the chicken golden brown in butter for 14 minutes, then set aside. Discard butter, but 1 tablespoon. Scrape flour sediment and soften with vermouth, lemon juice, and lemon rind. In moderate heat, add heavy cream (I lighten with half-and-half to make a little more gravy) and stir. Arrange chicken in layers in casserole and pour gravy over. The more gravy the better. Sprinkle with parmesan cheese.

Bake for 30 minutes in 350-degree oven.



This recipe reminds me of a letter I received in the White House from a doctor suggesting that I was trying to kill George Bush with such unhealthy meals. I think he saw one of my recipes printed in a magazine or something. Unhealthy maybe, but oh, so good!

 

In early July President F. W. de Klerk of South Africa came for lunch. He arrived in style as president of a large country, in a government plane and with many staff. (Strange for me to say, I guess, when the American president seems to travel with an army of security, staff, and a gigantic press corps.) Several years later he visited us in Houston as South Africa’s vice president. Quite a difference. He flew commercially and only had two others in their party. One of them told me that de Klerk had only stayed on in hopes of helping Nelson Mandela with a peaceful transition, which they managed quite successfully. I’m sure that it wasn’t easy to go from president to vice president, but he loved his country that much.

I might add here a note about Nelson Mandela: He and George also have stayed friends and occasionally talk on the phone. We had a nice conversation with him in 2001 during a visit to South Africa. At age eighty-two, he walked straight as an arrow and told us he was happily married to his second wife. He is dedicating the rest of his life to peace, concentrating at this moment on Africa and the Middle East.

 

On July 14, we hosted the first meeting of the board of trustees for the George Bush Presidential Library Foundation. This was a group of our closest friends who were coming together to help raise money for George’s Library, to be built on the campus of Texas A&M University in College Station, Texas. Most of the board stayed downtown, but we invited Lee and Walter Annenberg* to stay in the renovated Bungalow, Mrs. Bush’s summer cottage that George bought from her estate. Unlike many summer cottages that are enormous, this is truly a cottage. We have often stayed with Lee and Walter at their beautiful home in Palm Springs, California, and everything is perfect. Everything was and is not perfect in the Bungalow. It’s nice and clean. The master bedroom is about the size of Lee’s closet at home, but the ocean view is grand and the air is heavenly. Both Lee and Walter were so dear about their tiny little quarters; Lee raved over everything and everyone.

We were so thrilled by the people who came, especially ninety-year-old Don Luis Ferre, the former governor of Puerto Rico, and his wife Tiody. I wrote in my diary:


They came in trolleys from the Colony Hotel for cocktails, then back by trolley to the River Club for a catered lobster bake. After dinner we went across the street to the Casino.† Dick Cheney, Tip O’Neil, and Dick Jackman‡ spoke and dear Jane Weintraub§ sang. It was a great evening.

The next day we all met at the Colony Hotel for a library meeting, and it was amazing that so many people were so surprised about Texas A&M. They showed a superb film and no one realized that it is the third or fourth largest university in the country, fifth in National Merit scholars, and eighth in research funding. I remember Walter Annenberg said that when he goes back to college he thinks he’ll go to A&M.



 

In August George and I, along with Noelle, our beautiful eldest granddaughter and Jeb’s daughter, flew to Madrid with our much younger cousins, Debbie and Craig Stapleton,* and their daughter Wendy for a wonderful trip. The girls were around fifteen or sixteen at the time, and we had a fabulous time with all of them. Back to my diary notes:

George gave his speech at Euroforum to Universidad Conplutense—cursos de verano.† Meanwhile the girls and I went to visit the unbelievable monastery. I don’t know if they call it the EL ESCORIAL or if that is the name of the town.‡ We were greeted by the director and a marvelous guide and shown all over this famous cathedral. King Felipe built this lovely edifice in the 15th century in 22 years. It is filled with El Greco’s and many famous Spanish, Italian, and Dutch paintings. It is enormous and has one of the most ornate and large altar areas that I have ever seen. The church part is square, in the style of a Greek cross. There are many Turkish influences, the most obvious being the blue and white tiles. Room after room is filled with paintings of the Spanish royalty starting with Charles. Every single Spanish king and many wives have been buried in the most ornate, domed room in the bowels of the building. The caskets are layered (one on top of the other) and are made of marble. The walls are fine pink and gray marble. There is an enormous chandelier in the middle.


(We then went from Madrid to Rabat for George and Craig to play golf with the king of Morocco, King Hassan II, a respected and close friend.)


Craig said that they had the biggest crowd of ball markers, advisors, etc. There were three teams and so they played a six-some. It took hours. George later told me that he thought there were about 100 people and that his majesty had 50 clubs in the biggest golf bag he had ever seen.

…The ladies were taken to Bouznika to see the King’s Arabian horses. [The King’s wife]* greeted us with the young princess who had met us at the plane wearing a black Chanel suit with a blue and black blouse and very clunky funky platform shoes. Noelle and Wendy died over her clothes, they loved them so. It was very hot. I had on a blue denim dress that I had worn for years with navy blue pumps. I asked Her Highness if I should wear my sneakers (I did not, thank heavens) to the horse farm and she said, “yes,” and that she was going to change her shoes and I would be surprised. When we got to the farm she had on high top tennis shoes made of the same material as her blouse and, the girls noticed, as the lining of her Chanel skirt. The girls seemed to know that these shoes cost $700. They were drooling.

I thought that I had seen some pretty great farms, but this is like nothing I had ever seen before. First of all this farm is in the middle of a very big desert. From the moment we arrived at the gate the desert turned into a flower garden. The stables were of ornate plaster carving with glorious tiles and domed roofs. (Somewhat like the brick Mexican domes.) The horses were led out and were like ballet dancers. And incidentally they were much better dressed than I was.

…We went to the same summer palace (Skhirat) that George and I had been to before. Beautiful, on the beach, and we sat with the wife of the King, a charming woman, their three daughters and two sons on a large terrace overlooking a small harbor that held the King’s boats. Two of the daughters were married and the third is engaged. The third, who is 25, will be married when it rains. “It would not be appropriate to have a celebration when the country is suffering from a drought.” The princess did not seem to be praying for rain.

…Then His Majesty and George arrived. Shortly after that three of the dearest children arrived, two boys in linen suits and one little girl. They raced up to hug His Majesty. All the middle generation seemed to watch the King all the time. They bowed over his hand as did all the servants. An amazing country.



(In spite of all the grandeur, King Hassan and his family made the Bushes and Stapletons feel very much at home. As I edit this in 2002, I am pretty sure the present king, King Muhammad VI, was there that night.)


We flew that night to Tangier and boarded Trammell Crow’s lovely yacht THE MICHAELA ROSE and cruised to Gibraltar. We toured after a breakfast with the Governor Sir John and Lady Isabel Chapple. It’s a fascinating “Rock” with extraordinary history and is now British territory and a thorn in the Spanish side. There are 32 miles of tunneling in the rock, more underground miles than there are on the surface. There is a population of 30,000 and hundreds of thousands of tourists. It is a tremendous maintenance and refueling port. Our 6th Fleet was here during Desert Storm, I believe.

We drove up to several sites and fed the “apes.” I would call them monkeys. If a monkey could be called spoiled, these monkeys were really spoiled rotten. They grabbed bananas from our hands and made rude noises.



We continued cruising along the coast of Spain. I jumped ship in Palma to fly back to attend the August Mayo Clinic meeting, so our daughter-in-law Margaret Bush joined the party. Trammell and Margaret Crow, our great friends in Dallas, were so generous to lend their boat to us.

 

I felt that summer we all began to settle into our new life and our new routine. I wrote this letter to Julie Cooke, my No. 2 at the White House, on August 30:


We have had all our gang up here at one time or another…Jeb and George are both running for governor of their respective states. WOW! I am flabbergasted that they want to run, but they do. Jeb has sold out of all his business and has a tough primary campaign ahead for a year. George will have less trouble in the primary, but a really ugly general election. Meanwhile we are all watching the Texas Rangers* from afar and each morning awaken to race for the papers to see if they won or lost the night before.

That precious and wonderful George Bush hasn’t changed one bit. He is still inviting the world over and regrets those he left out. We have the oddest groups staying here that you have ever heard of. Brent Scowcroft; [his secretary] Flo Gantt; Ginny and Rob Mulberger (Brent’s right hand assistant who worked at the NSC with him, and her husband); Condi Rice (now provost at Stanford!!); and Arnie Kanter.† This group is known as “The Book Group.” They are working with George and Brent on their book.

Also staying with us are Barbara Patton and Jack Steel, two close friends from Houston who are big volunteers in our office.

AND…get this…THE OAK RIDGE BOYS are here…all four of them with wives. Why Paula doesn’t collapse, I don’t know. We have so many beds now and, as I said, George wants them all filled.

I heard him on the phone yesterday inviting Cardinal Law (Boston), Cardinal O’Connor (New York), Cardinal Baum (St. Louis), and Father Murphy [from Boston] all for lunch tomorrow. They will be here with “The Book Group”; and Chrissie Evert, Andy Mill, and their baby will be arriving later today. Some combination, huh?

George discovered during the visit just before lunch that the Cardinals knew Bishop Jack Allin, our minister at St. Ann’s by the Sea,‡ so he called Jack and asked him to join us. During this lunch our cousin John Walker, his wife Katharine and daughter dropped by with their friend and houseguest, Kimba Wood, a very attractive judge who was nominated by Bill Clinton for Attorney General and was caught up in a “nanny gate” situation. What fun and what a nutty household we are running!

My reading of the summer has not been of the highest type so have no recommendations. I tried Colony after loving Outer Banks,* but just couldn’t concentrate.

Love to you Julie,

BPB



That letter painted a good picture of the summer of 1993. Hectic, but fun.

Thinking back on it, I was really surprised that George and Jeb wanted to have anything to do with politics after 1992. Both of them had worked hard in the campaign, and both of them had seen the tough, dirty side of politics—the lies and negative campaigning. Both of them saw and felt how much losing hurt. It does. As I recall, George W. asked us what we thought, and I told him that he should NOT run against the very popular Governor Ann Richards. I did not think he could win. His father was much wiser and offered no advice. To this day George W. teases me about that advice. You notice he didn’t take it either.


September 6—We are beginning to wind down. Yesterday was the last Sunday at St. Ann’s by the Sea. At church yesterday we sang a hymn, and George leaned over and said, “That’s the way Mom went.” The theme was about being “prepared to go home.” Then a little later he said, looking at a stained glass window of Jesus holding out his arms to a child, “That makes me think of Robin.”

That seemed so strange to me for when the second lesson (Romans 12:9–21) was read I thought about George and his great generosity. He forgives. He works on the theory that it is better to make a friend than an enemy. When I told George that I thought of him when I heard the lesson, he said that wasn’t true, but that is what I see. He is a good man.†

September 13—Prime Minister Rabin of Israel and Yassir Arafat of Palestine were signing a peace accord on the White House lawn. George and I were invited to go and stay at the White House. It was right and proper that he be there. I am just not ready to go back yet. George was going anyway on Tuesday to push for the NAFTA Treaty* to be passed by Congress, an initiative that he was such a part of. He is more generous than I am. During the campaign Clinton did not take a side on NAFTA, but now that he needs help he calls on George, Jerry Ford, and Jimmy Carter.

I am very happy George is there, as this signing would never have taken place without him, ever. And R.R. [Ronald Reagan] must get a lot of credit for rebuilding our defenses and keeping us strong. AND if G. hadn’t fought the pressure from the Jewish lobby to make immense loan guarantees without Israel’s word that they wouldn’t build in the occupied territories, the Arabs would NOT have come to the table. If G. had not gathered the free world together and freed Kuwait and secured the safety of Israel, the Arabs and the Jews would NOT have come to the table. The whole world knows this. Brian Mulroney† and Colin Powell called George to tell him that they knew that and to congratulate him.

G. met with Arafat and said he was charming. Amazing. Whoever thought that we’d recognize him—a sworn terrorist?…One man’s terrorist is another man’s hero.

…The next morning they had the NAFTA push in the East Room. We all saw it on the TV. Bill gave an impassioned speech. All the others spoke. George said after hearing B.C. speak he understood why Bill was living in the White House and he wasn’t. He got a nice laugh. J. Carter made news speaking up about the dangers of Ross Perot, “a demagogue, who because he has money, feels he can buy his way through life.”…Ross has intimidated members of Congress by telling them that if they vote for NAFTA his “army” will work to defeat them….

September 17—I spoke in Richmond, Virginia, for a New Women’s Center and Peggy Swift met Nancy Huang* there and helped her. Peg slipped out during dinner and did not say good-bye. How I will miss her and wish her all the best. She has been the greatest help and done the best job. She is like a member of our family. I think that Nancy will be wonderful, also.



 

In October we headed back to Houston, where our new house had been under construction all summer. The house was—and is—a dream. Finally, it was moving day.


October 18—Laura [Bush] and [her friend] Lynn Munn came from Midland and Dallas and worked for two full days opening barrels and boxes and putting things away. Those girls lined all our drawers with white poster paper that they cut to fit the drawers. They were fabulous. Mark Hampton’s† assistant Nancy came from New York and put my beautiful new couches in place and helped place our old furniture. Nancy Huang, my new personal aide, and Jean Becker [who came to Houston to do research for my book and help me with speeches] unpacked my office and literally after two days everything was almost unpacked and put away. Ed Eubanks, our architect, was in there pitching in all day long. Paula gave orders and worked hard. The beautiful curtains went up in the house…We were all sitting on the floor eating when George walked in. There were workmen all over the place finishing up and he joined us for a bite and returned to the office. They teased him badly, but it was just right that he dropped in and then left. I heard that he stopped and had his picture taken with all those talented workmen who worked day and sometimes late in the evening to get us in our house. Nice. He had already moved his clothes in over the weekend and set up his closet.

That afternoon I washed my hair and went with George to the Houston Convention Center* where they named a large room THE GEORGE BUSH GRAND BALLROOM. There was a big crowd and it was so touching. That night we could barely move, we were so tired.

The next day Mark Hampton arrived and what a touch he has. Laura, Lynn, and Ed spent the day handing him things. He placed every book and hung every picture without hesitation. Every single thing we own never looked better than they do in this house. It is truly a golden house and everywhere I look I am reminded of some wonderful beautiful happy part of our life. What a life it has been.

I love our new house!!! It is twice as pretty as I thought it would be!!!



 

It was a very full fall. In November, we went to Washington where first we saw Doro and her new, very huggable, squishy baby Robert. Then we went to Colin Powell’s retirement ceremony from the military. It was a beautiful “good-bye” to a great man and friend. We would never have gone back to Washington if it hadn’t been for our love and respect for Colin. I sat next to Michael Powell, Alma and Colin’s very attractive lawyer son. We had a good cry together. Colin was the “first” in many things: the first African-American to come up through the ranks of the ROTC, the first to become chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff; and now of course the first African-American Secretary of State.

Here are some diary notes from some of our other activities that fall:

I read two books that Caroline Seitz† had given me. Loved them both. Devices and Desires by P.D. James and The Light Years by Elizabeth Jane Howard. Ms. Howard writes in the most pleasant fashion and seems to notice things that happen to all of us, so you find yourself saying, “How funny. That is just exactly the way it is.”


[image: 31]

Attending Colin Powell’s retirement ceremony, November 1993.

FAMILY SCRAPBOOK


November 13—I flew with Lod* and Carole Cook to Beijing. We will meet up with George in Hong Kong later in the week. Lod was there on business and Carole and I shopped and went sightseeing.

After our bags arrived we, Chinese security, U.S. security and a lady from the Chinese protocol went for a walk down the street, looking like a small army, towards the Friendship Store. What a change [from when we lived there]. Many neon lights. Many street vendors. Many beggars. I saw a mother with a baby in her arms holding her hands out and one with the boy’s hands cupped in the same position. That killed me. That did not happen in the “bad old days.”

…The number of new buildings is unending. I was told with pride that “this is a joint venture building with Canada” or “this building is owned by China’s richest man, a many times millionaire…” China’s richest man! China never had a “richest man” when we lived there. If they did, they never let us know about it.

Looking from my hotel window I can see that the pollution is worse than ever. Rather amazingly I am looking at an overpass that certainly was not here the last time I was here. I am told that the new toll road from the airport was built in eleven months. It is a very different entrance into Beijing now. The old allowed you to get into the “China mood.” Maybe that is what the new one does also. Somewhere along the line someone suggested that Chairman Mao was like a dam; now the dam is broken, and free enterprise is flooding the country.

…The stores and restaurants are filled with Chinese, the streets are filled with cars and small yellow van taxis. It is amazing.

…All Americans think that China is “on hold” because of Tiananmen Square. While we are talking about human rights being connected to MFN* status, many many companies are doing big business in China. I was amused to see that McDonald, Kentucky Fried Chicken, Shakey’s, and Pizza Hut are all firmly ensconced in Beijing and are filled and have waiting lines.

…CNN is big in Beijing. How we would have loved that when we lived here! All the news is bad or ugly about the USA—rapes, murders, lying, and cheating. That’s what people see about our country. Now maybe nationals from other countries feel their countries are being badly depicted, too. In any case COMMUNICATION is the biggest change in a world of big changes.

…Just before lunch the NAFTA vote was announced, and the President won his vote. He got 100 Democrat and 125 Republican votes…some place in there I lost ten votes as the final vote was 235 pro. George worked hard on this and called many congressmen for the president.



 

We went on to Taiwan, Sweden, and England; home for Thanksgiving, and then back to England for a speech George was giving and a very special lunch with Queen Elizabeth.


November 30—At exactly 12:55 p.m. we arrived at the side entrance of Buckingham Palace. We were led upstairs to the private rooms where Her Majesty and Prince Philip were standing looking out a window at geese that were walking on their enormous lawn or park. We had a little sherry and small talk and Her Majesty said: “Well, I guess we better get on with what we are here for” and gave George with no fanfare the Knight Grand Cross of the Most Honourable Order of the Bath. Six generals in WW II and President Reagan are the only Americans to be so honored. Had he been British, George would be called “Sir” and been down on one knee and touched on the shoulder with a sword. The order came in two velvet boxes. One held a sunburst and the other a long collar—gold covered with enamel and very handsome. We were amused when we got back to the hotel to be asked to sign papers saying that IF George resigned from the order or on his death, the collar is to be returned to Great Britain. He may keep the sunburst. We were told that the collar was worth 25,000 pounds.* Rather amazing. That made me wonder if they put it in a museum or do they loan it to someone else? As we were sipping sherry the door opened and six little Welsh Corgis came in. They were all ages and absolutely adorable. Her Majesty and the Prince were dear to them. They did not take over or yap. Very important!

We went into a sunny small dining room and had a very relaxed pleasant lunch. Her Majesty and Prince Philip are very versed on the world and also seemed to know all about our sons running for office. We will certainly never forget that day!



 

I can’t forget it for it became a joke in George’s speeches. He says that when we got home he asked me how it felt to be married to a real live knight. My answer was, “Get the coffee, SIR George!” Sir George and I both still get the coffee and walk the dog.

One night in December we went to the Houston Museum of Fine Arts for a dinner sponsored by the Texas Heart Institute. George was to receive the Denton Cooley* Leadership Award. George gave an off-the-cuff acceptance talk, saying he really didn’t deserve the great honor except that briefly last year he had “an achy breaky heart.”† I loved that and thought it was so funny.


December 15—Saturday night Lauren and Pierce [two of Neil and Sharon’s children] came for the night. They came after dinner (I guess their mother and father didn’t trust my cooking) and were so good. We played a little PEGGITY and a game of CLUE. I had made beds on the third floor and they looked comfortable. (They didn’t want to sleep in our guest room; they wanted to sleep up on the third floor.) The only thing is that they have to use the elevator to go to the bathroom. First they wanted a drink. They were thirsty. Then they needed to go to the bathroom. Of course they didn’t close the door and so the elevator wouldn’t move. We finally solved all those problems and they settled down to sleep like babies. They are so nice, easy good children.


While we were gone the next summer we had one closet made into a half bath on the third floor!

 

Earlier that year George’s remarkable classmate from Andover, Bob Macauley, had called and asked if he could come to lunch in Kennebunkport. At that lunch, Bob asked me to become the ambassador-at-large for AmeriCares. Bob founded this incredible relief organization in 1982 because he saw a need to get aid to people without government red tape. AmeriCares supports treatment for immediate and long-term health problems, primarily with medical supplies, but they also try to tackle other problems that follow disasters. A lot of their supplies—95 percent—are in-kind gifts, meaning that pharmaceutical companies donate the supplies or large corporations lend their planes for transportation. An astonishing 98.62 percent of the money raised goes to care of the victims—victims of floods, tornadoes, landslides, hurricanes, etc., both in this country or anywhere in the world. The staff is mostly unpaid or underpaid. In 1993, AmeriCares was the biggest nongovernmental group in Yugoslavia, having already sent thirty airlifts.

In December, Bob asked me if I would accompany a planeload of supplies to Split, Croatia. He said I could bring a friend, and I immediately thought of our new family doctor, feeling that he would be of the most help if a doctor was needed. We only had several days notice, and Dr. Ben Orman rearranged his life in no time and came. So, accompanied by my aide Nancy Huang, Ben and I flew off to New York City to start our adventure. Here are some of my diary notes from the trip:


We had a press conference and then dramatically climbed on a DC-8 packed with hospital supplies and medicine in the front, and seats for about 20 in the back. Nancy and I got the two front seats—the best. They waived the “no smoking” rule, several of them smoked the whole way there. We stopped in Ostend, Belgium, at 2 a.m. and went to a darling hotel called Royal Astor Hotel, the plainest little inn, but clean and great plumbing. I got my wake-up call at 4:45 and we left for the airport at 5:30 a.m. The plane didn’t take off until 6:45 a.m. Oh boy, were we ever spoiled at the White House. We did not “hurry up and wait.”

All during the trip Bob talked about going to Sarajevo. Out of courtesy George called the State Department and CIA to let them know I was going; for advice, he called Larry Eagleburger, a friend and former ambassador to Yugoslavia [and former Secretary of State]. All three said absolutely “no” to Sarajevo. It was too dangerous as a civil war was raging there at that very moment and that if I went the USA could be blamed for any accidents. So I was to wave Bob off…Bob was hell bent to take medicine and hospital supplies to Sarajevo and had a small plane loaded when they got the word that the airport was under siege and on red alert. The pilots would not fly.

Meanwhile we went to visit refugee camps, mostly Moslem…It was so sad. Everyone wanted to return home. Families are divided. They share bedrooms with other families and have community baths. No hot water, etc. We were told that the toughest thing that the people had to fight was depression. We brought medicine for depression. I think one reason they are so depressed is that they have nothing to do. The women knit socks with the design of their villages as patterns. One woman told me that when she finishes a sock she pulls it out and starts all over. We should have taken yarn for them.*

They want to go home. They want to be with family and friends. They are worried. They’ve lost everything. The last camp we went to was the worst with housing for 100 people all sharing 4 toilets and sinks and no showers. At the camp we were to eat with the families, but hepatitis had broken out (20 cases) and our Secret Service man said we couldn’t eat with them so we brought food to eat with several chosen families, not the whole camp. We shouldn’t have eaten at all if everyone couldn’t eat. I sat across from a young couple. The man had grenade shrapnel in his leg. They had a three-month-old baby. They want to come to America. We are taking ten thousand people and they are not on the list. I could cry.



We had some press on the trip, all nice, caring people. ABC’s Anne Compton and a crew of four came along, as did syndicated columnist Georgie Ann Geyer; Massimo Calabrisi from Time; and that very famous Time photographer Carl Mydans. Carl was eighty-six at the time, a tiny little man. We all adored him. On the plane he told us, with some probing, that he and his wife Shelley were Japanese prisoners of war for three years in the Philippines during World War II. He had more energy at eighty-six than most of the rest of us.

On the way home we refueled at Rein Military base in Frankfurt, where I saw some of the military people we had met over the years at bases all over the world. After a 10-hour, 55-minute trip back to Houston, there was George with Millie waiting for me at the foot of the plane steps. We had a press conference at Ellington Air Force Base and then went home.

 

Christmas was more meaningful in 1993 than most, and we really counted our blessings.

*I’m talking about Barbara Bush: A Memoir, which was published in 1994 and covered the first sixty-eight years of my life.

*One of Millie’s puppies, Spot, is now back at the White House with her family, George W. and Laura. This could be a historical first, a dog living in the White House in two different administrations.

*George was getting ready to write a book with his national security adviser and great friend, Brent Scowcroft. A World Transformed was published by Knopf in 1998.

†One of Millie’s puppies, her only son.

*They were still unaccounted for in June 2003 and feared dead.

*Nick Brady was George’s secretary of the Treasury and they both are old, wonderful friends

†The correct spelling is Macmillan.

‡Executive director of the Barbara Bush Foundation for Family Literacy.

§Kay won, and then won again in 2000.

*A popular British ballad singer.

*George had made the phone call after we lost the election but before leaving the White House.

*Great friends and great philanthropists. Walter, among other things, founded TV Guide. He also was a very popular ambassador to Great Britain for President Nixon and Lee was chief of protocol for Ronald Reagan.

†Another building that is part of the River Club in Kennebunkport. There is no gambling there.

‡Dick, retired from Sun Oil (now Sunoco), is a well-known, very funny after-dinner speaker.

§Jane, now married to movie producer Jerry Weintraub, was Jane Morgan, the fabulous singer. She grew up in Kennebunkport and is possibly one of the nicest people I know. One of her many hits was “Fascination.”

*Craig is now the U.S. ambassador to the Czech Republic.

†I’m assuming this means summer courses.

‡El Escorial is actually a palace, monastery, and mausoleum and also is the name of the town where it is located. It was built to combine all functions of church and state.

*And in 2003 the mother of the current king.

*George W. was then managing partner of the Texas Rangers baseball team.

†Arnie Kanter served as under secretary of state from 1991 to 1993. Ginny Lampley was senior director of legislative affairs on the National Security staff from 1989 to 1993. He and Ginny both were founding partners of Brent Scowcroft’s “The Scowcroft Group,” an international advisory group based in Washington.

‡Bishop Allin at one time was presiding bishop of the Episcopal Church. At this time he was retired, spending part of the summer in Kennebunkport. He died in 1998.

*Books by Anne Rivers Siddons.

†The entire passage reminds me of George, but especially the part that says: “Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. Share with God’s people who are in need. Practice hospitality.”

*The trade agreement among the United States, Canada, and Mexico.

†Then the prime minister of Canada.

*Peggy had come to Houston with me when we left the White House. She was my aide there and became almost my “everything” in Houston. My aide travels with me, makes my schedule, does some errands, and stays in touch with our family. Peggy was leaving and Nancy was my new “everything.”

†Mark Hampton helped me decorate at the vice president’s house, Camp David, the White House, and Walker’s Point. He was a wonderful friend who sadly died in 1998.

*Its official name is the George R. Brown Convention Center.

†Wife of our ambassador to Great Britain, Raymond Seitz.

*Lod was then CEO of ARCO.

*MFN stands for Most Favored Nation; the term refers to special trading partnerships.

*The equivalent of $37,075.

*Dr. Cooley, a good friend, is a renowned heart surgeon. He performed the first heart transplant in the United States in 1968.

†Title of a country-western music song by Billy Ray Cyrus.

*I suggested this to Bob, and this miracle man sent all sorts of sewing and knitting equipment to them on the next cargo plane.
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With Betsy Heminway at Kennebunkport, August 1994.

FAMILY SCRAPBOOK

All throughout 1993 I worked on my memoirs. I carried my little Think Pad computer and pulled it out on boats, trains, planes, and in every foreign country we visited. I had more fun, and each happy memory brought forth yet another one. Lisa Drew, my editor at Scribner, insisted that I have a local editor and work from an outline. Enter Jean Becker, who really helped me. I wrote from copious diaries and letters, and then Jean edited. She read each chapter as I finished it and made tactful suggestions like “maybe you have said this or that before,” or “this might be better in another chapter.” She corrected my spelling, which is the worst, and checked on my facts, names, and stories to be sure I was truthful. Jean was a joy to work with, and I felt free to share my diaries with her. They are so personal that I can’t think of anyone else I would share them with. She knows way too much about me. After we finished the book, Jean became and still is George’s chief of staff.
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