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satire By RALPH SCHOENSTEIN minute-by-minute chronicles of the diurnal duties 
and diversions of nine men and one woman, any one of whom just might be our next head ' 
of state-as a day in the life of jim bishop might have been spent recounting them 

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF PRESIDENT GEORGE ROMNEY-OR 
ROBERT KENNEDY, RICHARD NIXON, RONALD REAGAN, 
MARTIN LUTHER KING, CHARLES PERCY, HUBERT HUMPHREY, 
NELSON ROCKEFELLER, LURLEEN AND GEORGE WALLACE 
MR. J IM BISHOP, the man who takes us £or the ages the manner in which the \,\lh,tt's next for ;\[r. Bishop in his 
into the bathtubs of the mighty, has President shaves, eats beef [or break- showerhead \·iew of history? Here, as 
wrillen A Day in the Life of Prcsi- fast and pauses with just one leg in a PLA\'BO\' exclusive, are the opening 

116 dent .fo/111s011, a book that preserves his pants to summon an aide. pages of some best-selling sequels. 



A Day in the Lile 
of President Romney 

Presiden t Romney awoke at five, 
angry at having wasted so much time 
asleep. He went to the window, 
looked down at the earth and saw 
that it was good . Then he put on his 
~weal pants and took his regular morn
ing run around his point of view. 

At 5:30, Mrs. Romney awoke and 
said, "Good morning. George." 

He scowled at the familiarity; but 
then, recogn izing her position in his 
affa irs, he smiled and te nderly shook 
hands. 

" A lovely day," she said. 
''I'll have a statemen t on that 

later," he replied ; and then he 
switched on the Mormon Tabernacle 
C hoir and marched reverently to the 
shower. 

As the cold water cascaded over 
his well-scrubbed brain, the Presi
dent double-timed in place and re
appraised his recent stand against 
long sideburns. I should have made 
it d ear, he thought, that I oppose 

them only on men. 
At 6: 15. he put on the pants of his 

hlue suit, careful to insert both legs 
down from the top, first one, then the 

other, in the custom of the t ime. 
T hen he began applying talcum to 
his temples, allowing himself the pi
ous hope t hat temples across the laml 
were shining brightly, too. 

At 6:30 , his closest advisors, H am. 
Shem and .Japheth, encered the bed 
room. ''I'm a fraid, sir," said Shem. 
"that you can' t keep delaying a state
ment on Vie1nam. T his is the firth 
anniversa1·y of Mao·s occupation." 

" l do no t en visage any forthcoming 
elaboratio n of my previous explora
tory posi tion," the Presiden1 said 
crisply. 

And then he fi nished dressing, 117 
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d1cc:ked the angle or hi, jilw and strode 
d1)w11 to the Oval Office. where he wc111 
rigill to wo1·k showing colorful slides of 
the l\l id1igan budget. 

A Day in the Life 
of l'residem Kennedy 

President Robert Kennedy awoke at 
G:30, sweating from a nightm;,rc in 
which he'd seen himself with no more 
scores 10 settle. The First Lady was al
ready kneeling beside him, kneading and 
po1111di11g his shoulders. Turning to her, 
he smiled boyishly and said, .. Did you 
have any d1ildren du1·ing the night?" 

.. No," she said, "I was surfing. But I'll 
always keep you in the pictun~:· 

"Way to go," he said. ··1 ,1lways want to 
know. Remember, you're either with me 
or agai11st me; there's no in between." 

Aud then he leaped from the bed and 
cartwheeled to lhe bathroom, where he 
started tugging his forelock. "Put on the 
record'" he called, and t11e suite was 
soon filled wid1 Sir John Gielgud's reso
nam reading of Thirty DfJys to a More 
Pawet"ful Vocabular)'. 

By 6:45, he had showered, shaved, 
stre'tchell his hair and was back in the 
bedroom, where he wolfed clown a 
breakfast of VVheatena and Schliu. 

.. Ready ... set _ .. go!" cried the 
First Lady, clicking a stop w:1tch as t11e 
Presidem started reading the Time.s. 

Four minutes and 38 seconds later, he 
reached the ol>ilUaries. "Damn!" he said. 
"That was rouen!" 

"Maybe," she sai<.1, "the four-minute 
Times can't be done." 

Slamming the table, he cried, "ll1ere's 
nothing that can't be done! Now let's hit 
The List. \\lho are we up m?" 

Picking up a long sheet of paper, she 
s.1id, "Portland Hoffa. \Vait a minme: 
Sire's no relation." 

"OK, spare her. \.Vho's next?" 
As the First Lady read. the President 

settled down to the morning's work. 

A Day in the Lire of President Nixon 

President Nixon awoke at eight and 
lay for a moment in the still room, Jisren· 
ing to his beard grow. Then he rc;,checl 
out for the result o[ a poll on whether he 
should get up. It was starting the clay 
with a tough decision: Only 51 pcrcelll 
or the people wanted him up (42 percent 
didn't and 7 percent were undecided), 
b111 he slill had a majority. so he rose. 
remo,·ed his pajamas and walked to the 
bathroom with his copies of Tire New 
Yo,-k Times and Roys' Life. At once, he 
saw a jarring headline: 

IS THE NEW NEW NIXON 

JUST Tl-I£ I' IRST ONE? 

He decided to name a faa-finding 
team to read the story for him. interpret 
it and have the :1111hor fired. It had Ix-en 
so many years since he'd been ruthless 
and today he was feeling nostalgic. 

While brushing hiis teeth (25 real. 13 

false, dms giving him six spares), he 
thought, It"s so nice to finally be Presi
<klll. At last I G111 be my re:1I self. 

On a pad above the sink, he wrote, 
"Find a rc-;1I setr. Arrange briefings." 

At 8: 15. he cntcr<.--cl the shower; .md 
at 8: I !I, his head now dean both outside 
and in, he wem back lo the bedroom, 
where he met i\lrs. Nixon, an old friend. 

"I wam to take this opponunity," he 
s:1icl in 1hc silly secret t..1lk they ortcn 
shared, "to thank you for all your 
support." 

And then he c.1llcd in his secretary 
and L>cg.111 dictating a position paper on 
a possible stand agai11st urban riots. 

"\\'hile the riots seem to do more 
ha1m t11a11 good," he said, "I am frank to 
admit that a wider s;1mpling would l>c a 
helter basis for generalization. Now, if 
we could also have Toledo, Tampa and 
Yonkers. . " 

A Day in the Lire 
o( President Reagan 

President Re.1gan awoke at G:45 and 
smikd at the brilliam sun. hoping it was 
beaming as brightly on all 1he shulTie
boarders, prunepickers, mO\•ie fans and 
old fanatics who had started him down 
the road to ,.he \r\'hire House . 

'"Zip-a-dce-doo-dah, look at that sky!" 
he told the First Lady. "l gotta do some 
loc;uion stuff. Let"s go dedicate a national 
park or a statue of Barry and then let's 
go and throw some Federal funds in the 
Colorado." 

"You hal'e a press conference at elev
en," she said. 

"Oh, hell, have 'em use a rerun. I'm 
not taking ;u1y newfangled stands right 
now; I still like 1he old ones. Hey. that 
reminds me: How"d you like my speech 
on the i\f arshall Plan?" 

"I thought you were for it." 
"Well. by golly. this one really had me 

on the fcnte: but then I wclll. up to 
Grant's Tomb and p1~1ycd awhile and 
the whole thing came 10 me in a flash: 
That d:mm J\larshilll Plan is just .motlier 
case of the Federal Government doing 
something that the slates can do them
.rellll,J!" 

The First Lady smiled proudly, put 
her head on the President's shoulder. 
s:1w that he needed a touch-up and got 
1hc Clairol. Tenderly rubbing it in. she 
said, "You know. Ronnie, sometimes I 
jus1 have to pinch myselr." 

"Gee, honey," he said, "I should be 
doing d1at /01· you, hut i1 leads to all that 
scratching and biting and tl1en I need 
rn;ike-up. which of course I never use." 

"Oh, I'm not. talking about sex. I don't 
mind waiting 1ill your tcnn is over; it's 
1101 that big a change in our routine. I 
pinch mysetr bcrause I just c,m't believe 
that a General .-\nists man is really Pre.
ident. I alwa}'s thought the \\'hite House 
would go to .'\shley F,1mous." 

"The G. A. C. hoys should be proud: 

I've ad-libbed the whole Presidency. I 
didn't lc.tr11 a line for i1, 1101 ('ven the 
Constillttion. Anyway, this womlerhd 
wtunry runs itscll- \'ery nicely. I mi~ht 
add, without imerfcrence from th(' 
F<:dcral Governmem." 

At 7:10, while pu11i11g Plus White on 
his teeth, the Preside111 tried to remem
ber some of die prayers that K11utc: 
Rockne's mother used IO say; but he 
gave up when he realized t11at she'd s;1icl 
them in Norwegian. 

A few minutes later, he and 1he Fi1'5t 
Lady wem in 10 brcaklast. Bowing his 
head toward the Sugar Pops (whose irrev
ere11t crackling made him frown), the 
President softly s;1id, "0 ,\ligh1y Boss 
of the Big Academy in the Sky, let me 
govern today in one take, with no s1:1tic 
from Steve Allen, hut wirh a dear voite 
for all the little folks in the loges. who 
still know that thy gre:tll .. 'Sl temple will 
always be Shirley." 

A Day in the Lire 
of President King 

At 6:30, President i\lanin Lmher 
King awoke from a wonderful dream in 
which Stokely Carmichael and H. Rap 
Brown had both been white and SNCC 
had stood for Sout11 Norn•alk Chamber 
of Commerce. 

\,\Then UH' First Lady awoke. she 
smiled at him and he tl"icd to smile h,1ck, 
bu1 he missed it once again and had 10 
settle for a slight widening of his eye;. 

"You know." she said. 'Tm gcnin' just 
a liule tired of tl1at book end you use for 
a face." 

"I understand." he s.1id. "Verily yes.. 
Let us make sure that you never lose the 
right to reject it." 

"\Vhal I mc;m." she said, "is. com
pared to )'OIi, Gandhi was a swinger:· 

To acccm her poim. she threw an ash
tray at him, catching him S<luarely in the 
mouth. because, in the words of Alvin 
Dark, "They're all bc11cr pfaycrs." 

"Thank you." he said, "bt11 I don·1 
smoke." 

"And you don't smile and you don' t 
{,ght and- how the hell did you ever get 
elected?" 

"Or the nine million who voted, J'm 
gratified that a majority w,1111cd me." 

"\\/ell, sometimes I wish Javi1s had 
won." 

The President walked to the TV set 
and turned it on. A newscaster was say
ing that the _jmy w:1s still out in Adam 
Clay1011 Powell's third trial. 

"The Reverend Powell would he of 
mud1 greater help to our people," said 
the President, "if he would just admit 
that he's white. That's no crime, you 
know. Ju fact, it's probably coming back 
in stvle," 

"That Powell." said lhc First L,dy, 
getti11g dressed ... now tlw,·c's a hip dca-
0011. ~lany. let 's face it: You·re the 

(co11ti1111rd 011 pfJge /86) 
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A DAY IN THE LIFE (co11ti1111rd Jro111 p11gc JJ:,1 

. \fric111 Coolidge. You ,;houltl\e ma1Tied 
Mahalia J ackson and then you two 
couhl\·c stayed up aJI ni)\ht blessing 
each other." 

" If you like. my clear. you ran leave 
me. I won't hold you. I ha,·e foug-lH too 
hanl for your freedom." 

As she · walked in to breakfast, the 
First Lnlv womlen.-d if there had c,er 
hcc11 a ;1i,·01Te 11;11ni11g mankind as 
coresponden t. 

.-\ Day in the Llfe 
of P1·csidcn1 Pc1·cy 

At 7:48. President Perry stcxxl hcfore 
the bathroom mirror. once more upset to 
su: no rdlectiou. 011 this particular 
mornin~, the mirror's lack of 1·espm1sc· 
was especially dep1cssi11~. because he"d 
for~oucn his age. 

··Dear," he c;1lled to the first Lady, 
"how old am I ?" 

"Either two yc•:ll"s youuger or two 
ye:..-s o lder than Rohhy." she said. '"If 
you w :1111. I GIii look it up."' 

··No. no: it'll come to me." 
Ti~ht-lippcd. the Presideut turned 

had, 10 the wall a nd said: 

() 
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OC"t\ 
1,\C,."' 
,, ,. C' . ., ,. 
" .,. '\ 

'",\/ irr01·. mirror b,·.,·id,· 111)' low,•/ • 
.-1111 I r1'1111i1,,·ty (IJ )•Ormg {I.\ I ll'IIS 

111 lkll b J-/owl'II?" 

At 8: I 0. the Prcsidem looked out at 
the \V.1shi11g1on Monume n t. He had 
come a long ,,·ay si nce he'd heen a movie 
ushe1. lnu he knew that he still had a 
long way to ~o. He just coulcln"t figure 
out " ·ht:re. So he siopped brnoding 
about statesmanship and went back to 
bed with the 1: irst Ladv. 

'"Charks, pk,w·:· she said , when he 
ga,c her a t ight-lip ped. no-nonsense kiss 
011 rht· shoulclcL ··Doing tllllt doesn·t 
pron· you're young. i\ len of SL'VCII I )' arc 
doing- I h11t ."' 

--To )'"11?"' 

·'Not that I reGtll." 
··well. Jc-r's go through with it. any

way." he ,aid. ··1 hate start i11g things I 
don't finish ; it 's a liad cx;unple for the 
boys in .Junior Achievement. Anyway, 
I've ~01 you clmrn for 8: 12 a 11cl I hclii,ve 
in kecpi1111 appoi111mc111s:· 

'"You nmlcl ;tlways goor off for three 

or four mi 1111tc~." 

"He found his wife hy co111p11ter. Now 
he's trying lo find out how to gel rid of her." 

"Look, don't you kcl rnmamic? Or 
clo you 11/i,·11p get t:iken 10 motels by 
l'n•sidc11t s?"' 

'"Oh. J"m sorry. honey: I was just tc.is
ing-: I forgc)t you don' t joke. 0( cour.w l 
feel rnmantic-: and coming here's a great 
idea. l (·oukl just ne\Cr respond at Camp 
David. llut it 11•11.t silly to register under 
another n;11nc. I mean, you I.now that 
nobody knows you." 

A Day in the Life 
o f Pn'..~idcnt Humphrey 

\\' hc11 the First L1dy awoke at 7:'.!0 
:1ml didn't see Presicle11 t Humphrey. she 
knew he had spen t anothet grim night 
with The Hook. Throwing on her robe, 
she ran to the lihrarv ,md found the 
Presiden t asleep in :1 chair. his head rest
ing 011 The ll' ist/0111 vf L. /$. ].,as told to 
Co111 tenay \/a le111i. She gently shook him 
:uul h1~ awoke. smili11g and w;wing. 

·· 11•, only me,"' ,he said, "and I \'Oted 
for you.·· 

·· 1t·s rea lly a delightful pleasure," he 
said. ··and. I 111i14h1 add. a pleasant de
light. to l-,'TC<cl my very own wife on this 
graml a ud sig11ilic:1111 occ.1sion." 

··That's good," she saicl. ··You c;m use 
it if you e,er h:"e to dedicate or l:iu11ch 
me." 

"You know. Muriel. l had the nicest 
dream. I d rcaml·cl it w:1s bcfort'. the acci
dent :111d Hig Daddy \\las still Prcsidem 
and I was again coping; with those won
derful old responsibilities of praising 
him. Gush, I was cn:n using new adjct
t in·s, word s l wish I'd thought o[ when 
he w:is a live, words like \\'ondcl"ful, 
Counselor, the i\ l ighty God, the Ewr
lasting Fatlwr. the Printc of Peace." 

" He would ha,·c liked those. I le 
would have wanted you to kct·p using 
tlll:111. But now it"s )'"",. turn. Huhen, 
aml you ha,·e lO go 0 11- in His 1,amc. 
( :omc u pstairs: hn,akfast is 1cacly." 

:\t 7 :30. as he followed the First Luly 
lo the din ing rnom. the l'residc1n stopped 
smiling wi th a shaq> 1-:rac k of h is thec ks. 
H e wa~ ckarly worried. 

'"\'ou know. honey," he said. thought
full y spinning rn1e o f his spu rs. ··maybe l 
_iu,1 wasn·1. cut. out for the top job. 
M aybe l shoulcl' n : stayl"d in the clrug• 
store. I might still h;t\·c the liberals if 1 
wccre ju,1. sellin~ "tcm K;1opcu.i te." 

··oh. .rrt·w the liberals," she said 
sweetly. ··You\'t'. still got me and the 
children." 

" (;ocxl olcl :\luricl'. I c 111 a lways wunt 
0 11 you 10 htclp me keep my perspectil'e." 

Tht-11 he rook 0111 his nott's for the 
dc-dic;11ion of 1he oalmeal. 

.-\ D,"' in the Life 
of Pn•si1icn1 Rockefdler 

At 7 : IO. !'resident Nelson Rockefeller 
awoke. :,;11 up and made some note~ fur 
his auwhi0<3raphy, tcntalively titled The 



/t11J,m·t1111cc of JJci11g Earnest. \\' hen he 
finished writing. he lc:,n~I o,·er and 
gave the First Lady a playful punc.h on 
the d1in. 

··c-mon. fella: · he said . ''Time to hit 
the deck." 

"OK. honey," she said with a y.awn. " I 
love to wau .. h you running the country." 

"And I lo,·e 10 see you beside me, 
with ;1II the meu acl111i1·ing your looks 
and all the womc11 wondering if you·re 
pregnant. You're a grand girl. Grand." 

•·say. that remind~ •ne: Tell me again 
how much it is." 

'"Oh. Happy, yor, know I ne,er count 
it." 

"Sony: I'm such a silly gome about 
securi ty." 

As the President took off his pajamas 
and Darnno111h T -shin, the First Lad y 
said. ··You know. Nelson. I was reading a 

histm1• book last night a111I I lea1 ned 
something very interesting. \'our g1,111<l
fother was a bas1an1:· 

'·J\Jy liulc ricod1e1 romance:· he said, 
playrully punching he,· again and won
de ring if he should have ma1Titd lloho. 
She smiled at him. the sweet liule smile 
that bu~~c-d so many C ,tholics, and at 
7:25. they fell imo ;111 cmurace. 

At eight o'clock. they walked together 
toward the shower. stopping only when 
they met a reporter. 

"Hi, guy." said the l'rc.-side11t. 
"i\lr. l'rcsicle111." ,;aid the m:111. "the 

entire Free \ '\lorld is wondering why you 
always SOU111I so nas;1l. Is it ingTained 
wealth or adenoids?" 

.. Lemm<: tell ya something abmu this 
wcallh business. le lla. How many meals 
a day ctt1 a guy ca1? Three, four a t the 
most. A knish here, :1 boiled pmato 
there, some m11ioli. aud .1 few egg rolls 
around midnight. Ami how 111;1ny pl.ices 
can he ow11? Half a dozen a t 1he most. A 
plac.e in New Yori-, a h1111k of H1l'SH.he~
ter and the middle ol Venew cla. And 
how ma11y TV spots c.an he huy? Twenty, 
m.iybe thiny a day: Cony at the out,ide 
-unless. of course, he's l~ehind." 

And then, excusing himself. the l'n:si
dent kd the First Lady 10 the shower, 
where he sang the song that had won 
him both the 110111i11atiou and elenion
/-fo/J/J)' Ta/le 

A I>.iy in the Life 
of the Prcsidems \Vallacc 

The President aml i\lt·. or i\lrs. Wal
lac.e awoke at 6:50. sim11ltaneo11sly. o ne 
assisting the other. George got up a t 
once, wc111. 10 the window ;111d lookc.d 
out at the South Lawn. The rising sun 
sem a long shadow from the iron jockey 
below. 

"Splendid morni11', sugar," he said. "I 
think the first thing I'm gonna do today 
is cut loo,e :11101her state. Le1.·s see. now 
-how many we got left to dump?" 

"Gee, honey." said Lurleen. " I l11ink 
we'\·e gone and whit1led this crummy ol' 
Union down to about thirty-one or -two. 
How about freein' l\lontana next?" 

"i\lontana? That one o[ ours?" 
"So thev tell me." 
"OK. l11e11 as soon as I get to the 

ofliet·. I'll--" 
' ·Hey. just. a m imne. George: it's my 

turn 10 run the country:· 
" No it ;iin't, sugar; you had it y,•.~tcr

day." 
·'But I couldn't do ;iny1hing with it: it 

was that time or the month." 
"Too bad: that ain't in the Con

stitution.'' 
" It's in mine." 
Ry 7 : 15. when they had a lmost 

finished d ressing, their Presidencies had 
agrcccl to make Amrrica m s until noon, 
HERS until six, and the n give it 10 the Na
tional Cu;ird while they got some chick
en and went to a drive-in. As he combed 
his hair. George wondered if Ncgrnc.-s 
really did have natural rhythm. For sev
eral minutes. he nicd 10 think o r all the 

NegTocs he knew who couldn't <lance: 
but he fina lly came up with just A. 
Philip R.111dolph anti a headache. 

" Hey. honey.'· said Lurlc-en. "know 
who I'm sedn' 1oday? The wife of the 
Preside111. of Ghaua:· 

"Why? \Ve shon a maid?"' 
"Say. I'll bet she is a classy cleaner. 

i\fa yhc she'd like to come in once or 
twice a week for a li11lc diplomacy and 
light housework." 

"Sure: it coultl he a great li'I cultural 
exch,rnge . She could show you how they 
dus1 in Gonna--" 

"Gh1111a." 
"- Aud you could show her what 

knives and forks are for." 
\Vith a sudden rush or ;1ffcnion. she 

en1hraced him and cried . ' 'Oh. I just lmt<' 
you. Georgie!" 

" Likewise-, sugar. 'May your days he 
me1-ry .ind bright.' " 

.. · .-\ml may all your Christmases be 
white.'" 

D 

" But darli11g. tl1e female /m1yi11g 111a11tis aln•a_n 
eats the male d11ri11g co/11llalio11 . 

Any other way wo11/d /J,, "'""1/11ral!"' 187 


