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A DAY IN THE LIFE

African Coolidge. You should’ve married
Mahalia Juckson and then you two
could’ve stayed up all night blessing
=ach other.”

“If you like. my dear. you can leave
me. I won't hold you. I have fought too
hard for vour [recdom.”

As she walked in to breaklast, the
First Lady wondered il there had ever
been a divorce naming mankind  as
corespondent.

A Day in the Life
of President Percy

At 7:48. President Percy stood before
the bathroom mirror. once more upset 1o
sce no reflection. On  this  particular
morning, the murror's lack of response
was especially depressing, because he'd
forgouten his age.

“Dear,” he called o the First Lady,
“how old am I?"

“LEither 1wo yers vounger or two
vears older than Bobby.” she said. “II
vou want, I can look it up.”

“No, no: it'll come o me.”

Tight-lipped. the President
back to the wall and sad:
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(continued from page 115,

“Mirror, mirror beside my lowel,
Am I relatively as young as 1 was
at Bell & Howell?”

At 8:10, the President looked out at
the Washington Monument. He had
come a long way since he’d been a movie
usher, but he knew that he still had a
long way to go. He just couldn't figure
out where. So he stopped brooding
about statesmanship and went back to
bed with the First Lady.

“Charles, please,” she said, when he
gave her a tightlipped, no-nonsense kiss
on the shoulder. “Doing that doesn’t
prove you're young. Men of seventy are
doing that.”

“To you:"

“Not that I recall.”

“Well. let’s go through with it. any-
way.” he said. I hate starting things I
don't Ginish; it's a bad example [or the
bovs in  Junior Achievement. Anyway,
I've gor vou down for 8:12 and 1 believe
in keeping appointments.”

“You could alwavs goof oft for three
or four minutes."”

“He found his wife by computer. Now
he's trying to find out how to get rid of her.”

“Look, don't vou feel romanticz Or
do you always get taken to motels by
Presidents”

“Oh, I'm sony, honey; 1 was just teas-
ing: 1 forgot you don't joke. Ol course 1
feel romantic: and coming here’s a great
idea. 1 could just never respond at Camp
David. But i was silly 1o register under
another name. 1 mean, you know that
nobody knows vou.”

A Day in the Life
of President Humphrey

When the First Lady awoke at 7:20
and didn't see President Humphrey, she
kiew he had spent another grim night
with The Book. Throwing on her robe,
she ran to the library and found the
President asleep in a chair, his head rest-
ing on The Wisdom of L. B. ]., as told to
Courtenay Valenti. She gently shook him
and he awoke. smiling and waving.

“It's only me,” she said, “and I vored
for vou.”

“It's really a delightful pleasure,” he
saidd, "and. I might add, a pleasant de-
light, to greet my very own wife on this
erand and significant occasion.”

“That's good,” she said. "You can use
it il you ever have to dedicate or launch
me."”

“You know, Muriel, T had the nicest
dream. 1 dreamed it was belore the acci-
dent and Big Daddy was siill President
and 1 was again coping with those won-
derful old responsibilitics of praising
him. Gosh, 1 was even using new adjec-
tives, words I wish I'd thought of when
he was alive, words like Wonderlul,
Counselor. the Mighty God, the Lver-
lasting Father, the Prince ol Peace.”

“He would liked those. He
would have wanted you to Keep using
them. But now it’s your turn. Hubert,
and you have to go on—in His name.
Come upstairs; breakfast is ready.”

At 7:30. as he followed the First Lady
to the dining room, the President stopped
smiling with a sharp aack of his checks.
He was clearly worried.

“You know. honey.” he said. thought-
fully spinning one of his spurs. “maybe I
just wasn't cut out lor the tp job.
Maybe 1 should've staved in the drug-
store. I might still have the Liberals il 1
were just selling ‘em Kaopectate.”

b the liberals,” she said
sweetly. “You've still got me and the
children.”

“Good old Muriel! I can always count
on vou 1o help me keep my perspective.”

Then he ook out the
dedication of the oaumeal.
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A Day in the Lile
ol President Rocketeller
At 7:10, President Nelson Rockefeller

awoke, sat up and made some notes Tor
his autobiography, tematively tited The



Importance of Being Earnest. When he
finished writing. he leaned over and
gave the First Lady a playful punch on
the chin.

“C'mon. [ella,” he said. “Time to hit
the deck.”

“OK, honey,” she said with a yawn. “I
love to watch you running the counury.”

“And I love to se¢ vou beside me,
with all the men admiring your looks
and all the women wondering if you're
pregnant. You're a grand girl. Grand.”

“Say. that reminds me: Tell me again
how much it is.”

“Oh, Happy, yor know I never count
g

“Sorry: I'm such a silly goose about
security.”

As the President wok off his pajimas
and Darmmouth T-shiry, the First Lady
said, “You know, Nelson. I was reading a
history book last might and I learned
something very interesting. Your grand-
[ather was a bastard.”

“My littdle ricochet romance,” he said,
playfully punching her again and won-
dering il he should have married Bobo.
She smiled at him, the sweet litde smile
that bugged so many Catholies, and at
7:25, they fell into an embrace.

At eight o’dlock, they walked rogether
toward the shower, swopping only when
they met a reporter.

“Hi, guy,” said the President.

“Mr. President.” said the man, “the
entire Free World is wondering why you
always sound so nasal. Is it ingrained
wealth or adenoids?”

“Lemme tell va something abowt this
wealth business, lelln. How many meals
a day can a guy ear? Three, four at the
most. A kmish here, a boiled potato
there, some rawioli, and a few egg rolls
around mudnight. And how many places
can he ownz Hall a dozen at the most. A
|)lil(f.‘ in New York, a hunk of Westches-
ter and the middle ol Venezuela. And
how many TV spots can he buy? Tweny,
maybe thirty a day; forty at the outside
—unless, ol course, he's behind.”

And then, excusing himsell, the Presi-
dent led the First Lady to the shower,
where he sang the song that had won
him both the nomination and election—
Happy Talk.

A Day in the Life
ol the Presidents Wallace

The President and Mr. or Mys. Wal-
lace awoke at 6:50, simultancously, one
assisting the other. George got up at
once, went to the window and looked
out at the South Lawn. The rising sun
sent a long shadow from the ivon jockey
helow.

“Splendid mornin’, sugar,” he said. “T
think the first thing I'm gonna do wday
is cut loose another state. Let's see. now
—how many we got lelt to dump?”

“Gee, honey.” said Lurleen. “I think
we've gone and whittled this crummy ol
Union down to about thirty-one or -two.
How about freein’ Momtana next?”

“Montana? That one ol ours?”

“So they tell me.”

“OK. then as soon as I get to the
office, I'll——"

“Hey. just a minute. George; it's my
n to run the counury.”

“No it ain’t, sugar; you had it yester-
day.”

“But I couldn’t do anything with it; it
was that time of the month.”

“Too bad; that ain’t in the Con-
stitution."”

“It's in mine.”

By 7:15. when they had almost

finished dressing, their Presidencies had
agreed 1o make America nis until noon,
HERs until six, and then give it 1o the Na-
tional Guard while they got some chick-
en and went to a drive-in. As he combed
his hair. George wondered il Negroes
really did have natural rhythm. For sev-
eral minutes, he tried to think of all the

Negroes he knew who couldn’t dance:
but he finally came up with just A.
Philip Randolph and a headache.

“Hey. honey.” said Lurleen, “know
who I'm secin’ today? The wile of the
President of Ghana.”

“Why? We short a maid?”

“Say. I'l ber she s a classy cleaner.
Maybe she’d like 1w come in once or
twice a week for a liule diplomacy and
hight housework.”

“Swre: it could be a great '] cultural
exchange. She could show you how they
dust in Gonna "

“Ghana.”

“—And you could show
knives and lorks are for.”

With a sudden vush ol affection, she
embraced him and aied, “Oh, T just love
you. Geogie!”

“Likewise, sugar. ‘May vour days be
merry and brighe.” ™

““And may all vour Christmases be
white.” "

her what

“But darling, the female praying mantis always
eats the male during copulation.
Any other way would be unnatural’”
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