"I Remember You"

It was like the last gathering of the clans, the reunion of
five hundred friends, cabinet secretaries, aides, staffers,
clique, tong and cabal members and appointees of
Ronald Wilson Reagan, fortieth president of the United
States, in Williamsburg, Virginia, on March 3, 2001. It
was the biggest coming together of the Reagan hands
since the day he left office, in January of 1989.

The big room in the Kingsmill Resort rocked with
greeting. "I don't beleeeve it," "Great to seeeee you,"
"Where you hangin' your hat, where you causin'
trouble?"

People with young eyes, lifted eyes, crinkled eyes from
being in the sun; people with strollers, with walkers ...

That guy over there—that young kid from what, OMB?
I used to see him in the tall cool halls of the Old
Executive Office Building. Now he's married, with a
baby who, from the look of things, is teething, in full
red-gummed wail. I get some ice chips for the baby to
suck on, return and say hello to the parents. Yes, it was
OMB, the young father says, yes, down the hall and up
a flight. "Those were great days." He smiles.

Across the room I see a once-young advance man who
now walks with a cane. And Tom Dawson, one of the
famous Mice, the young aides to Don Regan whom we
always saw as nibbling away at good work. He looked
exactly like Tom Dawson, with all of his hair, only
now what was black is gray. He looks like a photo
negative of Tom Dawson.

I turn and see Don Regan himself, the Chief, the
controversial former chief of staff. He still looks like
George Raft, he is still in a sharp gray suit, and at the
sight of him I laugh. He sees me and does the same.

"I'm an artist!" he booms as we hug.

"Did you know I paint?" he demands. "I have pictures
in museums! Started after I left. They didn't teach me
to paint in the marines or at Merrill Lynch or in the
White House, I can tell you that!"

There's Ed Meese, with his soft pink face and soft
white hair. George Shultz once said he reminded him
of a jolly St. Patrick, and that is how Meese looks to
me now, chuckling and patting people's arms. He was
under bad pressure once, the focus of charges, but now
it's almost twenty years since those days and he looks
like he's found what everyone wants: happiness. He
looks happy.

I stand and survey the room. Carl Anderson, who
worked on domestic policy, now head of the Knights of
Columbus of America, is talking to Becky Norton
Dunlop, formerly of presidential personnel. I used to
hide from her. I had come into the White House
without having been politically vetted, was not a

,,Pamatuji si na vas“

Ve Williamsburgu ve staté Virginia to 3. bfezna 2001
vypadalo jako posledni seslost klant, setkani péti set
pratel, ¢lent vladniho kabinetu, asistentl, zaméstnanct,
zajmovych skupin, ¢lent tajnych spolkt a klik a také
lidi, které jmenoval do ufadu Ronald Wilson Reagan,
Ctyficaty prezident Spojenych statti americkych. Bylo
to nejvetsi shromazdéni Reaganovych spolupracovnikii
od ledna 1989, kdy odesel z utadu.

Velka mistnost v Kingsmill Resort se otfasala
bouflivym uvitanim. ,,Nemohu tomu uvéftit,” ,,To je
uzasngé, ze vas zase vidiiiim,” , Kde jste skoncil, mel
jste n&jaké problémy?*

Lidé s mladistvym pohledem, jasnym zrakem, s
vraskami kolem oc¢i od pobytu na slunci; lidé s voziky a
choditky...

Co je to tady za chlapka — odkudpak je ten mladenec, z
Utadu pro spréavu a rozpo&et? Obvykle jsem ho
potkavala ve velkych studenych mistnostech ‘staré
kterému se podle vSeho profezavaji prvni zoubky a od
bolavych dasni je celé uivané. Dala jsem batoleti
kousek nanuku, aby ho cucalo, pak jsem jej vratila
rodi¢lim, s nimiZ jsem se pozdravila. Ano, pracoval
jsem v Ufadu pro spravu a rozpocet, odpovédél mlady
otec, jist¢, nejdiiv tam a pak unik pry¢. ,.Byly to zlaté
Casy.” Smal se.

Na druhé stran€ mistnosti jsem spatfila kdysi mladého
muze, ktery ted” kracel s vychazkovou holi. A tady je
Tom Dawson, jeden z proslulych kancelaiskych mysi,
mlady asistent Dona Reagana, kterého jsme vzdy
vidéli, jak se pousti do smysluplnych tkoli. Vypadal
presné jako Tom Dawson, mél vSechny jeho vlasy,
jenom uz nebyly ¢erné, ale Sedivé. Zdalo se, Ze je
negativem Toma Dawsona.

Otocila jsem se a uvidéla samotného Dona Reagana,
velkého §éfa, rozporuplného velitele $tabu. Dosud
vypada jako George Raft, pofad nosi elegantni Sedy
oblek. Pfi pohledu na n€ho jsem se usmala. Uvidél mé
a udélal totéz.

Jsem ted’ umélec! zahfimal, kdyz jsme se objali.
Vyptéaval se mé: ,,Vite, ze maluju? Moje obrazy jsou v
muzeich! Zacal jsem s tim, kdyz jsem odesel z funkce.
Reknu vam, Ze ani u namotnictva, ani v Merril Lynch,
ani v Bilém dom¢ mé¢ tomu neudili!*

A zde je zase Ed Meese s jeho mirné nartizovélym
obliejem a témét bilymi vlasy. George Shultz jednou
fekl, ze mu pfipomina rozjafeného svatého Patricka a
presné tak mi ted’ Meese piipadal, kdyz se pochichtaval
a popléacaval lidi po rameni. Jednou se octnul pod
velkym tlakem, kdyz bylo proti nému vzneseno
obvinéni, ale od té doby uz uplynulo téméf dvacet let a
ted’ se zdalo, Ze nasel to, po ¢em bazi kazdy: §tésti.
Vypadal $t'astné.

Vstala jsem a prohlizela si mistnost. Carl Anderson,
ktery pracoval v oblasti vnitini politiky a ted’ je
komturem fadu americkych Kolumbovych rytitt , si
povidal s Becky Nortonovou Dunlopovou, diiv
pracovnici personalniho oddéleni v prezidentské
kancelafi. Obvykle jsem se pfed ni schovavala. Dostala
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registered Republican, had no party background—only
conservative beliefs. They snuck me in and hid me
from her. By the time we met I'd been there awhile. We
became colleagues, then allies, then friends.

There's Kathy Osborne, Ronald Reagan's personal
secretary, and Elaine Crispin, who worked for Nancy.
She's slim, bubbly, unchanged save in one respect—
"Elaine Crispin Sawyer," she says. "He changed my
name!" The gray-haired man beside her beams.

Over there Judge William Clark is nodding at someone
who's looking up at him and making a point. And Peter
Robinson of the speechwriting staff, who was there to
fight for the words "Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this
wall." The State Department had scorned the demand
as provocative, and Peter had waged a battle. Ronald
Reagan fired the final shot: Of course I will say it, 1
mean to provoke.

"This is the inaugural party," someone in a cluster says.
The gathering of the clans we would have had a few
weeks ago if we'd all been in Washington when the
eldest son of the man Ronald Reagan picked as his vice
president was sworn in as the forty-third president of
the United States. We forget how crucial that decision
was, not only for immediate political prospects in 1980
but also for the generation that would follow. The new
Bush would not be here if it had not been for the old
one, who would not have been there if he hadn't been
chosen in 1980 when the nominee was tired and the
talks with Gerald Ford had collapsed and there was no
other obvious choice. Reagan had not held Bush in the
highest regard in those days, thought him weak from
the famous "I'm paying for this microphone!" fracas in
New Hampshire. But Reagan came to like him, to
respect him. Now Bush's son was president and acting
in a way that suggested that for a dozen years he'd
watched both Reagan and his father up close in that old
house, and had learned from the former what to do and
from the latter what not. Well, not exactly, but close.
At any rate, the old Reaganites viewed the new Bush
with hopeful regard: good man, seems tough enough,
but let's watch him on tax rates. In public they are
respectful of Dubya, in private merrily irreverent. They
send each other e-mails. "What was Bush's answer to
the question ‘"How do you feel about Roe v. Wade?'
*Ah think it was the most important decision George
Washington made when he crossed the Delaware."

Here is Jim Brady, in a wheelchair with an assistant, a
nurse, a young Filipino woman who stands behind his
chair holding the handles.

He is surrounded by well-wishers and poses for
pictures. I say hello, introduce myself when he doesn't
know me. He says, "Of course," and tells me ever since
he was shot he suffers from CRS.

jsem se do Bilého domu, aniz bych byla politicky
provétena, nebyla jsem ¢lenem Republikanské strany,
ani jsem neméla zadné stranické zazemi — jenom
konzervativni pfesvédceni. Propasovali m¢ dovnitf a
utajili me¢ pfed ni. Kdyz jsme se po Case setkaly, uz
jsem tam né&jakou chvili pusobila. Staly jsme se
spolupracovnicemi, pak spojenkynémi a posléze
pritelkynémi.

A tohle je Kathy Osborneova, osobni sekretarka
Ronalda Reagana, a Elaine Crispinova, ktera délala pro
Nancy. Je §tihla, prekypujici energii a do urcité miry se
uchovala nezménéna — ,,Jsem ted’ Elaine Crispinova
Sawyerova,* tekla. ,,Tenhle pan zménil mé jméno!“
Sedovlasy muz vedle ni se zativé usmival.

Tamhle soudce William Clark - nékomu, kdo se na
ného diva a néco poznamenava. A Peter Robinson,
jeden z pracovniku, kteti psali projevy, byl mezi nimi,
aby obh4jil nazor, Ze ,jfu berlinskou zed’ zbofil pan
Gorbacov,"* Ministerstvo zahrani¢i takove tvrzeni
zavrhovalo jako provokativni a Peter svadél o né boj.
Ronald Reagan vytknul posledni verdikt:
,,Samozrejmé, Ze to Feknu, ja prece hodlam
provokovat.

,,Tohle je zahajovaci vec¢irek,” poznamenal nékdo ze
shluku lidi. Ke sroceni klan mélo vlastné dojit pred
nékolika tydny, kdy jsme vSichni byli ve Washingtonu

Zapomnéli jsme, jak bylo toto rozhodnuti
dilezité nejenom pro nejblizsi politickou perspektivu v
roce 1980, ale také pro dalsi generace. Mlady Bush by
tady nebyl, kdyby nebylo starého Bushe a ten by tady
nebyl, kdyby nebyl zvolen roku 1980, kdyz jmenovany
kandidat byl uz unaveny, jednani s Geraldem Fordem
selhala a zfejmé nebyl jiny vybér. Bush se tehdy netésil
u Reagana velkeé ucté, Reagan ho povazoval za slabého
od prudké hadky v New Hampshire a proslulého
prohlaseni ,,Tento mikrofon si platim ja!* Ale pozd&ji
mu Reagan pfiSel na chut’ a zacal si ho vazit. Ted byl
Bushtv syn prezidentem a pocinal si tak, jako by v tom
starém domeé cela léta pozorné sledoval jak Reagana,
tak i svého otce a od prvniho se naucil, co délat, a od
druhého, co nedélat. No, neni to GpIné piesné, ale je to
témef tak. kazdopadné pohlizel na
mladého Bushe s tctou plnou nadéje: je to dobry
¢lovek, vypada dost pevny, ale uvidime, jak si poradi
se sazbou dané. Na vefejnosti jsou tihle lidé zdvofili a
uvazlivi, v soukromi . Vyménili si e-
mailové zpravy. ,,Jak Bush odpovédél na otazku ,Co si
myslite o pfipadu Roe versus Wade?* ,Myslim, Ze to
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které udélal, kdyz prekrocil feku Delaware.

Tadi i'e Jim Bradi na invalidnim voziku I

ktera stoji za nim a drzi rukojet’ voziku.

Je obklopen gratulanty a pozuje pro fotografovani.
Zdravim se s nim a kdyz mé nepoznava, predstavim se.
Pronesl: ,,Ale samoziejmé,“ a sdélil mi, Ze co ho
postielili, trpi na HOSIP.
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"What is that, Jim?"

"Can't Remember Shit."

We laugh, and I tell him there's a lot of that going
around.

People kneel in front of him and look up at his face, or
bend down to pat his arm. They feel an awkward
tenderness. The thick lines of scar tissue are visible on
his head and will be for the rest of his life, as they have
been since the day twenty years before when the young
man with the gun left him lying on the pavement, a
thick scarlet stain pooling under his head.

"How is Sarah?" I ask.

"Not well," he says, and his eyes fill with tears. He
began to weep and I stood there with my hand on his
arm, his attendant staring straight ahead, as if she has
seen this scene before. A few weeks later I was
watching TV when Sarah Brady came on Larry King to
tell of her struggle with lung cancer.

Nancy Reagan moves through the room, the center of a
dense moving cluster. She's smiling the public smile
that has become her private smile, shaking hands,
kissing, greeting children, saying, "Of course I
remember you." Still so small, size two, five feet two
inches. In a pretty bright dress and black pumps. She is
the same but older, of course, eighty now and frail,
delicate as bird bones.

She has not always enjoyed big gatherings of her
husband's supporters but she does this night. Later she
would tell me, with the excitement of a girl, "I saw Rex
Scouten! He's such a lovely man."

Rex Scouten, the head usher of the White House in the
days of Reagan, whom she hadn't seen since the day
she left, and who had been standing with her in the
solarium in the residence the day the head of her Secret
Service detail came and told her shots had been fired at
the president.

She saw Don Regan too. He, of course, had bitterly left
his chief-of-staff position in the White House after
Nancy, and others, had moved against him in the wake
of Iran-contra. He took revenge in a best-seller that
charged she'd driven him mad with her belief in
astrology and her insistence on delaying presidential
trips until the moon was in the seventh house and
Jupiter aligned with Mars. I'd never known of any of
that back then, when I was a speechwriter for the
president, but I believed it when I read it. The
assassination attempt had turned a fretful nature
fearful; she'd worried constantly about her husband's
safety, and if the advice of astrologers offered solace
she would have listened.

But you know what Nancy Reagan did when she saw
Don Regan? She laughed and hugged him, and he
laughed and hugged her back. "I'm an artist!" he told
her too, and she asked him what he painted.

"I paint oils, landscapes!" (He's eighty-two years old

A to je co, Jime?*

,,Hovno si pamatuju.*

Smali jsme se a ja jsem mu fekla, Zze takova nemoc je
hodné rozsifena.

Lidé se pred nim kréili do podiepu, divali se mu do
tvare, nebo se shybali, aby ho mohli poplacat po
rameni. Pocitovali rozpacity soucit. Na jeho hlavé byly
patrné linky pojivé tkané tvotici silnou jizvu, kterd mu
zlstane az do konce zivota. M4 ji tam od jednoho dne
pred dvaceti lety, kdy ho mladik, co stiilel, nechal lezet
na silnici v tratolisti krve rozlévajici se pod jeho
hlavou.

Jak se ma Sarah?* zeptala jsem se.

,.Nic moc,” odpovedél a jeho oéi se zalily slzami. Zacal
plakat. Stala jsem tam s rukou polozenou na jeho
rameni a oSetfovatelka se divala upfené doptedu, jako
kdyby tuto scénu uz nékdy piedtim zazila. O nékolik
tydnti pozdéji jsem sledovala televizi, kdyz Sarah
Bradyova prisla za Larrym Kingem, aby mu sdélila, ze
je nemocna a zapasi s rakovinou plic.

Nancy Reaganova kracela mistnosti uprostied hustého
davu lidi popochazejicich sem a tam. Na obliceji
vyluzovala oficialni usmév, ktery se ji stal vlastni,
potiasala si rukama, rozdavala polibky, zdravila se s
détmi a fikala: ,,JistéZe si na vas vzpominam.* Potad
byla takovéa mala, velikost ¢islo dva, vyska sto padesat
pét centimetrd. V elegantnich svétlych Satech a ¢ernych
lodi¢kach. Je porad stejna, jenom samoziejmeé starsi,
ma ted’ osmdesat let a je tak kiehka a chatrné jako
kostticka néjakého ptacka.

Ne vzdy méla v oblibé velka setkani ptivrzenct svého
muze, ale dnes vecer udélala vyjimku. Pozdéji mi s
mladistvym nadSenim ozndmila: ,,Potkala jsem Rexe
Scoutena! Je tak bajecny.*

Rex Scouten byl vedoucim protokolu Bilého domu za
doby Reagana. Nevidéla ho od chvile, kdy z Bilého
domu odesla. Stal u ni v solariu rezidence }y moment¢,
kdy $éf tajné sluzby, ktery ji byl ptidélen, pfisel se
zpravou, Ze na prezidenta bylo vypaleno nékolik
vystiell.

Spatiila také Dona Regana. OvSemze zatrpkle opustil
funkci §éfa $tabu v Bilé domée poté, co se Nancy a
ostatni postavili proti nému kvili iranské opozici. Mstil
se ji v bestselleru, v némz ji obvinil, Ze ho dohanéla k
Silenstvi tim, jak véfila v astrologii a trvala na tom, aby
se prezidentské sluzebni cesty pozdrzely, dokud se
mésic nedostane do sedmého domu a Jupiter nebude v
konjunkci s Marsem. Vibec jsem o ni¢em takovém
nevédéla, kdyZ jsem psala projevy pro prezidenta, ale
kdyz jsem si to precetla, uvéfila jsem tomu. Pokus o
atentat na prezidenta se u ni zmenil na hrozny
prirozeny strach; neustale se obavala o bezpe¢nost
svého muze, a kdyz ji rady astrologu poskytly utéchu,
naslouchala jim.

Ale vite, co udélala Nancy Reaganova, kdyz uvidéla
Dona Reagana? Smala se a sevfela ho do naruce a on
se smal rovnéz a ptivinul si ji k sob¢. ,,Jsem ted’
umélec!* chlubil se také pted ni a ona se ho zeptala, co
maluje.

,,Maluji oleje, krajinky!* (Je mu osmdesat dva a potad
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and he still talks like Willy Loman's brother in Death
of a Salesman: Afiica! Diamonds big as stars!)
Nancy said she'd love to see them, spoke to Ann, his
wife, wheelchair bound, observing life now from the
middle of people and always looking up.

Later Nancy would muse to a friend, "I never would
have associated Don with painting!" They laughed, but
with pleasure. Isn't life full of surprises?

It was all so warm, and everyone seemed generous and
kind. It was just like the old days, except that's not how
the old days were.

The new captain of the Ronald Reagan, Captain Bill
Goodwin, stands at a little stage on the side of the room
and speaks of the reason for our coming together. We
are gathered to go, en masse, tomorrow, to the Newport
News Shipyards to witness and celebrate the
christening of the aircraft carrier Ronald Reagan, CVN
76, Nimitz class. Nancy Reagan will swing the bottle to
the bow.

The skipper tells us it is the honor of his twenty-five-
year career to be the first commanding officer of the
Reagan, that the ship is coming to life, 60 percent
finished. "A ship with a crew is a living, breathing
thing," he says. "Tomorrow if you see our sailors, they
are the lifeblood. The average age of a sailor on our
flight deck is nineteen years old.... If you see them
tomorrow, shake their hands."

Nineteen years old. If the old Reagan was here, the one
who isn't sick, he'd think: "They were born in 1982,
when we were trying to rebuild the national defense,
when we were going for the six-hundredship navy.
They were babies, and now look. Isn't that something?"

The ship's logo, the captain tells us, has four stars for
the "four pillars of freedom—Iliberty, opportunity,
global democracy and national pride." Below the stars
the ship will bear a motto. "It's one some of you will
recognize," he says. "It says, Peace Through Strength."
This is greeted, as you might expect, with hearty
cheers. Reagan's foreign policy, boiled down to three
words.

Later the captain tells me that he was on the Indian
Ocean, a flight instructor on the USS FEisenhower the
day Ronald Reagan walked into the White House. "We
were waiting for the [Iranian] hostages to come home."
Those were bad days for the military, he says, and his
plan was to get his golden wings and then go fly for
Delta. But when Reagan came in, things got better, and
he decided to make a career of the navy. "I'm a product
of the Reagan administration," he said.

The evening ends with a small dinner. At just after
eight, in a pretty room with a big stone fireplace at the
Kingsmill, a fork hit a crystal glass and a throat was
cleared.

This was a smaller group of the old friends and heirs
and widows of the original kitchen cabinet, the small
group of millionaires, businessmen and freelance

mluvi jako bratr Willyho Lomana ve Smrti obchodniho
cestujiciho: Afrika! Diamanty velikosti hvezd!)

Pozdé&ji Nancy premitala pied prateli: ,,Dona bych
nikdy nebyla spojovala s malovanim!*“ S potésenim se
usmivali. Cozpak neni Zivot plny piekvapeni?

Vsude vladlo srde¢né ovzdusi a kazdy vypadal
uslechtile a pfivétive. Presné jako za starych cast, az
na to, ze to uz zadné staré ¢asy nebyly.

Novy kapitan na lodi jménem Ronald Reagan Bill
Goodwin stoji na malém poédiu po stran¢ mistnosti a
mluvi o ddvodech, pro¢ jsme se sesli. Setkavame se
proto, abychom zitra spole¢né zasli \do novych lodénic

CVN 76, Nimitzovy tfidy. Nancy Reaganova rozbije
lahev Sampanského o prid’.

Kapitan nam sdéluje, ze za pétadvacet let sluzby je pro
ného velkou cti byt prvnim velicim diistojnikem na lodi
Reagan, ze lod’ je pfipravena ke spusténi na vodu a z
VEHS Sasti se uz tak stalol

Jejich primérny veék na
vzletové palubé matetské letadlové lodi je devatenact...
AZ se s nimi setkate, potieste jim rukou.*

Devatenact let. Kdyby tady byl stary Reagan a kdyby
nebyl nemocny, pomyslel by si: ,,Narodili se v roce
1982, kdyz jsme se snazili pfebudovat systém narodni
obrany a kdyz jsme se pustili do stavby namoini flotily
Citajici Sest set lodi. Tehdy byli kojenci a podivejte se
na né ted’! To je néco, vid'te.”

Kapitan nas informoval, ze logo lod¢ tvoii ¢tyfi
hvézdicky jako Ctyfi pilife svobody — volnost,
prilezZitost, globalni demokracie a narodni hrdost. Pod
hvézdickami bude na lodi motto: ,,Mir prosazovany
silou.” A uvedl: ,,Né&kteti z vas ho znaji.“

Podle ocekavani to vsichni uvitali bouflivymi ovacemi.
Reaganova zahrani¢ni politika se smrskla do tfech slov.

Posléze mi kapitan fekl, ze ptisobil v Indickém oceanu
jako pilot-instruktor lod’stva Spojenych stati
americkych na letadlové lodi Eisenhower v dobé, kdy
Ronald Reagan vstoupil do Bilého domu. ,,Cekali jsme,
dokud se [iransti] rukojmi nedostanou domii. Pro
ozbrojené sily to byly $patné ¢asy,* tekl, planoval si, ze
ziska zlata kiidla a pak odejde létat do letecké
spolecnosti Delta. Ale po Reaganové nastupu se véci
zlepsily a on se rozhodl délat kariéru u namotnictva.
,Jsem produktem Reaganovy administrativy, dodal.
Vecer skoncil malym pohosténim. T&sné po osmé
hodin¢ v hezké mistnosti Kingsmillu s velkym
kamennym krbem zacinkala vidlicka o brouseny pohar
a fecnik si odkaslal.

Byla to mensi skupina starych ptatel, dédicti a vdov
puvodniho stinového kabinetu, skupinka milionaiu,
podnikatelt a profesionalnich filozofti na volné noze,

,,Lod’ s posadkou je véc, L
ke aichic il Nafi némofniof, kieré it
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philosophers that had come together in the early sixties
and knocked on Ronald Reagan's door. You must run
for office, they had told him.

Mrs. Earle Jorgensen is here—Marion Jorgensen,
ninety-three years old, powdered like a sweet cake, in a
flowered dress. "She had the most beautiful jewels of
any woman in America," a friend breathes as we stand
together on the side. "She was a beautiful woman,"
says another. Her late husband had been key in helping
to support Reagan's early political career. And here is
Bob Tuttle, son of Holmes, who had also been one of
the founding group.

Everyone looks handsome, elegant in the candlelight.
Most of them, not all, are old. They were there at the
beginning. They were in history with him, and helped
him be what he was.

Nancy had retired early but Betsy Bloomingdale is
anchoring a table. A friend of the Reagans for almost
forty years, she still sees Nancy almost every week.
Imperial, saucy, with champagne-colored hair, she
stands chuckling with a friend. Carol and Paul Laxalt
are there, Paul the former governor of Nevada who
became the close friend of Governor Reagan of
California, and who then went to the Senate, where he
supported his friend . Charles
and Mary Jane Wick, again kitchen cabineters, both
close and longtime Reagan friends.

And some nonpioneers, Buffy and Bill Cafritz for
instance, down from Washington. They are a good and
needed thing in our capital, bipartisanly friendly and
implicitly supportive of whoever is president and first
lady. You might call this fiercely practical, and it is.
But it's also true that not everyone could do it, and
there is a benefit to what they do not only for
Washington but also, in a way, for the republic itself.
For when a new president, some fellow from a peanut
farm in Plains or a state house in Little Rock or the
rarefied but still parochial palisades of the Pacific,
lands in Washington, he needs an establishment to
meet him and invite him in, to greet him and say we
hope you have a good time here. Whoever comes to
power, Bully, Bill and a handful of others—Kay
Graham was one—bring to them the welcoming
(though not uncritical and not unobservant) embrace of
The Permanent Washington, as if there were such a
place. But in a way there is, and if you're from Plains
or Sacramento or Hot Springs or wherever, you're sure
there is.

ktefi se na zacatku Sedesatych let dali dohromady a
zaklepali na dvefe Ronalda Reagana. Rekli mu, Ze se
musi uchazet o kandidaturu na prezidentské kieslo.

Je tady také chot’ Earlea Jorgensena — Marion,
devadesatileta, napudrovana jako pocukrovany kola¢, v
kvétovanych Satech. ,,M¢éla nejhez¢i Sperky ze vsech
americkych Zen, prohodil Septem jeden pfitel, kdyz
jsme s nim stali stranou. ,,Byla to krasna zena,*

poznamenal dal3i. Jeji posledniimanzel hral klicovou

roli v pomoci na podporu Reaganovy zacinajici

politické kariéry. A tady je Bob Tuttle, syn
Holmesovych, ktery rovnéz patiil do zakladajici
skupiny.

/*1

Komentar [dmjk7]: Bob
Tuttle, syn Homese Tuttla.

Ve svétle svi¢ek vypadali vSichni dobfe a elegantné.
Vétsina z nich, i kdyZz ne vSichni, jsou uz stafi.
Doprovazeli Reagana od samého zacatku. Pattili do
jeho minulosti a pomahali mu stat se tim, ¢im byl.
Nancy , ale Betsy
Bloomingdaleova . Je piitelkyni

Reaganovych témét Ctyficet let a s Nancy se setkava
témért kazdy tyden. Stdla tam vzneSena, diistojna, se
svétlymi vlasy, a bavila se s prateli. Carol a Paul
Laxaltovi se rovnéz Gcastnili. Paul byl diiv guvernérem
Nevady a stal se blizkym pfitelem Reagana, tehdy
guvernéra Kalifornie. Pak se dostal do Senatu, kde

odporoval svého pritele, Kietyise posicze/stal
h. Charles a Mary Jane Wickovi, také ze

stinového kabinetu, byli oba dobrymi a dlouhodobymi
Reaganovymi prateli.

Nektefi si nerazili cestu spolu s Reaganem od samého
zacatku. Patfili mezi né napiiklad Buffy a Bill
Cafritzovi z Washingtonu. V nasem hlavnim mésté
jsou takovi lidé uzite¢ni a potiebni. Jsou pratelsky
naklonéni obéma hlavnim politickym stranam a
bezvyhradné podporuji prezidenta a prvni damu, at’ je
to kdokoli. Lze to nazvat krajnim prakticizmem a také
Ze to je. Ale je také pravda, ze ne kazdy je schopen si
tak pocinat a to, co dé€laji, je prospé$né nejenom pro
Washington, ale svym zptsobem i pro samotnou
republiku. Pro nového prezidenta je dulezité, aby ho
ruzné instituce, spoluob&ané lz chudé farmy na

planineichL ngbplz obecnich, stitem dotovanych bytiv. -

Komentar [dmjk8]: Odkaz k
Jimu Carterovi, narodil se v
Georgii, v irodné Pobiezni nizing.

provin¢nich terasovych domt na ptikrych skalach u RN
Tichého oceinu EAASHBONREHONGRONE pory ol
k sobé, aby ho zdravili a fikali, jak doufaji, Ze se mu

vede dobfe. At se dostane k moci, kdo chce, Bufty,

Bill a hrstka dalSich — jednim z nich rbyl i Kay Graham |

— pfichazeji s pratelskym objetim (i kdyz ne AN

~

Komentar [dmjk9]: Bill
Clinton oznamil svou kandidaturu
na prezidenta v Old State House v
Little Rock (,,state house* — vladni
budova, budova statni snémovny ¢&i
né&jak podobng).

nekritickym a ne nev§imavym) Vé¢ného Washingtonu, N
jako by takové misto existovalo. Ac¢koli svym

KomentaF [dmjk10]: Kay
Gramahova.

zpiisobem existuje a kdyZ je lovek z Velkych planinL o
Sacramenta, ¢i Hot Springs nebo odjinud, je
presvédcen, ze tomu tak je.

KomentaF [dmjk11]: Atlantic
Coastal Plain — Atlanticka
pobiezni nizina/Pobtezni niZina.




