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      THE TWENTY-FIVE-YEAR CONVERSATION

      
      Late in the afternoon on Saturday, June 29, 1963, a helicopter’s whirling rotors sounded over Chatsworth, the palace of the
         Devonshire dukes nestled in the Derbyshire countryside. In accord with the American president’s wishes, there had been no
         public announcement of his visit; it was, he said, ‘of an extremely personal nature,’ and he hoped it could take place with
         complete secrecy. To that end, the estate manager had orders to mark the landing ground at the last possible moment; and most
         of the police called in on special duty had no idea why they were there until the brown United States Army helicopter materialized
         overhead.
     

      
      From inside the aircraft, Jack Kennedy had a spectacular view of the vast, golden stone edifice. Sunlight glinted off long
         rows of gilded window frames, intensifying the effect of sensuous color. As he passed over green parkland, a plume of water
         shot high into the air from the famous Emperor’s Fountain. Finally, the helicopter touched down on the hillside above the
         house, some hundred yards from the churchyard of the estate’s tiny gray-walled village of Edensor. When the door opened, the
         president, dressed in a single-breasted dark blue suit, gingerly descended some steps.
     

      
      In the field below waited the 11th Duke of Devonshire. He had rearranged his weekend plans the previous day, when word came
         of Jack Kennedy’s wish for a private visit before he went on to an official meeting with Prime Minister Harold Macmillan,
         the duke’s uncle, and the duke’s cousin David Ormsby Gore, who was Kennedy’s close personal friend as well as the British
         ambassador to the United States. Andrew Devonshire escorted his guest across a narrow steel scaffolding bridge, which estate
         workers had erected overnight between the field and the churchyard. The president and the duke walked together with the easy
         familiarity of long years of family intimacy. Even now, a quarter-century after they had been members of the same London set
         on the eve of the Second World War, there was something remarkably youthful about these two tall, thin men, a boyish quality unaltered by rank and power or by the tragedies that had linked
         their lives.
     

      
      At least thirty uniformed police, under strict orders to stay back lest they intrude on the president’s ‘act of memory and
         homage,’ ringed the churchyard where the Cavendish family plot lay. The duke discreetly dropped back as the vicar guided Kennedy
         to his sister’s grave. They stopped in front of a stone marker with the inscription, ‘In loving memory of Kathleen, 1920–1948,
         widow of Major the Marquess of Hartington, killed in action, and daughter of the Hon. Joseph P. Kennedy, sometime Ambassador
         of the United States to Great Britain. Joy she gave – joy she has found.’
     

      
      For a long moment Kennedy stood in silence. From a distance, the Duchess of Devonshire, the former Debo Mitford, who had overseen
         all the last-minute arrangements to ensure her friend’s privacy, watched him place a small, simple bunch of flowers, the stems
         wrapped in silver foil, on the ground. Then, despite the pain his bad back cost him, Jack lowered himself to his knees and
         began to pray. Almost exactly fifteen years before, Debo Devonshire had stood in this same churchyard and watched her mother-in-law,
         then herself the duchess, bury the young American girl her eldest son had loved so intensely. She had seen the look of anguish
         on the face of old Joe Kennedy, by that time a reviled figure in Britain because of his anti-British pronouncements during
         the war, as he stood at his daughter’s graveside, the only Kennedy present at the funeral. Jack himself had begun the trip
         from America, but he had only gone as far as New York before turning back without explanation, unable to face the reality
         of the death of the person who more than any other had always believed in him. Fifteen years later he had come at last, at
         a time when, after long struggle, he had finally emerged as the man she had always insisted he could be.
     

      
      When the president’s prayers were done, the vicar walked him past the old church to the duke’s Bentley. By the time Jack joined
         the Devonshires in the car, his right arm was clutched tightly against one side, as if the act of kneeling had been almost
         too much for him. Soon, they crossed a bridge over the river that ran in front of the great house where Kick had once dreamed
         she would make an exciting political life for herself and her husband when he became the 11th duke. But the war, which had
         changed everything for the three people in the car, shattered Kick’s dreams.
     

      
      This book tells the story of the lifelong impact on Jack Kennedy of the world his sister introduced him to in London before
         the war. It tells of the bonds of friendship and family forged in that turbulent time that did so much to shape the man who would become president, and it examines the deep and lasting influence of British history,
         literature and values on an American leader. It shows how the experience of Britain on the eve of war provisioned him with
         knowledge and ideas that he would draw on significantly throughout his political career; and it traces Britain’s continued
         impact long after Kathleen’s death. Through conversation and reading, Jack Kennedy reinvented himself politically and intellectually
         in the years that followed the Second World War. In exploring that process, this book shows for the first time Winston Churchill’s
         monumental influence on the thirty-fifth president and lays open the central strategy of the presidency as Kennedy himself
         saw it.
     

      
      That Kennedy admired Churchill has long been known. But no historian has yet examined his preoccupation with the ideas in
         Churchill’s speeches and writings, or tracked his attempts to apply them during his years in the White House. As president,
         Kennedy drew on the full range of Churchillian thought, from insights into how the First World War began to Churchill’s program
         for defeating the Soviets after the Second World War. This book reveals the previously unrecognized influence of David Ormsby
         Gore, Kennedy’s friend from pre-war days in London, who helped convey Churchill’s defining ideas about the postwar world to
         the presidential aspirant and counseled him as he made them an integral part of both his campaign and his presidency. Ormsby
         Gore would speak in later years of Kennedy’s ‘twenty-five-year conversation’ with Britain. In the late 1930s, Kennedy had
         fervently debated with Ormsby Gore and other young aristocrats certain questions – notably, the differences between a politician
         and a statesman – that would remain unresolved almost until the end of his life. In British books the young Jack Kennedy discovered
         an image of the man he wanted to be, and he spent much of his life struggling against considerable odds to become that man.
     

      
      By documenting Kennedy’s goals in office and by tracing their sources, this new portrait of the thirty-fifth president differs
         sharply from previous accounts, which depict him as coming to the White House with far more in the way of attitude than ideas.
         On inauguration day, Kennedy knew – and stated emphatically – what he hoped to do. The question, in his own terms, was whether
         he had the ‘political courage’ to try.
     

      
      *   *   *

      
      Winston Churchill saw the First World War, the Second World War and the postwar struggle with the Soviets as a single, vast
         narrative, in which the lessons of the first two world wars were crucial to averting a third. An avid student of Churchill’s writing, John
         Fitzgerald Kennedy learned to look at the history of those years in the same way. Kennedy was formed intellectually in the
         run-up to the Second World War and he claimed his place in history during the postwar era, but his personal story, like Churchill’s
         three-part historical continuum, began with the bloodshed of what was once known as the Great War.
     

      
      A young father’s horror that he might soon himself be sent off to fight lent a turbulent atmosphere to the Kennedy family
         home in the Boston suburb of Brookline, Massachusetts, where Jack Kennedy was born on May 29, 1917, six weeks after the United
         States entered the First World War. Following graduation from Harvard University in 1912, Joseph P. Kennedy, the tall, red-haired,
         freckle-faced son of a Boston-Irish saloonkeeper, had swiftly risen to become Massachusetts’s youngest bank president. On
         the day Jack, as he would be known, was born, his father was named to the board of the Massachusetts Electric Company; still
         only twenty-seven, he became one of the nation’s youngest corporate trustees. Though far from poor, Joe Kennedy was possessed
         of what his son would later characterize as the poor man’s ingrained suspicion that ‘someone’ at the uppermost levels of government
         meant to betray him by sending him off to be slaughtered. He was vehemently opposed to the United States becoming involved
         in what he saw as a European war that had nothing to do with American interests. The United States had not been attacked,
         and it was his conviction that one ought to fight only to protect one’s life, family or possessions – not in the name of abstract
         ideas like democracy. Men who risked their lives for such principles were, as Joe Kennedy saw it, just being used. Thus, intent
         on career and family, Joe set himself the task of finding a way to escape military service. This lack of patriotism put him
         at odds with many members of his Harvard class, who, upon the declaration of war, had forsaken their own careers and rushed
         to sign up. The disdain of Joe’s college friends, who accused him of selfishness at a critical moment, contributed to the
         air of agitation that pervaded the Kennedy household during Jack’s first months of life.
     

      
      Joe Kennedy transferred to a managerial position at the Fore River shipyard, which allowed him to claim participation in the
         war effort without putting himself anywhere near the line of fire. This new job was so all-consuming that, with the exception
         of Sundays and of three months in 1919 when he collapsed with physical and mental exhaustion, Joe was at home, by his wife’s
         account, ‘just long enough to sleep.’ As a consequence, during his first two years Jack was largely dependent on his mother for attention. Jack craved a kiss, a hug, a caress; but, as he remembered years afterward, these were things Rose
         Kennedy failed to provide. The fragile, blue-eyed boy with a mop of reddish-brown hair could hardly understand why it should
         be so, but Rose, unrelentingly rigid and physically distant, was submerged in troubles of her own. She rarely saw her husband;
         she knew but apparently never openly acknowledged that he cavorted with other women; she missed the big, colorful life she
         had enjoyed when, prior to her marriage, she had served as political hostess for her father, former Boston mayor John F. Fitzgerald;
         and she was overwhelmed by the demands of caring for two small sons, Jack and his older brother, Joe Junior, and for a daughter,
         Rosemary, born in 1918 and later diagnosed as mentally retarded.
     

      
      Faced with a life that had veered out of control, Rose did the one thing that always worked for her. In an effort to impose
         order, she tightly reined in her emotions. The entries in her diary confirm that Rose did perceive little Jack’s acute neediness,
         as well as the anger and resentment that, over time, he began to feel toward her, but she remained sequestered inside the
         emotional wall she had built round herself. In later years Jack would insist that he could not remember so much as a hug from
         his mother.
     

      
      Certainly young Jack knew exactly what physical affection could be like and understood the pleasure it gave him, for in the
         brief hours when Joe Kennedy passed through his children’s lives, he was as warm and demonstrative as Rose was chilly and
         remote. On Sunday mornings, he might take the little ones into bed to read them a story or just give them a kiss. These joyous
         interludes offered Jack a generous helping of the physical intimacy for which he was left to hunger during the rest of the
         week.
     

      
      The war ended in 1918, and two days after the signing of the Treaty of Versailles in June 1919, Joe left his post at the shipyard.
         Rather than return to banking, he went to work at Hayden, Stone & Co., a brokerage house in Boston, and would go on to make
         a fortune as a stock-market operator. As for Rose, her husband’s change of employment failed to ease her mounting crisis.
         At the beginning of 1920 she was eight months pregnant with a fourth child when, in a mist of despair, she packed a suitcase
         and returned to her father’s house. For three weeks, Jack’s mother simply vanished from his life. A nanny cared for the three
         children until their grandfather insisted that, whatever Rose’s complaint, she had no choice but to return to her young family,
         though for her own good she had better make some changes when she did. Rose came home as suddenly and mysteriously as she
         had disappeared, and hardly was she back when two-year-old Jack fell ill with scarlet fever. She could do nothing to comfort him,
         for on the very day he was stricken she went into labor in another room of the small house. It was impossible to explain to
         a two-year-old why his mother, whom he knew to be nearby, could not answer his cries, however much she may have wanted to.
         Nor could Rose come to him when the baby, a girl named Kathleen, had been safely delivered, as there was reason to worry that
         she and the baby might also contract the disease.
     

      
      As Jack lay close to death and unable to grasp why his mother stayed away, his father burst into his life with all the focus
         and intensity the lonely little boy had missed. For the first time in Jack’s experience, the full force of an adult’s emotions
         was concentrated on him for a sustained period of time. It was Joe who held the sick child in his arms and arranged for him
         to enter a hospital, Joe who perched day after day at his bedside, letting him know that nothing could be more important to
         the father than his son’s survival. Jack remained in the hospital for weeks, not seeing his mother but basking in his father’s
         unreserved love. Joe later confessed to one of the doctors that, never having known any serious illness in his family prior
         to Jack’s, he could never have predicted the power of his own feelings when he realized that the child might die. Joe’s intensely
         emotional reaction to his son’s ordeal, combined with Rose’s absence, bonded the boy to his father in ways that would long
         go to the very core of Jack’s being.
     

      
      On his release from the hospital, Jack was sent to Maine to complete his recuperation. By the time he rejoined his family,
         almost three months had elapsed since he had first fallen ill. He returned to Brookline to find a mother even more distant
         and self-absorbed than she had been previously. When Rose’s father sent her back to Joe and the children, he had advised her
         that she ought regularly to take some time for herself apart from household responsibilities. At her instigation, Joe moved
         his family to a larger house with a specially designated room where Rose made it her custom to retreat for hours on end. She
         sought escape in books and religion, and throve on quiet and solitude. A door emphatically shut against everything and everyone
         that might impinge on her privacy became Rose’s prescription for survival in a life that otherwise brought much unhappiness.
         To Jack, this was further evidence, if any were needed, of a mother’s rejection. He was known to grow enraged when she went
         off traveling for weeks at a time, leaving him and his siblings in the care of nannies. ‘Gee, you’re a great mother to go
         away and leave your children all alone,’ the five-year-old Jack confronted her in 1923. Rose recorded the incident in her
         diary, but the child’s outburst did not prevent her from leaving the next day on a six-week trip to the West Coast with her sister.
     

      
      Though on this and other occasions Jack voiced resentment against his mother, there was little reason to hope that she would
         alter her ways. He had, in fact, already given up on her. Joe Kennedy, bursting with volcanic emotion which he never hesitated
         to express, was all that Jack had – but to the boy’s frustration, Jack was far from all that his father had. When Jack was
         critically ill in 1920, his father made him the center of his universe. The rest of the time, however, no one could doubt
         his abiding preoccupation with his eldest son. Joe Junior, twenty-two months Jack’s senior, had claimed their father’s imagination
         before the second son was born. As such, the older brother posed a formidable obstacle to the thing Jack learned to want most.
     

      
      On the day of young Joe’s birth, Rose’s father had lightheartedly assured newsmen that his grandson would grow up to be president.
         But there was nothing lighthearted about the way Joe Kennedy embraced that prophecy and transformed it into a family mantra.
         As far as Joe Senior was concerned, his eldest son was the ideal boy – athletic, strong and strikingly handsome. He was the
         robust, healthy son, while scrawny, ‘elfin’ Jack was often confined to bed with one childhood ailment or another. Jack’s brush
         with death had riveted Joe Kennedy’s attention, but at length the boy’s identity in the family as the sickly son meant that,
         in the father’s eyes at least, he must remain his brother’s inferior.
     

      
      Joe Kennedy’s maxim, ‘We want winners, we don’t want losers around here,’ suggested that Jack by virtue of poor health stood
         little chance in the competition for first place in their father’s heart. Jack’s sensitive, affectionate nature would attract
         a host of devoted friends from early on, but those were not characteristics prized by Joe Kennedy, who unabashedly favored
         the bullying, hot-headed, ‘manly’ older boy. Jack, narrow-faced with protruding ears and a dusting of freckles, was frequently
         the target of his brother’s brutality, and Joe Junior was known to laugh at the sight of the smaller, weaker child after he
         had been hurt. On numerous occasions young Joe pounded Jack’s head against a wall, to the horror of their younger siblings.
         It was almost as if Joe sniffed a threat from Jack. When the brothers fought each other, their father made a point of declining
         to come between them, though he did insist that should the need arise they join together as Kennedys to battle against outsiders.
     

      
      Though in health and hardiness Joe Junior was the superior by far, Jack realized that he had significant vulnerabilities.
         Their father’s hopes placed a huge burden on Joe, who, in whatever he said or did, was under constant pressure to live up to the patriarch’s glowing
         image of him. Rose, too, singled out young Joe as the ‘natural leader’ among her offspring. Always on the lookout for ways
         to impose order on an ever-growing family, she gave him considerable authority over the younger children. Determined to appear
         mature beyond his years and unquestionably in charge, Joe Junior developed an excruciating sense of his own dignity. Jack,
         spotting an opening, exploited every opportunity to make Joe seem ridiculous. Then and later, part of Jack’s charm was his
         ability to laugh at himself, and he realized early on that this gave him a distinct edge over his leadenly self-serious, easily
         provoked older brother. Young Joe, as neat and painstakingly systematic as Jack often seemed the reverse, had inherited their
         mother’s rage for order. At meals he would carefully separate the chocolate frosting from his slice of cake in anticipation
         of savoring it last. One evening at dinner, as Joe began this ritual, Jack lay in wait. No sooner had his brother set the
         frosting to one side than Jack’s little hand shot across the table, grabbed the frosting off his brother’s plate and stuffed
         it into his own mouth. The spluttering rage that caused Joe Junior to lose his dignity in front of both parents was a far
         more cherished treat for Jack than the stolen chocolate.
     

      
      By such stratagems Jack satirized and sabotaged his brother. Still, he also yearned to defeat young Joe on the latter’s terms
         and to prove himself the tough, sturdy sort of boy their father admired. Accordingly, he provoked innumerable fistfights with
         his older brother, in which Jack, though capable of battling ‘like fury’ when he had to, inevitably got the worst of it. On
         the athletics field, he repeatedly ignored his physical frailty in an attempt to live up to their father’s image of what a
         Kennedy ought to be. But whatever the battering to which Jack subjected himself, his place in the family pecking order remained
         unchanged. Winning, the patriarch taught, was all; runners-up were still losers, however valiantly they competed.
     

      
      Forced to spend much time in bed, whether to recuperate from sickness or simply to conserve his strength, Jack began to read
         a great deal. His taste ran to the heroes of English and Scottish history. He was drawn to tales of adventure and chivalry,
         of the strong who protected the weak, and of causes worth dying for. He read and reread the legends of King Arthur and the
         Round Table. He was entranced by the works of Robert Louis Stevenson and Sir Walter Scott. Like Winston Churchill, who won
         an award at Harrow for having memorized the most lines of Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome, he prized the story of Horatio at the gate, laying down his life to defend his city. Jack’s reading would expose him to values starkly at odds with those of a father
         who taught his boys to regard matters such as duty and honor as superfluous. Jack worshipped his dynamic, highly successful
         father and longed for his approbation, and it would not have occurred to him at that point to question his philosophy. Nonetheless,
         Jack, who was already physically out of harmony with the Kennedy atmosphere, widened the breach by his reading. He also quietly
         confirmed his sense of superiority to young Joe. Unlike the older boy, who studied strictly to earn grades that lived up to
         their parents’ expectations, Jack read for pleasure. If a subject failed to interest him, he did not bother.
     

      
      Jack enjoyed another important advantage over his brother; he could count on his sister Kathleen to cheer him on. Eventually
         Joe and Rose would have nine children, including, besides the first four, Eunice, born in 1921; Pat, in 1924; Bobby, in 1925;
         Jean, in 1928; and finally Teddy, in 1932. Of them all, only Kathleen – whose irrepressible nature had earned her the nickname
         ‘Kick’ – dissented from the prevailing view that Joe was better than his brother. Jack took enormous pleasure in the fact
         that Kick idolized him, not young Joe. Her good opinion was worth much in the family; as Rose would later say, Kick was her
         father’s ‘favorite of all the children.’
     

      
      Years afterward, Kick would recall her father’s consternation when she insisted that her beloved Jack could do no wrong. It
         was, she would laugh, ‘heresy’ in the family even to suggest that Jack might be superior to young Joe. But she had consistently
         said precisely that and managed to get away with it because her father adored and indulged her. Like Jack, Kick possessed
         the charm that comes from an ability to laugh at oneself, and from the first they had been each other’s preferred companion.
         Kick, Jack would say after her death, had been the one family member to whom he could tell everything, because ‘I always knew
         she loved me.’
     

      
      Kick perceived – and valued – who he was, but as far as Jack was concerned his father did not, and he grew increasingly frustrated
         by Joe’s blindness. Finally, in 1929, when Jack was twelve, he saw a chance to tear the veil from his father’s eyes. Joe Junior,
         aged fourteen, had gone off to boarding school that year, while Jack stayed at home. By this time the Kennedys were living
         in a sprawling brick house set on five thickly wooded acres in Bronxville, New York; Joe Kennedy had already made a fortune
         in the stock market and prided himself on the fact that the market crash in October had left him ‘untouched.’ At Thanksgiving,
         when young Joe came home for his first visit since starting at Choate, his father was off in Hollywood chasing a second fortune in the film business and a love affair with the actress Gloria Swanson.
         To Jack’s delight, his brother bore physical evidence that his reception at Choate had been quite different from what the
         family might have expected. The other boys had shown no inclination to regard Joe as a ‘natural leader’ – far from it. Out
         in the world on his own, Joe had fallen victim to the sort of brutality he himself routinely dispensed at home. Upperclassmen
         had knocked the idol off his pedestal, and Jack, who had waited years for their father to acknowledge Joe Junior’s imperfection,
         wrote to apprise him of Joe’s pathetic fate:
     

      
      

         When Joe came home he was telling me how strong he was and how tough. The first thing he did to show me how tough he was was
            to get sick so that he could not have any thanksgiving dinner. Manly Youth. He was then going to show me how to Indian wrestle.
            I then through him over on his neck. Did the sixth formers lick him. Oh Man he was all blisters, they almost paddled the life
            out of him. He was roughhousing in the hall a sixth former caught him he led him in and all the sixth formers had a swat or
            two. What I wouldn’t have given to be a sixth former. They have some pretty strong fellows if blisters have anything to do
            with it.
        

     



      
      Jack’s letter, fueled by rage at his brother’s preeminence at home, posed an open challenge to Joe Junior. Its swagger aimed
         to make the father perceive young Joe as Jack saw him – and to recast himself as his father would have wished him to be.
     

      
      It irked Jack that when Mr and Mrs Kennedy discussed Joe Junior the emphasis tended to be on matters of achievement, but that
         when the second son was the subject of conversation they inevitably reverted to the question of his delicacy. Determined to
         break loose from the image of the sickly boy, Jack, when he was enrolled the following year at the Canterbury School in New
         Milford, Connecticut, immediately went out for the football team. But no amount of will could cover the fact that, underweight
         and undersized, Jack was far and away the smallest member of the team. The physical disparity between Jack and his teammates
         was so absurd that he could only laugh at it himself. One player, he wrote home, weighed 145 pounds – ‘5 lb. heavier than
         Joe. Awoh!’ He went on, ‘My nose my leg and other parts of my anatomy have been kicked around so much that it is beginning
         to be funny.’ He labored to maintain the guise of a normal, robust boy, but whatever hopes he may have had of starting anew
         at Canterbury were soon dashed when his health again betrayed him. Inexplicably he lost weight and experienced fatigue, blurred vision and dizzy spells. He landed in the infirmary with a case of hives that left him itching
         madly and frantic for sleep. He was mortified as the headmaster hovered about constantly, insisting he dress warmly, take
         additional rest periods, drink a tonic, and submit to regular weigh-ins with the goal of increasing his weight to at least
         105 pounds. Other students sat at the headmaster’s table on occasion; Jack was required to eat all his meals there. The extra
         attention, he wrote home in near despair, led the other boys to tease him: ‘I am made out to be an awful baby.’
     

      
      At school, as at home, beloved books offered consolation – and more. With typical self-mockery, Jack conceded that he had
         been laughable on the football field, but after Christmas he strove to force his father to acknowledge that there was also
         an area in which he excelled. Jack’s English teacher had assigned the class to read Scott’s Ivanhoe. The experience, a triumph for Jack, prompted the thirteen-year-old to write a poignant plea to his father: ‘We are reading
         Ivanhoe in English,’ Jack exulted, ‘and though I may not be able to remember material things such as tickets, gloves and so
         on I can remember things like Ivanhoe and the last time we had an exam I got a ninety eight.’ It was the letter of a boy hoping
         to find a way to assert his own worth, to press his father to see him clearly and shift focus from the things that did not
         matter to the things that did. In this sense, Canterbury had begun to provide something immensely important for Jack. Sadly,
         there would be no opportunity to learn where it might have led. Jack’s Canterbury career ended abruptly when he had to be
         taken to the hospital for an appendectomy, and his father, then much on the West Coast, decided not to send him back after
         spring break. Instead, in the fall of 1931, Jack was sent off to Choate to join Joe Junior.
     

      
      Even before Jack arrived at his new school, the signs were unpromising for a fourteen-year-old who yearned to shake off his
         identity as a second son. ‘If Jack is anything like his brother, he can make up his Latin, and go ahead normally with the
         Third Form,’ wrote Choate’s Frank Wheeler that summer to Hyannis Port, on Cape Cod, where the Kennedys had a beach house.
         Jack had not even arrived at Choate and already he was being measured in relation to young Joe. Two years previously, Jack
         had rejoiced at Joe’s troubles at Choate, but by the time he caught up with him there Joe had managed somehow to establish
         the reputation, in the words of Mrs George St John, the headmaster’s wife, as ‘one of the big boys of School on whom we are
         going to depend.’ No sooner had Jack entered Choate than it became apparent he was doomed to the sort of comparisons that
         had long exasperated him. Rather than emulate his brother, Jack now chose to disdain anything that earned young Joe praise. At Choate,
         Jack seemed to all appearances to abandon the fight to displace Joe in their father’s eyes. Joe was compulsively neat; Jack
         became notorious for the disarray of his room and attire. Joe prided himself on efficiency; Jack billed himself as ‘the boy
         that doesn’t get things done.’ Joe worked doggedly for grades and rarely relaxed; Jack made a point of seeming hardly to study.
         Joe was noted for a fierce intensity; Jack, his teachers complained, suffered from an ‘inability to concentrate effectively.’
     

      
      Having failed to make his father recognize the particular gifts and tastes that distinguished him, Jack finally gave up. If
         his father, and just about everyone else except Kick, believed him to be inferior to young Joe, he would play along. Kick
         alone understood that he did not abandon his sense of himself as superior, only the effort to persuade others that it was
         so. Thenceforth, Jack publicly cast himself as the happy-go-lucky boy, whose apparent absence of ambition and responsibility
         his father endlessly bemoaned. In private, however, Jack plunged ever more deeply into the serious reading that at length
         helped produce the man who would be president.
     

      
      So it was that, on October 31, 1932, a visitor to Peter Bent Brigham Hospital in Boston, where Jack was undergoing tests to
         determine the cause of a bout of anemia triggered by a knee injury, was astonished to find him absorbed in The World Crisis, Churchill’s multi-volume history of the First World War. The visitor, Kay Halle, a new friend of his father’s who had never
         met Jack before, happened to walk in on a pivotal episode in the boy’s life. As Kick would recall years afterward, when their
         father spoke of the war to his sons he would inevitably launch into an angry account of the soldiers who had died ‘for nothing’
         at the battle of the Somme in 1916. The British, hoping to break through the German lines along a twenty-five-mile front,
         had methodically bombarded the enemy for seven days. When the British Expeditionary Force finally advanced, it expected minimal
         resistance. Instead, the Germans, secure in the shelter of deep dugouts, extinguished vast numbers of men in a relentless
         blast of machine guns. Yet even then, wave upon wave of British troops, aware of the likelihood they would be mown down by
         enemy fire, continued across no-man’s-land. By nightfall Britain had lost some 58,000 volunteer soldiers, making that day
         the deadliest its army had ever known. The battle dragged on for five months and resulted in more than 400,000 British casualties.
         By the time the carnage ended, a generation had been wiped out and no strategic advantage gained. Joe Kennedy, who at the
         outset of the battle had quarreled with his Harvard friends about their admiration for the troops’ spirit of sacrifice, never ceased to believe
         that the young men who gave their lives for king and country had died for a ‘delusion.’
     

      
      In The World Crisis, his son encountered a dramatically different view that, like the books to which Jack had been drawn as a boy, set duty and
         honor before self-interest. Though Churchill criticized the planning behind the battle and lamented the outcome, he extolled
         the high sense of duty that had led the young soldiers – ‘every man a volunteer, inspired not only by love of country but
         by a widespread conviction that human freedom was challenged by military and Imperial tyranny’ – to give their lives for a
         cause larger than themselves. The idea of such gallantry appealed immensely to Jack, and The World Crisis proved revelatory in other ways as well. Almost certainly Jack’s encounter with that work was the start of his lifelong fascination
         with how wars begin – and how to prevent them. From Churchill, the fifteen-year-old learned about the miscalculations and
         accidents that had led to the First World War. He read about what can happen when the momentum toward war takes on an energy
         of its own, and about the danger of allowing oneself to be drawn to the edge of the precipice. He read about the importance
         of military preparedness and of firm clear words of warning if war is to be avoided. Thirty years later, these and other lessons
         from The World Crisis would prove central to the Kennedy presidency.
     

      
      As Jack lay in bed – ‘so surrounded by books I could barely see him,’ Kay Halle remembered – America was days from a presidential
         election that pitted a Democratic challenger, New York’s governor Franklin D. Roosevelt, against the Republican incumbent,
         Herbert Hoover. Joe Kennedy, in the belief that the Great Depression would provoke a national upheaval likely to strip him
         of his fortune, had emerged as a fervent supporter of Roosevelt and traveled extensively with him. Roosevelt had arrived in
         Boston earlier in the day in anticipation of a rally that evening which was billed as the climax of his New England tour.
         While the candidate rested at his hotel, Kennedy and Halle, also a Roosevelt supporter, visited with Jack at the hospital.
         The picture of Jack amid a heap of books encapsulates the strange discordance of his life in those years. It was as if the
         pale, bone-thin teenager simultaneously occupied two planes of existence. He was the ‘problem child’ – his father’s characterization
         – who seemed utterly to lack drive and ambition, and he was the avid reader who had already begun to store up ideas and information
         critical to his future.
     

      
      Jack, the only member of his class with his own subscription to the New York Times (a gift from his father), read the newspaper ‘every single day from cover to cover,’ recalled his schoolmate Ralph ‘Rip’ Horton. When a news item particularly interested him,
         Jack told Rip, ‘I’ll read it, and then I’ll force myself to lie down for about a half an hour and go through the total article
         in my mind, bringing to memory as much as I possibly can and then analyzing the article, and then attacking it and tearing
         it down.’ One such item attracted Jack’s attention not long after he left the hospital, where doctors had failed to pinpoint
         the cause of his anemia. In light of his reading at the hospital, it is not difficult to see why Jack would have been mesmerized
         when, in comments printed in the New York Times, Churchill seemed to answer the question posed on the final page of The World Crisis: whether the last war had been the end of strife or whether his nation’s children would soon ‘bleed and gasp again in devastated
         lands.’ On November 23, 1932, in the House of Commons, the fifty-seven-year-old former First Lord of the Admiralty warned
         of another fiery confrontation with Germany if steps were not taken immediately. Jack later called those remarks ‘the opening
         gun’ of Churchill’s campaign for British rearmament in the face of German territorial ambitions.
     

      
      Churchill was responding to an address by Stanley Baldwin, the former prime minister who, as Lord President of the Council,
         was the real power in Prime Minister Ramsay MacDonald’s government. Germany, forbidden by the Treaty of Versailles to rearm,
         now demanded the right to do precisely that. Baldwin, speaking on behalf of the government, supported Germany’s demand on
         the condition that it pledge along with other nations to renounce the use of force. In comments that, Jack later wrote, ‘deeply
         and profoundly impressed the people’ and had a ‘tremendous influence on later British policy,’ Baldwin called on young people
         to consider the unprecedented peril of aerial warfare. He predicted that British towns were likely to be bombed ‘within the
         first five minutes of war to an extent inconceivable in the last war.’ He urged his listeners to keep in mind that there was
         ‘no power on earth’ that could protect them from bombing. In an indelible phrase calculated, as Jack later judged, to create
         a sense of defenselessness among the civilian population, Baldwin declared, ‘The bomber will always get through.’ Churchill,
         ill with paratyphoid, had been absent from the House at the time of Baldwin’s speech, but when he returned on the 23rd he
         replied to the government’s case with the first of his great warnings of the approaching danger – speeches which a young Jack
         Kennedy would monitor in the New York Times, and which years afterward he would cite, as well as emulate, when he ran for president. Churchill deplored Baldwin’s sense
         of fatalism and helplessness and mocked the naïveté of government leaders who failed to perceive Germany’s desire for revenge. He warned that, far from merely
         seeking equal status, a rearmed Germany would soon demand ‘the return of lost territories and lost colonies.’ Like The World Crisis, Churchill’s warnings about the need for Britain to rearm, which began with the November 1932 foreign policy debate, became
         part of Jack’s imaginative landscape.
     

      
      So did a controversy spurred by Baldwin’s appeal to the young to consider that, were there to be another war, ‘they principally
         and they alone’ would be ‘responsible for the terrors that have fallen on the earth.’ Less than three months after Baldwin’s
         assertion that the bomber would always get through, it appeared that British youth had taken his words to heart. In the last
         war, great numbers of Oxford University students had volunteered. Now, within days of Adolf Hitler becoming German chancellor,
         the Oxford Union, the renowned debating society where future British prime ministers and members of Parliament honed their
         skills, voted in favor of the motion, ‘That this House will in no circumstances fight for its King and Country.’ The proceedings,
         on February 9, 1933, mirrored the recent debate in the Commons, with one side playing to the anxieties drummed up by Baldwin
         and the other echoing Churchill’s position that only by a course of rearmament might Britain avert another war. When the pacifist
         argument prevailed, Churchill growled that the defeatism propounded by Baldwin had done its insidious work by persuading the
         younger generation that there would be no way to defend themselves in a new war. Speaking at Oxford on February 17, Churchill
         claimed almost to be able to feel ‘the curl of contempt’ upon the lips of militaristic German youth ‘when they read this message
         sent out by Oxford University in the name of young England.’
     

      
      The King and Country resolution, coming as it did so soon after he had read Churchill’s powerful account of the young men
         who had rushed to volunteer in 1914 and who by giving their lives had ‘fulfilled the high purpose of duty with which they
         were imbued,’ made the deepest impression on Jack. Puzzled by the degree to which the heroic Britain of his books seemed to
         have altered since the last war, Jack followed the Oxford Union affair in the New York Times over the course of several days. He concluded that young Britain had grown ‘decadent’ – a judgment later repeated to London
         friends. In 1933, Churchill remained confident that were war to be declared his nation’s young men would perform their duty.
         The problem with the King and Country resolution, in Churchill’s view, was that it might encourage those in other countries
         to think Britain would not fight, and that that miscalculation might set off another war. Jack’s assessment that the British had grown decadent represented precisely the
         sort of foreign reaction Churchill feared.
     

      
      Even as he religiously followed the events in Europe and embarked on a many-years’ project of reading ‘every single thing
         Churchill had ever written,’ Jack’s day-to-day performance at Choate continued to provoke dismay. Most distressing to his
         father was Jack’s apparent imperviousness to rebuke, as though his family’s disappointment concerned him not at all. Still
         there were signs, invisible to Joe, that Jack was not as indifferent as his carefree pose suggested. When Joe Junior graduated
         in May 1933, he won Choate’s award for best all-round athletic and academic achievement. Following the presentation, Jack
         slipped off with his closest school friend, Kirk LeMoyne ‘Lem’ Billings, himself a second son whose older brother had been
         a Choate star and prizewinner. When he and Lem were alone, Jack confessed for the first time that he believed he was more
         intelligent than Joe, though his parents failed to recognize it.
     

      
      At least the fact that Joe was graduating meant that, for his last two years at Choate, Jack would be free of his brother’s
         suffocating presence. Indeed, the following year Joe would not even be at home during school vacations. He had been accepted
         to their father’s alma mater, but at the suggestion of Harvard law professor Felix Frankfurter, Joe Senior had decided first
         to send him to Britain. He was to spend a year at the London School of Economics under the guidance of the political scientist
         Harold Laski, whom Frankfurter recommended as the world’s finest educator. Laski presided over packed lecture halls, but it
         was in the more intimate setting of Sunday afternoon teas at his home that, he liked to say, his most vital work with students
         occurred. Laski was also a socialist, and Joe Kennedy recognized that in their views he and the professor were ‘black and
         white.’ Kennedy insisted that, while he disagreed with everything Laski had ever written, it would serve young Joe well to
         know the arguments on the other side. In September 1933, the day before he escorted his eldest son to Europe, Kennedy wrote
         to the headmaster at Choate, ‘I feel very pleased and satisfied with the development Joe has shown since he has been under
         your care, and I am sincerely hopeful of Jack coming out with the same results.’ Though Jack had improved in the past year,
         ‘He still has a tendency to be careless in details and really is not very determined to be a success.’ Kennedy notified him
         that, when he and Mrs Kennedy returned to the United States in November, he would visit Choate to see how Jack was getting
         along.
     

      
      
      Briefly, it seemed as if Jack did intend to alter his profile. Impressed by the caliber of his private reading and by the
         gusto with which he approached the subject, the history instructor Russell Ayres, whom Joe Kennedy had known at Harvard, pronounced
         Jack ‘one of the few great minds’ he had ever had in his class. In large part, however, Jack’s attitude toward schoolwork
         did not change. In his brother’s absence Jack did blossom, but in ways unlikely to please his father. That fall, Jack gathered
         round him a mischievous group of friends who offered all the approval he needed. If Mr and Mrs Kennedy, along with most of
         the teachers, continued to believe young Joe was the more outstanding, the claque was no less ardent in its admiration of
         the second son. Jack was their leader, and as far as they were concerned everything he said or did was cause for applause.
         As it happened, Kick was also in Connecticut that fall, beginning her first year at a Roman Catholic convent school in nearby
         Noroton. No sooner had his favorite sister arrived than Jack sneaked out with Lem to see her – as if Kick were a great prize
         that he could hardly wait to show off to his roommate. From that moment Kick, though only thirteen, was incorporated as an
         honorary member of Jack’s group. The boys visited whenever they could and Kick was kept informed by telephone and telegram
         of the boys’ fun. Kick and Lem, in particular, were soon united in a close friendship, based, as they understood from the
         first, on their shared devotion to Jack. Raised by a devoutly Roman Catholic mother to be innocent and good, Kick sincerely
         disapproved of bad behavior and never hesitated to let Jack and his friends know it. At the same time, she shared her brother’s
         sense of humor and often seemed to thrill to his recklessness, regarding him as ‘quite the grandest fellow that ever lived.’
         Though she remained decidedly her mother’s daughter, life with father had provided a veneer of sophistication, an ability
         to mimic certain of the attitudes and racy talk of Joe Kennedy and her older brothers. The mix of innocence and raciness was
         as amusing as it was incongruous.
     

      
      If Jack seemed pleased with his new situation, his father emphatically was not. ‘I can’t tell you how unhappy I felt in seeing
         him and talking with him and feeling that he certainly is not on the right track,’ Kennedy complained to Jack’s headmaster,
         George St John, on November 21, 1933, after his visit to Choate. ‘The observations that I made are not much different than
         I made before that the work he wants to do he does exceptionally well, but he seems to lack entirely a sense of responsibility,
         and that to my way of thinking must be developed in him very quickly, or else I am very fearful of the result. The happy-go-lucky
         manner with a degree of indifference that he shows toward the things he has no interest in does not portend well for his future development.’ After urging that the school find a way to
         help Jack cultivate a sense of responsibility, he concluded with the obligatory comparison to young Joe. ‘Joe you would be
         proud of. I have left him in London … and he is doing a remarkable job. I would very much like to have Jack follow in his
         footsteps and he can only do that if he senses his own responsibilities.’
     

      
      At Christmas, Jack obtained permission to bring Lem down to the Kennedys’ oceanfront house in Palm Beach, Florida. On this
         visit, Kick consolidated her role in her brother’s claque, tagging along as he and Lem, with some others, made the rounds
         of Palm Beach nightspots. Afterward, Kick appeared to speak for her brother as well when she pronounced it the best vacation
         ever. Content, even blissful, in the good opinion of Lem and Kick, Jack had insulated himself from his father’s criticism
         and showed no interest in being drawn back into the competition with his brother. But shortly after Jack returned to Choate
         following the winter break, his life took a turn that instantly pushed aside all of Joe Kennedy’s other concerns.
     

      
      Jack was taken to the infirmary with another case of hives, and at first the episode seemed similar to the one at Canterbury
         three years previously. This time, however, Jack did not recover quickly. When his temperature soared and blood count plummeted,
         the school administration had him moved to New Haven Hospital and summoned his father from Palm Beach. Once again Joe Kennedy,
         drawing on deep reserves of feeling, hovered over a child for whose life he feared – and the bond forged in 1920 became even
         stronger. For ten days the father – who in recent months had expressed such strong displeasure with Jack – dwelt on nothing
         but the boy’s survival. Stingy with praise for his second son he may have been, but never with love when Jack most needed
         it. At Choate, the boys were told that Jack might be near death, and, as George St John reported, ‘we pray Jack is better
         every hour. To see how sorry everybody is when Jack is ill proves the kind of fellow he is.’
     

      
      The doctors were puzzled by Jack’s symptoms. One suggested that he was suffering from agranulocytosis, an often fatal blood
         disease bordering on leukemia, and that his chances of survival were ‘about five out of one hundred.’ Specialists from Peter
         Bent Brigham Hospital in Boston, where Jack had been treated in 1932, and the Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota, followed
         one another through his hospital room until, finally, the danger seemed to pass. The good news was soon tempered by the realization
         that no one could say with certainty what had been wrong with him. The crisis could recur at any moment, and the next time it might prove fatal. Beginning with this
         episode in 1934, a terrible indeterminacy weighed heavily on both father and son.
     

      
      On the assumption that Jack would not soon return to school, Joe Kennedy took him to Palm Beach. But when Jack, who weighed
         125 pounds when he left the hospital, managed to put on another fifteen, his father let him go back to Choate after spring
         break to finish his junior year. That summer, he was sent to the Mayo Clinic for evaluation. Burdened by his identity in the
         family as the sickly son, Jack could not bear for his claque at Choate to think of him that way. Accordingly, during this
         and subsequent hospital stays, he spiced his letters with talk of sexually rapacious nurses – ‘the dirtiest-minded bunch of
         females I’ve ever seen’ – and other schoolboy fantasies that would head off pity. Jack nearly managed to cast his situation
         as enviable. ‘I had an enema given by a beautiful blonde,’ he reported to Lem on one occasion. ‘That, my sweet, is the height
         of cheap thrills.’ And on another: ‘The nurses are very tantalizing and I’m really the pet of the hospital. All day they come
         in and let me tell you nurses are almost as dirty as you, you filthy minded shit.’ He even claimed that a nurse ‘wanted to
         know if I would give her a workout last night.’ He reported that he had said yes but that the assignation had failed to materialize,
         the young woman having gone off duty early. As was his nature, Jack distanced himself from his medical ordeal and cloaked
         his fears in jokes at his own expense. When Lem was the audience, those jokes tended to be dirty.
     

      
      To Jack’s dismay, and even more so to his father’s, a month’s worth of tests proved inconclusive. ‘Nobody able to figure out
         what’s wrong with me,’ Jack reported. ‘All they talk about is what an interesting case.’ Jack returned to Hyannis Port no
         closer to understanding the cause of his medical problems than in 1932, when tests had failed to discover the source of his
         anemia.
     

      
      At the time of those earlier tests, Joe Kennedy had expected to be rewarded with a post in the new Roosevelt administration,
         preferably as secretary of the treasury. Nearly two years had passed without an offer from the White House when finally, that
         July of 1934, Roosevelt named Kennedy to chair the newly created Securities and Exchange Commission. The appointment of a
         famous stock-market operator to be Wall Street’s cop seemed a travesty to many, but Kennedy quickly made it clear that he
         intended to disprove his critics. He announced plans to ‘cut red tape’ and to create an atmosphere of cooperation between
         the SEC and those whose practices it oversaw.
     

      
      
      From then on Joe Kennedy spent a great deal of time in Washington, and when he came home to his family – at Bronxville, Hyannis
         Port or Palm Beach – he invariably had much to say about the world of politics. Though Kennedy would often, through the years,
         pay lip service to an ideal of public service, it was really only power that interested him – unabashedly so. ‘I wanted power,’
         he would later reflect on his career. ‘I thought money would give me power, so I made money, only to discover that it was
         politics – not money – that really gave a man power. So I went into politics.’
     

      
      In the late summer of 1934 both elder sons were in residence at Hyannis Port, Joe Junior having returned from London in anticipation
         of entering Harvard. At the family table the father lovingly inculcated his sons with his views. The boys were welcome, even
         encouraged to disagree with anything he said. And though the give-and-take – especially with volatile young Joe, who, to Jack’s
         amusement, seemed during his year abroad to have embraced some left-wing ideas – would often grow fairly contentious, there
         could be no doubt that the sons held their father in awe. When by turns he lectured, exhorted, questioned, criticized and
         praised, his sole focus was on his sons, and only a telephone call from President Roosevelt was capable of breaking the spell.
         Kennedy’s comments were so stimulating, Lem Billings recalled, ‘that you wanted to read and study so that you could take part’
         in the discussions. Unfortunately for outsiders, Kennedy made no bones about the fact that he was exclusively interested in
         what his own offspring had to say. He sought to mold and guide them, not other people’s children. When Rip Horton sat in on
         some of these sessions, he was ‘practically ignored.’ Once he committed the faux pas of asking a question and was answered
         ‘rather curtly, as though [Kennedy] didn’t want to be bothered.’ By contrast, young Joe, Jack or even outspoken Kick – who,
         as a girl, was thought to be without the possibility of a political future – could pose no question too trivial but that their
         father would ‘go to great lengths’ to answer. He insisted that nothing was more important than his children’s education.
     

      
      During Jack’s senior year at Choate, Joe Kennedy received word that Jack, along with Lem, Rip and ten other boys, faced expulsion
         for ‘corrupting the morals and integrity of the other students in the school.’ Jack and his group had baptized themselves
         ‘the Muckers Club’, a defiant reference to the headmaster’s remark in chapel that ‘the worst kind of boy’ was what he called
         a mucker, and that if he could learn the identities of all the muckers at Choate he would promptly expel them. St John, apparently
         perceiving a challenge to his authority when the boys formed their club, announced plans to send all thirteen of them home. According to Rip Horton, Joe Kennedy arrived from
         Washington ‘highly irate at young Jack for allowing himself to get into this particular predicament.’ He negotiated a reprieve
         for Jack and the others, who would be permitted to finish out their senior year. But though Jack longed to go on to Princeton
         with Lem and Rip, his father had other plans for him. He wanted Jack to follow his older brother and spend a year with Professor
         Laski at the London School of Economics.
     

      
      Jack and his parents, along with Kick, who had been enrolled at a convent school in France, sailed on the French liner Normandie on September 25, 1935. As the Kennedys settled in at Claridge’s Hotel, throughout London the talk of an impending general
         election vied with anxious discussion of whether Italy’s recent invasion of Abyssinia would lead to war. Prior to the attack
         on July 4, Britain had sent battle cruisers to the Mediterranean as a warning, but Mussolini, reportedly on the basis of the
         Oxford Union’s King and Country resolution, calculated correctly that in this instance Britain would not go so far as to provoke
         a confrontation. Still, the specter of war changed Joe Kennedy’s mind about the wisdom of leaving Jack in London. ‘Am definitely
         coming to Princeton,’ Jack exulted in a letter to Lem on October 9, ‘as London looks very tense and know Dad will let me so
         it ought to be very jolly.’ Soon, however, much as he loathed and resented the idea of emulating young Joe, Jack began to
         wonder whether he was really in such a hurry to leave after all.
     

      
      A few months previously, Stanley Baldwin had become prime minister again, when Ramsay MacDonald resigned because of ill health.
         For three years Jack had been monitoring Churchill’s breach with Baldwin on the issue of preparedness, and now matters arranged
         themselves in an unexpected way. At the Conservative Party Conference in Bournemouth at the start of October, Churchill emerged
         as an unlikely supporter of Baldwin, who, in turn, delivered an address pledging rearmament. Churchill, though he had no greater
         faith in Baldwin than previously, backed the prime minister in the expectation that were the Conservatives to triumph in the
         general election he would again be named First Lord of the Admiralty. And Baldwin, even as he assured certain audiences that
         he supported a program of rearmament, was promising others that there would be ‘no great armaments.’ ‘Thus,’ Churchill later
         wrote, ‘the votes both of those who sought to see the nation prepare itself against the dangers of the future and of those
         who believed that peace could be preserved by praising its virtues were gained.’ A quarter-century later, when Jack Kennedy
         repeatedly compared Richard Nixon, his opponent in the presidential election, to Stanley Baldwin, he was referring to Baldwin’s willingness
         to say whatever his audience wished to hear.
     

      
      In 1935, for the first time, Churchill and Jack’s father crossed paths. On October 7, Mr and Mrs Kennedy were luncheon guests
         at Chartwell, Churchill’s country house. The financier Bernard Baruch, a friend of both men, had proposed the meeting, and
         in view of Kennedy’s reputation as Roosevelt’s intimate Churchill had enthusiastically taken up the suggestion. Just before
         sailing for Britain, Kennedy had stepped down as SEC chairman after a highly successful year, and he was shortly to report
         back to the president on the European economic picture. At the time of the luncheon, Churchill expected that, by virtue of
         his support for Baldwin in the general election, he would soon again have his hands on the military machine. Eager to involve
         Roosevelt in the problems of Europe, Churchill used the meeting with Kennedy to argue that it would be wise for London and
         Washington to join forces against the German threat. This initial encounter went well enough for Churchill to invite ‘a distinguished
         company’ to meet Kennedy at the end of the month, but at exactly the wrong moment Jack fell sick. He was hospitalized with
         a recurrence of the illness that had almost killed him in 1934, and Joe Kennedy sent word that he would be unable to attend
         the luncheon in his honor.
     

      
      Within days, Jack improved sufficiently to allay the doctors’ fears. ‘Dad says I can go home if I want to,’ he wrote to Lem
         from the hospital, ‘but I have decided to stay as figure it would be rather stupid to go home now however, may return at Christmas.’
         Parliament had been called into session one week early to discuss Britain’s role in the Abyssinian crisis, and election fever
         was heating up; Jack was seeing history unroll before his eyes. But whatever Joe Kennedy may have said at first, on consideration
         he decided to send Jack home ‘to be near his doctors.’ On October 19, he wrote Churchill to explain that, ‘After a week of
         concern and anxiety, I have sent my boy back to America this morning. I propose following him on Wednesday.’ The second meeting
         with Churchill was canceled. By the end of October Jack had joined Lem and Rip at Princeton, where he followed in the press
         an election that would fascinate him for years to come. On November 7, 1935, the Baldwin government was returned to power,
         but there would be no Cabinet post for Churchill.
     

      
      At Princeton Jack remained unwell. When he came home for Thanksgiving it was apparent that, chronically underweight and suffering
         from bouts of dizziness and fatigue, he was too ill to continue at the university. He soon withdrew, and after much prodding from his father he agreed to return to Peter Bent Brigham Hospital
         for further evaluation. Jack arrived in Boston in January 1936, but when doctors proposed two months of tests the usually
         stoic eighteen-year-old rebelled, informing his mother that he had had enough. That he was resistant to yet another battery
         of tests was hardly surprising, as he had already endured four years of procedures which had often been excruciatingly painful
         and had left him no closer to an answer – or a cure. Jack preferred to go to Palm Beach, but his father intervened with a
         passionately argued letter full of love and comprehension of all that Jack was feeling. He urged his son to go through with
         the tests and learn once and for all what was the matter with him so that he could proceed with his life. Jack reluctantly
         agreed, but for all of his usual good humor and bravery, certain of his letters betrayed just how perilous he knew his situation
         to be. ‘My blood count this morning was 3500,’ he wrote to Lem. ‘When I arrived it was 6000. At 1000 you die. They call me
         “2000 to go Kennedy.”’ The fearsome words ‘agranulocytosis’ and ‘leukemia’ were again uttered, but when Jack arrived in Palm
         Beach at the end of February he and his family were still no closer to an understanding of his condition. For the moment all
         he could do was to follow doctors’ orders to rest in the sun and try to regain strength.
     

      
      Hardly had Jack arrived in Florida when Churchill’s warnings about a rearmed Germany, which Jack had been tracking since 1932,
         were spectacularly realized. On March 7, 1936, encouraged by Mussolini’s success in Abyssinia, Hitler announced the reoccupation
         of the Rhineland, which the Treaty of Versailles had designated a demilitarized zone, a status reaffirmed by the Treaty of
         Locarno. As he made the announcement his soldiers crossed over the boundary and swept into the principal German towns of the
         region. Later that month, Churchill rose in the Commons to deliver a speech whose ideas and words Jack would draw on in later
         years. Churchill cautioned that whatever Hitler might claim about this being the end of German territorial ambitions, the
         Rhineland episode was ‘but a step, a stage, an incident’ in the approach of another war. Churchill predicted that far from
         stopping at the Rhineland, Hitler would next set his sights on Austria. To those who called Churchill a warmonger, he replied
         that on the contrary he was ‘looking for a way to stop war.’ That, he insisted, could not be done by pious sentiments and
         appeals. He called on Britain to make itself powerful again so that it might ‘negotiate from strength and not from weakness’
         and halt the German war machine while time remained. To Churchill’s frustration, the Baldwin government persisted in its refusal
         to rearm adequately – a failure to which Jack would crucially and repeatedly allude during the 1960 presidential campaign.
     

      
      By mid-April, Joe Kennedy, convinced that Jack was spending too much time at various Palm Beach nightspots when he ought to
         be resting, obtained doctors’ approval to send him to a ranch in Arizona to complete his recuperation. When Jack came home
         in June he seemed well enough to contemplate a return to college in the fall. The previous year he had been accepted to both
         Princeton and Harvard; now he agreed to join his brother at the latter. Unhappy to find himself a full year behind Lem and
         Rip, Jack briefly spoke of trying to complete the usual four-year course of study in three. His father expressed the hope
         to Harvard’s dean of freshmen that such talk might indicate ‘the beginning of an awakening ambition.’ But as soon as Jack
         arrived at Harvard, he made it clear that he planned to concentrate on sports and socializing, and leave the quest for academic
         laurels to young Joe. Feeling much better and aware that the life-threatening episodes might recur at any time, Jack set out
         to enjoy himself as long as his present burst of vigor held out. He played football, swam and golfed. He arranged visits back
         and forth with the Princeton crowd as well as group trips to New York, where the Stork Club became a favorite haunt. In his
         parents’ absence, he and his friends enjoyed numerous weekends at the Kennedy family home in Hyannis Port. Kick, re-enrolled
         at Noroton after a year in France, was a frequent participant in these occasions, except when Jack hoped to have sex with
         a particular girl he had invited along. Then it usually fell to Lem to make sure Kick was not included in the group, often
         a difficult task as she expected to be part of whatever fun Jack had organized. The Kennedy children had grown up with a father
         who thought nothing of bringing his mistresses to the family table, where Mrs Kennedy always went to great lengths to feign
         obliviousness. Much as Kick adored her father, she was agonized by what she saw as his heartless humiliation of her mother.
         Though Jack and young Joe accepted their father’s behavior as a matter of course and even learned to admire it, in his own
         actions Jack took care not to put his sister in situations she might find uncomfortable. As he later said, he loved her too
         much for that.
     

      
      Jack’s good health persisted during freshman year, but the period of grace ended the following summer. His father, who had
         returned to public service when Roosevelt appointed him chairman of the United States Maritime Commission, had arranged for
         Jack and Lem to travel in Europe together. The trip, which took the boys to France, Spain, Italy, Germany and Holland, ended
         badly when in London Jack was again stricken with a fever and hives. Lem had had a long acquaintance with Jack’s health problems, but he had never been
         called on to deal with an episode alone and he found it terrifying. Jack’s symptoms vanished as mysteriously as they had appeared,
         but they served as a warning that his good health of the previous year could not last.
     

      
      Soon after Jack returned to Harvard as a sophomore, President Roosevelt named Joe Kennedy to replace the ailing Robert Bingham
         as Ambassador to the Court of St James’s. It was difficult for some observers to imagine the blunt, proudly profane Joe Kennedy
         in any diplomatic post – and even harder to conceive of a Catholic Irish-American in charge at the London embassy. Nonetheless,
         he had been an effective leader at the SEC and had brought the same dedication to the Maritime Commission. His financial expertise
         promised to be a great advantage at a moment when London and Washington were negotiating a reciprocal trade agreement. In
         London, news of the appointment of an ambassador said to be close to the president was generally well received. The Daily Telegraph hailed it as ‘the greatest compliment Roosevelt could pay to Great Britain.’ Kennedy himself was thrilled by the status of
         the position and by the honor thereby conferred on all Irish-Americans. Not least, he saw the ambassadorship as an opportunity
         to help prevent American involvement in another European war. Nearly two years had passed since the occupation of the Rhineland,
         and many people in Britain were eager to believe that Hitler was satisfied, that the Baldwin government had been wise to do
         nothing, and that Churchill’s prediction that the Germans would move next against Austria had been alarmist and wrong. Still,
         should war break out in Europe, Kennedy, who had bitterly opposed US participation in the last war, intended to make it his
         mission to ensure that his country stayed out of a conflict that, to his mind, had nothing to do with American interests.
     

      
      Joe and Rose Kennedy planned to make the voyage, along with Kick, Pat, Bobby, Jean and Teddy, in February 1938, but at the
         last minute Mrs Kennedy suffered an attack of appendicitis and her husband sailed alone on the US liner Manhattan. The others were scheduled to join him later in ‘installments,’ with Jack and Joe Junior due to come over together at the
         end of the school year. Meanwhile Jack, confined to the Harvard infirmary with the flu, was the only one of the children not
         to see their father off in New York.
     

      
      On March 11, 1938, ten days after Joe Kennedy arrived in London to take up his post, the situation in Europe altered sharply
         when Germany invaded Austria. Joe Kennedy was in the visitors’ gallery at the House of Commons when Churchill argued that the significance of Hitler’s latest move could not be exaggerated. Europe, Churchill declared,
         was confronted with ‘a program of aggression, nicely calculated and timed, unfolding stage by stage.’ As Churchill saw it,
         the only possible responses were to submit, like Austria, or to take strong measures while time remained to ward off the danger
         and, if it could not be warded off, to cope with it. He pointed to Czechoslovakia as Hitler’s next target and, in a passage
         that would long intrigue Jack Kennedy, he warned that his country must ‘declare plainly’ where it stood in the matter of Czechoslovakia.
         Should Hitler move against Czechoslovakia, France, along with Russia, was bound by treaty to come in on the Czech side; Britain
         in turn was obliged by the Locarno Agreement to defend France against unprovoked aggression by Germany. Churchill maintained
         that lest Hitler miscalculate in the light of British inaction after the invasions of the Rhineland and Austria, Britain must
         be quick to offer ‘a perfectly plain statement’ of its intention to come to the support of France and participate in the defense
         of Czechoslovakia.
     

      
      On the day of his speech, Churchill privately insisted to Joe Kennedy that sentiment was growing for determined action. ‘I
         must say I am not sure he is right,’ Kennedy wrote to a friend in America, ‘or at least that the House opinion he describes
         represents the country in any large measure. Chamberlain’s policy of waiting to see what happens would appear to me to be
         the popular course, so far as an outsider can judge.’ Rather than risk a new war, Neville Chamberlain, who had become prime
         minister on Baldwin’s retirement in 1937, had resolved to pursue an ‘all-out’ policy of appeasement that would enable Britain
         to come to terms with Hitler and Mussolini, an approach warmly favored by the new American ambassador. Churchill’s predictions
         – about German territorial ambitions in general and about Austria in particular – had come true thus far, yet Kennedy was
         correct in his assessment that Chamberlain’s perspective still more closely resembled that of a majority of the electorate.
     

      
      It had only been twenty years since the end of the First World War and memories of the carnage remained fresh. Virtually every
         family, of every class, had been touched by the slaughter. Much of a generation had been sacrificed, including men who might
         have been expected to lead their nation in the future. In the cases of some survivors, the ideals that had propelled them
         to volunteer had been spoiled. Many people in Britain were ‘firmly of the belief that another war could not happen’ so soon
         after the last one. Certainly there was no appetite for another conflict that, with the advent of aerial warfare, threatened
         to be even more destructive. Baldwin and others had, through the years, made an impression with haunting images of British cities under
         a hail of German bombs that would make no distinction between soldier and civilian. Further militating against strong action
         to counter German aggression was the popular belief that Germany had been dealt with unfairly in the Treaty of Versailles,
         as well as a perception that Russia posed the more formidable threat and that Hitler, the Bolsheviks’ avowed enemy, offered
         Britain a useful bulwark against Communism.
     

      
      Four days after Churchill urged his country to declare plainly where it stood, Joe Kennedy made a blunt statement of his own
         at the customary dinner hosted by the Pilgrims’ Club to welcome Washington’s new man in London. In his first address to a
         British audience, Kennedy undertook ‘to tell our British cousins that they must not get into a mess counting on us to bail
         them out,’ as had been the case in the last war. Spinning a variation on the theme of self-interest that Jack had often heard
         addressed at home, he warned the foreign secretary, Lord Halifax, and other dignitaries that in the harsh economic climate
         of 1938 the average American was primarily concerned with his own financial security and had little interest in international
         developments, which, regardless of their importance, seemed ‘vague and far away.’ American public opinion, Kennedy strongly
         suggested, would not support participation in another European war. His talk at the Pilgrims’ dinner, which one observer called
         ‘the most isolationist utterance that has come from any American Ambassador in many years,’ served as a warning to think twice
         before taking any steps that might lead to a new confrontation with Germany.
     

      
      Jack was at New England Baptist Hospital with intestinal flu when, on March 19, the New York Times printed his father’s speech. For the past six years, he had been studying Churchill’s writings and following his campaign
         to bolster British defenses in the face of the German threat. With the Pilgrims’ Club speech, Joe Kennedy assumed a prominent
         place in the great debate. Four months before Jack was to join his family in London, the father he idolized had positioned
         himself as the direct and outspoken adversary of Winston Churchill.
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      On July 4, 1938, at the close of a festive transatlantic crossing, Jack Kennedy stood at the railing of the Normandie as photographers on the dock at Southampton jostled for position. The raw-boned, strikingly handsome six-foot-tall young
         man projected a palpable energy and exhilaration. Yet he had been in and out of the hospital during the spring term at Harvard,
         and on the occasion of his twenty-first birthday two months previously he had been too exhausted to celebrate. Poor health
         had made it a struggle just to finish the academic year, and at the close of exams he had returned to New England Baptist
         Hospital for two additional weeks in the hope that he would be well enough to spend the summer abroad. Joe Kennedy had come
         back to America that spring to report to President Roosevelt, attend young Joe’s graduation, and bring both boys back with
         him to London. Jack, standing beside the ambassador and Joe Junior, clearly reveled in the excitement. The elder Kennedy had
         made a strong impression in Britain, where the very qualities that had caused some in the United States to worry about his
         appointment had swiftly endeared him to his hosts. They enjoyed his colorful conversation, which bristled with slang and profanity;
         there was also much favorable comment about informal working habits that brought a new and welcome vigor to the embassy. Kennedy
         often worked in shirtsleeves, barked constantly into telephones like the film industry mogul he had once been, and was known
         during meetings to swing both feet up on his desk as he talked. In the beginning, at any rate, a good many people in London
         relished the fact that he was so different from other diplomats – such as his impeccably well-mannered predecessor, Robert
         Bingham – and from themselves. At the same time, Kennedy had become popular, notably in certain aristocratic circles, because
         his sense of Churchill as a warmonger and Hitler as a useful ally against the Bolsheviks harmonized with their views. To judge
         by the crowd of photographers vying for shots of Jack and Joe Junior, some of Britain’s fascination with Joe Kennedy had already
         rubbed off on his sons.
     

      
      
      Ordinarily the ambassador loved to pose with his children, but on this occasion there was no time to linger. When they arrived
         in London, at the American embassy residence in the former J. P. Morgan house at 14, Prince’s Gate, opposite Hyde Park, Jack
         and Joe Junior had only moments to greet their brothers and sisters before changing into evening dress in order to accompany
         their parents to the Dorchester Hotel, where the ambassador was scheduled to speak at the Independence Day dinner and ball
         sponsored by the American Society of London. At a moment of high suspense as to whether Hitler would move against Czechoslovakia
         and how Britain would respond to new German aggression, anything Washington’s envoy might reveal about the American position
         was naturally of urgent interest. Rather than press Hitler to stay back, Chamberlain hoped to persuade the Czechs to accede
         to the Führer’s demands on behalf of the German minority in the Sudetenland – demands that included, in addition to autonomy
         for the Sudeten Germans, the termination of the treaty of mutual assistance with France designed to shield Czechoslovakia
         against the Germans. Chamberlain’s calculated resistance to calls for a firm and clear promise to act should the Germans move
         against Czechoslovakia left the world in complete uncertainty about British intentions. Kennedy had returned from the United
         States that day and, as he was known to have conferred with Roosevelt during his visit, his comments were widely and eagerly
         awaited. That Kennedy’s co-speaker was Anthony Eden, who shortly before the new ambassador took up his post had resigned as
         British foreign secretary in protest against the policy of appeasement, heightened the drama of the evening.
     

      
      On his exhilarating first night in London in 1938, Jack saw enacted the debate between those like his father who wanted Britain
         to come to terms with the dictators and those who argued that matters of principle made it impossible to do so. Kennedy emphasized
         that various people in America had asked him to convey the message that it would be best to settle things quickly, so that
         Britain could ‘keep on living comfortably in the family of nations’ and avoid a war. His comments offered thinly veiled support
         for Chamberlain, while suggesting that the British, should they choose to go to war, must not expect any help from Washington.
         Eden countered that while he did not expect the United States always to be prepared ‘to pull British chestnuts out of the
         fire,’ there had begun to be ‘quite a few chestnuts’ that ought to be of concern to both countries. Just as Kennedy had managed
         to avoid the name Roosevelt, Eden did not identify Hitler as the common enemy when he called for Anglo-American cooperation
         based on a shared belief ‘in constitutional government, in freedom of the individual, in racial and religious tolerance – now almost become
         rare in this troubled Europe.’ Later, Kennedy privately offered additional support for Chamberlain’s policy. In the course
         of a report on his trip to the United States, he informed Lord Halifax that while American popular opinion had been sympathetic
         toward Eden at the time of his resignation, the mood in America had since shifted in the direction of Chamberlain.
     

      
      Three days after the Independence Day gala, the ambassador took young Joe along with him to Dublin, where he was to receive
         an honorary degree from the National University of Ireland and be feted by Prime Minister Eamon de Valera at Dublin Castle.
         Jack was left at Prince’s Gate to stand in for his father at Rose Kennedy’s side at a dinner party on the evening of Friday,
         July 8, for some of Kick’s new British friends. A large dinner dance was being held that night, after the Eton and Harrow
         cricket match, and the American-born hostess Viscountess Astor had asked Mrs Kennedy to preside over one of several small
         dinners early in the evening for those who would not be dining with the Astors. By the time they arrived at the brightly lit
         embassy residence, the young people had heard much of Jack, for Kick had spoken constantly of him in recent weeks. More than
         six decades later, one guest’s memory of that evening would be dominated by the sound of Jack and his eighteen-year-old sister
         laughing uproariously as she tugged him from one group of friends to another. Kick would whisper something to Jack, he would
         dissolve in laughter, and that would set her off laughing in turn. To a shy, sheltered British debutante, the lanky American
         in evening clothes who towered above his diminutive sister seemed everything Kick had promised. ‘He looked very much a boy,
         all long skinny arms and legs, but very, very attractive!’ remembered Lady Lloyd, Jean Ogilvy as she was then. Though Jack’s
         sister had failed to mention it, he moved with ‘a sort of careless grace’ that made him seem exceedingly sure of himself –
         ‘not arrogant, but simply confident.’ Eventually Rose Kennedy, in what another of Kick’s British friends would describe as
         ‘the ugliest voice I have ever heard, like a duck with laryngitis,’ warned her daughter that it was time to stop introducing
         Jack around as she was ready to announce dinner. Mrs Kennedy had to intervene at least twice, as Kick always seemed to have
         ‘one more person’ she wanted Jack to talk to before they went in, and began to grow visibly nervous. Nevertheless, Rose, an
         adroit hostess, fulfilled her duty of ensuring that the young people in her charge reached Lady Astor’s dance at ten.
     

      
      It was said that at Nancy Astor’s ‘one might meet, and did meet, every conceivable kind of person,’ and it was precisely that mix that made her parties such great fun. At the Astor residence,
         4, St James’s Square, Kick and her friends met up with others from their set, an exclusive subgroup within the vaster category
         of all those participating in the London Season – which extended from May through the Goodwood races at the end of July –
         when prominent families introduced their daughters to society, as well as to suitable young men. For Jack, the evening demonstrated
         the remarkable extent to which his sister, after only four months, had acquired membership in a ‘tight little circle’ drawn
         in part from families that had helped shape the history of England and Scotland. A number of the young people were related
         to one another many times over, a reflection of the aristocratic tendency to marry within one’s own tribe. More often than
         not, their families were immensely rich and had vast landholdings with castles, mansions and large numbers of tenants who
         dwelled in the lord’s houses, farmed his land, and otherwise worked on his estates. In line with a venerable past, certain
         of the families continued to wield political power and influence, though by no means as much as in earlier days.
     

      
      Jack had already encountered a good many of the names of those in Kick’s set. In John Buchan’s Montrose he had learned about the Ogilvys and the Colquhouns; in Churchill’s Marlborough, about the Devonshires; and elsewhere, about the Cecils, the Loughboroughs and others. Some of the great houses that figured
         in their conversation, such as Chatsworth, Hatfield House and Rossdhu, would also have been familiar from his books. Thus,
         a week that had begun with Jack finding himself propelled to the very center of a debate he had been absorbed in since 1932
         ended with the discovery that Kick, in making the particular friends that she did, had gained entrée to a realm of history
         that had long ago taken hold of his imagination.
     

      
      Remarkably, Kick had not simply been accepted into that set. Despite a neck too short, shoulders too high and broad, and a
         figure that, by her own estimate, left much to be desired, Kick had become one of its leading lights. ‘She had a raving success,’
         said Lady Lloyd of Kick’s effect on the members of the aristocratic cousinhood. ‘We all absolutely adored her.’ According
         to Lady Anne Tree, younger daughter of the 10th Duke of Devonshire, Kick ‘was just a complete star. She was enchanting.’ By
         the time Jack joined Kick on the scene, several young aristocrats including Anne’s brother Andrew Cavendish, David Ormsby
         Gore, Hugh Fraser, Tony Loughborough and William Douglas-Home had made it known that they were besotted. Kick had won the
         friendship and admiration of girls in their circle as well, including, besides Jean Ogilvy, Debo Mitford, Jane Kenyon-Slaney, Sissie Lloyd Thomas and Fiona Gore. On occasion even some of Kick’s
         new friends wondered quite how she had managed so brilliantly and quickly to launch herself in what was, in the words of Lady
         Arran – Fiona Gore, as she was then – ‘a very narrow society’ which did not readily admit outsiders.
     

      
      Largely overlooked, then as in later years, was the fact that, far from brilliant, Kick’s introduction to London was, in her
         own telling, ‘rather difficult.’ She had arrived three weeks after her eighteenth birthday with a plan to stay for six months,
         time enough to be presented at Court in May and have her coming-out party before returning to New York to study at the Parsons
         School of Design. Though eventually she would come to speak of Britain as her second home, she confessed to Nancy Astor that
         in the beginning she had been filled with loneliness for her life in America. She had missed the companionship of her brother’s
         claque, and she had been disappointed that, unlike Lem Billings and her other adoring male pals from Jack’s group, the first
         wave of British boys she met had failed to appreciate her jokes and raillery. ‘Very few of them can take any kidding at all,’
         Kick complained to Lem of the dreary young men whom Debo Mitford, who also came out that Season but whom Kick had yet to meet,
         liked to call the ‘CH’s’, short for chinless horrors. Nor, in the beginning, had Kick been especially fond of any of the British
         girls. That changed on the occasion of her first country-house weekend, beginning Thursday, April 14, 1938, two weeks before
         the start of the Season, when Nancy Astor arranged for the ambassador’s daughter to celebrate Easter with her sons, Jakie
         and Michael, and some of their young friends. Afterward, without a trace of exaggeration, Kick would describe that weekend
         as ‘the best thing that ever happened to me.’
     

      
      When the invitation arrived, Kick had been ‘scared to death’ at the prospect of a weekend with the Astors. Though she had
         attended dances, teas and dinner parties in London, she had yet to participate in an event that extended over several days;
         she had never met any of the Astors’ other guests; and, to make matters worse, she had been invited without her parents. When
         she arrived at the portico of Cliveden, a massive Restoration Baroque house with long views of vast cropped lawns, formal
         gardens, fountains, statuary, tennis courts, woods and the Thames below, she seemed ‘rather lost.’ Nancy Astor had put Jean
         Ogilvy, a year and a half older than Kick, in the next room, in a passage on the first floor where all the best bedrooms were,
         and instructed her to help the newcomer navigate Cliveden as well as ‘chum up’ with some of the other young people. From the outset, the dark-haired, porcelain-skinned daughter of the Earl of Airlie took the assignment
         seriously, for she understood how it felt to face one’s first Season without so much as a friend in London. As a girl at Cortachy
         Castle in Scotland, Jean, the eldest of three sisters and three brothers in a family of ancient Scottish lineage, had led
         an isolated life. Especially when small, she had participated in the occasional visit to and from the Mitfords and other members
         of the aristocratic cousinhood, but during the rest of the year she saw few people outside her immediate family. By the time
         she was a teenager and ready to come out in London, she barely knew anyone her own age. Lady Airlie sought to remedy the problem
         by inviting various relations and other ‘suitable’ young people – an equal number of boys and girls – for a week-long celebration
         of her daughter’s eighteenth birthday. The guests, some of whom Jean had not seen since early childhood, were to dine, play
         croquet and attend a Highland ball and the Perth race meeting together. Petrified of the boys, Jean insisted she would not
         be able to think of a thing to say. ‘You have to!’ Lady Airlie replied. ‘If you start a man on himself it won’t be difficult.’
     

      
      As it happened, at Cortachy that September of 1936 Jean forged a special bond of friendship with her eighteen-year-old cousin,
         William Burlington, the eldest son of the Marquess of Hartington and second in line to the Devonshire dukedom. Their grandmothers
         were sisters, which, as was said, caused the young people to be somehow ‘like-minded,’ though they had not known each other
         previously. Set to enter Trinity College, Cambridge, in the fall, Billy so loved ‘a good talk,’ as he called it, that he would
         rub the palms of his hands together in luxurious anticipation of one. He would remain Jean’s devoted friend for the rest of
         his short life. During the 1937 Season, when he was nineteen, he invited her to accompany him and his parents to Eton to take
         his seventeen-year-old brother, Andrew Cavendish, out for a picnic, an occasion that in effect launched the group that Kick,
         and later her brother Jack, were to become part of the following year. At length, Billy produced their – and Jean’s – cousin
         David Ormsby Gore, Andrew brought in the Astor boys, and David, his Oxford friend Hugh Fraser, putting the nucleus in place.
     

      
      Andrew, David and Hugh – though not Billy, who made no secret of his dislike of the boisterous atmosphere at Nancy Astor’s
         – were all at Cliveden that weekend. If the American girl had seemed a bit lost at first, whatever Jean Ogilvy said or did
         upstairs put her at ease. From then on, if she continued to be nervous she gave no sign of it. Long afterward, the 11th Duke
         of Devonshire – Andrew Cavendish, as he was then – would still be able to picture Kick on the vast staircase at Cliveden, where he first talked to her. ‘It was her vitality
         that overwhelmed us,’ he said, in an effort to characterize the particular spell she cast. ‘I had never met anyone with such
         vitality before.’ And Kick had almost certainly never met anyone quite like Andrew – ‘the boy who couldn’t wait to grow up.’
         On the face of it, he was simply too young to mix with this particular group, certainly too young for eighteen-and nineteen-year-old
         debutantes who, having entered the matrimonial market, had reason to regard any male not yet at Oxford or Cambridge as ‘still
         a child.’ Boyishly scruffy, he usually went jacketless, with shirtsleeves rolled up to the elbows, and declined to part his
         hair properly or to slick it back with a dollop of grease, as young men tended to do to signal they had grown up. Yet, since
         the 1937 Season when Billy had introduced his younger brother to their Ogilvy cousin, Andrew had striven to establish himself
         in an older set. Soon after the picnic where they met, Andrew had invited Jean to lunch at Eton. Despite Jean’s reminder that
         he was both ‘my cousin and a child,’ Lady Airlie ordered her to refuse, as there would be no chaperone. Undaunted, Andrew
         devoted himself to making Jean, along with other of Billy’s friends, his friends as well. When the older brother invited a
         group to one of the family houses, Compton Place, near the seaside resort of Eastbourne, the younger made a point of asking
         all the same people back the following weekend – without Billy. Most, including the debutantes, accepted despite the fact
         that they considered themselves ‘grown up’ while their host was, after all, still an Eton boy. ‘Not you again,’ precocious
         little Anne Cavendish said dryly, when cousin Jean returned a week later under Andrew’s dubious auspices.
     

      
      Andrew’s stratagem worked. By the time Lady Airlie asked another group of ‘suitable’ young people for a week at Cortachy Castle
         in celebration of Jean’s nineteenth birthday, Andrew, despite his age, had earned an invitation. After that, whenever Billy
         appeared at a country-house weekend, it was a safe bet that Andrew would be there as well. ‘He didn’t like being the youngest,’
         Jean Lloyd fondly recalled, ‘definitely wanted to catch up and be one up on Billy. Have you ever seen a big dog and a small
         dog? The small dog always wants to outdo the big dog. Well, Andrew was really like that.’ Billy, unperturbed, accepted responsibility
         for his brother, who could be fairly wild. At a house party in Scotland at Rossdhu, the family home of their friend Ivar Colquhoun,
         Billy went so far as to escort Andrew downstairs and lock him out when he suspected him of having had ‘one too many’ to drink.
         He rejoined the group of young people in the huge drawing room overlooking Loch Lomond, when suddenly Andrew’s ‘little face’ materialized in an open window and he vaulted back inside, having
         climbed up a drainpipe.
     

      
      Many an Englishman, let alone a newly-arrived eighteen-year-old American girl, might have found Andrew’s conversation hard
         to follow. He spoke in the rapid-fire, always exciting and often bewildering manner Kick would soon learn to associate with
         his mother’s illustrious Tory family, the Cecils, who ‘talked all the time about everything under the sun, with animated and
         fiercely contested verbal contests.’ They were capable, it has been said, of uttering more words in a minute than most people
         can in five. Cecil (pronounced to rhyme with ‘whistle’) children were encouraged to express their views and were ‘expected
         to be able to defend them’ when challenged. Those challenges could be merciless. Adults took care to listen to the child’s
         every remark, but, according to Andrew’s uncle David Cecil, they came down ‘with all the force of their vigorous minds’ if
         they did not like what they heard. The aim of their barbed questions and criticism was to teach the child to argue with facility,
         and by and large young Cecils regarded the give-and-take as great fun. As a small boy, Andrew would seek out his uncle and
         proclaim, ‘David, I have come round to do a little talking.’ Andrew, then and later, always had much to say, and his sentences
         tumbled out as if he could not be bothered to finish one thought before he sped on to the next. He was clever, ironic and
         highly-strung, and exuded a tremendous sense of enjoyment. In the period when Kick first met him, it was said that Andrew,
         interested in everything, always had a book in his hand, but also that he was never without a copy of the racing form in his
         back pocket. He spoke entertainingly of books, politics, history, the Newmarket horse races, lawn tennis, gambling, Society
         and all the best parties and country-house weekends, most of which he had managed to attend.
     

      
      Another of the marathon talkers Kick met that day was David Ormsby Gore, who would turn twenty the following month. He more
         than matched Andrew for velocity. Andrew’s and David’s mothers were sisters, the granddaughters of Queen Victoria’s three-time
         prime minister Lord Salisbury; half in earnest, half in jest, certain of the boys’ friends attributed their intellectual panache
         to their ‘Cecil brains.’ Because Billy and Andrew’s mother, Mary, known as Moucher (pronounced ‘Mao-sher’), was so close to
         David’s mother, Beatrice, known as Mima, Billy and Andrew had been brought up to regard David ‘as a brother.’ If one closed
         one’s eyes or turned away, the absence of pauses in Andrew and David’s frenetic back-and-forth made it hard to know which boy was speaking. Indeed, both often rattled on simultaneously, causing friends to wonder how, or if,
         they heard each other.
     

      
      Talking was not the only thing David did at breakneck speed. He also liked to drive fast, and his new set of false teeth testified
         to a car accident on the way back to Oxford from Newmarket, when he crashed into the rear of a truck and his speedometer froze
         at ninety-eight miles per hour. The passengers had included Peter Wood, Hugh Fraser, and Jakie Astor, who boasted a dent-like
         scar on one cheek. ‘I’ve lost my memory,’ Jakie, always ready with a quip, had cried out as he emerged from the wreckage,
         ‘has anybody found it?’ Nancy Astor liked to say that she had initially believed the episode to be a case of ‘boys will be
         boys,’ but had come to think ‘boys will be idiots’ more fitting.
     

      
      On Saturday, twenty-year-old Hugh Fraser arrived. The most promising and ambitious fellow in the group, he enjoyed going ‘nose-to-nose’
         with the equally large-nosed David Ormsby Gore, arguing about such matters as Czechoslovakia and Hitler – topics, Jean Lloyd
         remembered, that were then of relatively little interest to her and the other girls. ‘Hugh and David, and all those, would
         discuss nothing else. We weren’t always listening, but Kick was, you see. That was her great charm and fascination to all
         these boys – part of it.’ Kick, a veteran of years of political table talk with her father and brothers, did more than just
         listen. Curious about everything and unafraid of making a fool of herself, she gamely joined in, and Andrew, David, Hugh and
         Jakie loved her for it. Soon, whenever the boys gathered round the large tea table in a massive hall furnished with suits
         of armor, or in the ‘hideous’ room with tobacco-colored paneling to which they also frequently repaired, Kick joined them.
         She asked questions, made grand statements about the tense situation in Europe and laughed exuberantly at her own mistakes.
         The delirious, immensely pleasurable talk continued throughout the weekend as the young people rode horses in the woods, boated
         and played tennis. Years later, Jean Lloyd would laugh that though Nancy Astor assigned her to look after the newcomer, once
         Kick got started she ‘didn’t need any looking after!’
     

      
      As soon as Kick returned on Monday to a London largely shut down for the Easter holiday, she was on the phone to Jean. Kick
         was leaving for Paris the following day to meet her mother and shop for clothes, and by the time she returned Jean would be
         back in Scotland. For Kick, the past few days had altered everything. ‘All the loneliness I had for America has disappeared
         because now England seems so very jolly,’ she would write to Nancy Astor of her first weekend at Cliveden. Determined not to wait two weeks until Jean was in London again, she asked her to lunch that day. The invitation surprised
         Jean. In Kick’s position, a British girl would not have taken the initiative. Jean thrilled to the American girl’s refreshing
         lack of reserve, but explained that she could not go out because she had her father with her. Lord Airlie then served as the
         Queen’s Lord Chamberlain. Kick shot back that her father was in London as well, so why not make a foursome? So it was that
         Lord Airlie, whose first name also happened to be Joe, accompanied his daughter to Prince’s Gate.
     

      
      Prior to lunch in the embassy residence dining room, the ‘two Joes,’ as Kick and Jean gaily dubbed their fathers, chatted
         in a sitting room, while the girls played the popular record ‘Franklin D. Roosevelt Jones’ over and over on a wind-up gramophone
         and talked of Andrew, David, Jakie, Hugh and the other boys. After the meal, Kick took Jean upstairs to see those of her siblings
         already in residence. Speaking of the Kennedys yet to come, she assured Jean that Jack ‘already knows almost everything about
         England’ and that she was certain to find him the most charming and amusing young man she had ever met.
     

      
      The evening of Nancy Astor’s party was Kick’s first opportunity to show off her brother to ‘the gang.’ Jack, who loved to
         dance, partnered several of Kick’s friends, though the debutantes tended to be tongue-tied in his presence and, given his
         impenetrable Boston twang, were bewildered by his jokes and remarks. By contrast, there was no such barrier between Jack and
         the voluble, argumentative fellows in Kick’s group. Suddenly, Jean Lloyd recalled, Jack’s staccato, nasal, high-pitched speech
         was added to the mix of the young men’s voices, as on and off throughout the evening they talked exuberantly of politics,
         books and ‘just about everything else under the sun.’ That first night at Nancy Astor’s, Jack fell in easily with young men
         who had cut their teeth on many of the same books as he, and whose sparring style of conversation delighted him. Adopted by
         his sister’s set, Jack from then on seemed to turn up ‘at every party.’ In the weeks that followed, his evenings were filled
         with dinners and dancing. On many nights in the Season there were at least two dances, in addition to a dinner beforehand.
         The parties often lasted till the pre-dawn hours and were punctuated by frequent side trips to the 400 Club and other nightspots.
         But unlike most of the young men in the set, who could never get enough champagne and had a history of car crashes to prove
         it, Jack, on account of his fragile constitution, rarely drank – not that that ever impeded his capacity for merrymaking.
     

      
      Jack was also much seen about town in the company of young Joe, with whom he soon shared a regular table near the door at the 400. The debutantes, who had to elude their chaperones if they
         hoped to visit the 400, christened Joe ‘the Big One’ by contrast with his scrawny brother. Joe looked a good deal older than
         his age, while Jack was often mistakenly thought to be younger than Kick. When they got to know Jack, the debutantes tended
         to judge him the nicer and more attractive brother by far. A scene in the semi-darkness at the 400 encapsulated the difference
         between the young men’s temperaments. A third fellow had approached the Kennedy table and made the mistake of attempting to
         pick up the girl with whom Joe Junior had been flirting. To the alarm and fascination of a group of young people seated nearby,
         Joe’s temper flared while Jack, apparently oblivious to the air of menace at his own table, went on laughing and joking with
         a strikingly beautiful older woman who seemed enchanted by him.
     

      
      Though he was often out until dawn, by day there was much that Jack wanted to see and do. Joe Junior already knew London,
         where he had spent a year as a student. But during his two previous visits Jack had been sick much of the time and had not
         had the opportunity to explore. Shortly after he arrived this time, his mother took him out for a drive by way of orientation;
         when they passed the prime minister’s residence, he became so excited that he leaned over to Rose’s side of the car to see
         better. He was immensely curious about everything. On a visit to Eton along with his brother and father, who was giving a
         talk to the Political Society on the theme of ‘America’, Jack impressed Lord Halifax’s son Richard Wood, a student there,
         with numerous well-informed questions about the school. Wood – later Lord Holderness – recalled that there was in turn a great
         deal of curiosity among the boys, himself included, about the ‘fabulous’ Kennedys, of whom they had heard so much from their
         parents, older siblings and the press. Rather than appearing shy before a large group of staring students, Jack and Joe Junior
         smiled broadly and clearly relished the spotlight.
     

      
      In Britain as in America, Joe constantly spoke of Joe Junior as a future president. As at home, Jack made a point of refusing
         to compete. The fact that he gravitated to David Ormsby Gore, of all the fellows in Kick’s set, is suggestive of how Jack
         perceived himself at the time and wished to be perceived. The friendship would prove among the most important of Jack’s life
         and have immense historical ramifications when Jack was president and David the British ambassador in Washington. When it
         began in 1938, it took the form of a bond between exceptionally bright young men who each, for reasons of his own, seemed
         to lack the ambition and promise of a Hugh Fraser or a Joe Kennedy Junior.
     

      
      
      David belonged to what Andrew Cavendish referred to as the second sons’ club, whose members had drawn ‘the short straw in
         life.’ Unlike Jack, David had sincerely admired the older brother on whom his family’s hopes were pinned. There were six Ormsby
         Gore children in all, and they had paired off in sets. For as long as anyone could remember Mary, the eldest, had bonded with
         Gerard; they had been the strong, outgoing siblings everyone noticed, while David, a somewhat withdrawn, sensitive boy who
         found sanctuary in books and interests such as music and mechanics, languished at the low end of the pecking order. Jack resented
         Joe Junior, but David idolized Gerard, who seemed to be everything David could never be. Their father, Billy Ormsby Gore,
         represented the seventh generation from father to son to sit in the House of Commons, and David had thought it fitting that
         Gerard continue the tradition. In keeping with the unwritten rule of primogeniture, whose purpose was to keep the great estates
         intact and preserve the political power of the families that owned them, Gerard would, upon succeeding to the Harlech barony,
         take possession of the extensive family landholdings in Wales and Shropshire. In 1935, the second son who had thought he might
         pursue a career related to mechanics found himself suddenly ‘pushed to the fore,’ as was said in the family, when Gerard died
         in an automobile accident. Not only had David lost a hero, he had inherited his burdens as well.
     

      
      When David met the Kennedys three years later, he was still uncertain whether he was up to the political career associated
         with his new role as the family’s ‘prime runner.’ Unlike his friends Hugh Fraser and Julian Amery, he was not a member of
         the Oxford Union and claimed to be unable to think of ‘anything more ghastly’ than the idea of having to make a speech. He
         excelled at verbal sparring with his cousins and other close friends, yet he lacked confidence as a public speaker. He throve
         on barbed questions and criticism from members of his set, but he knew himself to be uneasy in other, less nurturing environments.
         He adored politics, yet, as Richard Holderness, who much admired his intelligence and integrity, would later say, he lacked
         the ruthlessness necessary for a major career. In 1938, a sense of the inevitability of war permitted, perhaps even encouraged,
         David to put off any decisions about his future. He simply refused to make plans until the crisis had passed.
     

      
      David may have inherited his emotional fragility from his father, a quiet, solitary, erudite man who, in a gesture unusual
         for one of his position, chose to have his study in the nursery wing because he felt happiest in the company of children.
         An art historian and author of books including The Florentine Sculptors of the Fifteenth Century and A Guide to the Mantegna Cartoons at Hampton Court, as well as of learned monographs and articles on Africa and other topics, Billy Ormsby Gore would spend hours patiently
         explaining books and pictures to the youngsters. From his mother, on the other hand, David seems to have derived his liberalism
         and independent-mindedness. In her youth at Hatfield House, beak-nosed Mima had made it her custom to travel to London by
         bus, rather than permit a chauffeur to drive her; if her engagement happened to be at the palace, she simply hid her tiara
         beneath a hat. She had never wanted to marry in the first place, having harbored early on an ambition to be a doctor. Forbidden
         by her family to pursue a medical career, she experienced further disappointment when her mother, Lady Alice, ruled out one
         suitor on the grounds that he was Catholic. Ostensibly the Cecils approved of her marriage to Billy Ormsby Gore, but complained
         among themselves that the eldest daughter of the 4th Marquess of Salisbury really ought to have done better. Never quite accepted
         by his wife’s family, Billy Ormsby Gore appears to have suffered for his connection to them nonetheless, when in the aftermath
         of his succession to the Harlech barony in 1938 he was forced out of Chamberlain’s Cabinet. The announced reason for relieving
         him of his post as secretary of state for the colonies was that there were then too many peers in the Cabinet; as members
         of the House of Lords, they could not defend their departments’ positions in the Commons. But it was widely believed that
         the prime minister really wanted him out because of his tie to the family of Lord Cranborne, the Marquess of Salisbury’s eldest
         son and a prominent Tory opponent of the policy of appeasement.
     

      
      At Oxford in this period David cut a wild figure, even among young men not known for taking academic work seriously. He drank
         too much, frequented the races at Newmarket, and spent many nights at the George Hotel in Oxford, where he and his friends
         slapped each other’s faces with their steaks and smoked salmon and hurled champagne bottles out the windows – champagne being
         ‘very cheap in those days,’ Julian Amery would subsequently remark. There tended to be an element of innocence in David’s
         revels, as when, on a visit to Cortachy Castle the previous year, he led the boys in dashing from room to room to gather up
         all the cushions and pile them high on the four-poster beds – his idea of a hilarious stunt. He also liked to listen to jazz
         records for hours at a time, as, head bowed and eyes closed, he drummed on the back of a chair in ecstatic accompaniment.
     

      
      Innocence and rowdiness, references to jazz, history, politics, books and other shared interests, as well as a constant flow of jokes and jibes, characterized David’s back-and-forth with Jack
         Kennedy that summer. Then, as later, the setting for many of their discussions would be the golf course, a game both friends
         enjoyed for, among other pleasures, the opportunity to converse as they walked between shots. The talks blended the Cecil
         penchant for velocity with Jack’s impatience to get to the point of whatever they happened to be discussing. There were no
         monologues, no long anecdotes or explanations on either side. David lacked skill as a raconteur, which was fine with Jack,
         who was easily bored. David did have a marvelously dry sense of humor, as well as an unmistakable snickering laugh. Their
         repartee was swift and sharp; no sooner had one participant uttered a few words than the other shot back a deflating reply,
         which led in turn to a new counter-statement, and so on. The content would undergo many alterations in the course of twenty-five
         years, but the distinctive form of their talks had been quickly established.
     

      
      David, along with the other young men in their group, haunted the visitors’ gallery at the House of Commons, where they followed
         the great debates of the day almost as one would a sporting event. Jack was soon doing the same. On the Monday after Nancy
         Astor’s party, Jack joined some of his new friends when they headed to the Commons to see Churchill weigh in on the Sandys
         affair. Churchill’s son-in-law Duncan Sandys, a member of Parliament and an officer in the Territorial Army, had asked an
         embarrassing question in the House, based on information acquired in his military capacity, about the inadequacy of London’s
         air defenses. Sandys, threatened with military discipline for a violation of the Official Secrets Act, had invoked a claim
         of parliamentary privilege and an inquiry had been convened. On July 11 there was to be a debate on the report of the inquiry’s
         Select Committee, and Churchill was set to attend.
     

      
      No occasion was more keenly anticipated in the House of Commons than an appearance by Churchill. Even his detractors were
         eager to see him. On the signal that he was about to speak there would be a great stir in the lobbies as members rushed into
         the chamber. A hunched, hulking figure would rise and, despite a tendency to lisp and stammer, hold the House spellbound with
         flights of oratory that Neville Chamberlain grudgingly admitted to be ‘the best show in town.’ As to whether Churchill’s remarks
         amounted to anything more than superb entertainment, Chamberlain and a good many others expressed doubt. Admirers such as
         the future prime minister Harold Macmillan went so far as to claim that Churchill, in his great speech on the invasion of
         Austria, seemed to have been imbued with the spirit of his ancestor and biographical subject the 1st Duke of Marlborough and
         ‘spoke as a man outside and above party, only for his country.’ As a statesman rather than a politician, Churchill, declared
         his son Randolph, had ‘the luxury of subordinating party interests to those of the State.’ That is, he told the truth as he
         saw it, though he knew that by doing so he might harm himself politically.
     

      
      For Jack, fascinated since the age of fifteen by Churchill’s books and speeches, the July 11 debate, which set Churchill against
         the prime minister, provided a first opportunity to see and assess the man himself. The young American was ambivalent from
         the outset. On the one hand, Jack remained powerfully drawn to Churchill; on the other, he had come to see him as his father’s
         opponent, the figure whose views about Hitler Joe Kennedy had made it his mission to contest. Interestingly, Jack shared this
         ambivalence with a number of his new British friends who, though they worshipped Churchill as an orator and an author and
         marveled at the frightening accuracy of his predictions, had also heard some of their fathers – men they loved and respected
         – question Churchill’s character and judgment and dismiss him as a warmonger. (An exception in the group was Julian Amery,
         whose father, Leo Amery, was prominent in the Tory opposition.) Andrew Devonshire, who had heard his own father characterize
         Churchill as ‘hysterical,’ recalled the many ardent debates about the correct course to pursue with Hitler that the newly
         published Arms and the Covenant, a collection of Churchill’s speeches since 1932, had provoked.
     

      
      The speeches in Arms and the Covenant comprised the campaign to persuade Britain to rearm in the face of German territorial ambitions, which Jack had been monitoring
         from the start, after reading The World Crisis; he was, therefore, uniquely well equipped to participate in those arguments. Jack’s London friends argued about whether
         Churchill was right that his country ought to have made a stand against Hitler at the time of the Rhineland episode two years
         previously, as he had urged in ‘The Violation of the Rhineland’ (March 26, 1936), and they argued about whether Britain had
         indeed wasted years by its failure to rearm. In ‘The Locust Years’ (November 12, 1936), a speech whose rhetoric Jack would
         reshape to his own purposes when he ran for president, Churchill marshaled facts and statistics to accuse the Baldwin government
         of an abdication of duty in permitting the country to ‘drift’ while Germany methodically rearmed. In Arms and the Covenant Churchill appended Baldwin’s reply in the Commons, in which the prime minister asserted that, given the mood of the electorate,
         had he pressed for rearmament – in the necessity of which he privately believed – he surely would have been defeated in the 1935 election.
         Baldwin maintained that in subordinating his convictions to political ends he had acted not out of personal ambition but out
         of concern that the Socialists, whose statements and votes against defense measures were on record, would win and that as
         a consequence things would be far worse than under his watch. Andrew Devonshire remembered that the Churchill–Baldwin exchange,
         when it appeared in Arms and the Covenant, ignited a particularly fierce debate among the young men about the role of the leader in a democratic society. Was it a
         leader’s duty to take action that, though to his mind right and necessary, might jeopardize his political standing? How much
         attention ought a leader pay to public opinion? Should he wait for the electorate to catch up, as Baldwin claimed to have
         done? Or, as Churchill held, should he speak his mind and try to reeducate the public, at whatever potential cost to his own
         personal and political fortunes? In the course of the next quarter-century, Jack and David would often discuss precisely those
         questions as they related to Jack’s political life. Jack would go back and forth between Baldwin and Churchill, between politician
         and statesman – matters he would not really begin to resolve until the last months of his presidency.
     

      
      Of all the topics discussed that summer of 1938, none seemed more urgent than Czechoslovakia and whether, in the event that
         Hitler invaded, the British would live up to their treaty obligations and fight alongside the French. Among people brought
         up to think of themselves as honorable men, there was much uneasiness at the prospect that their nation might refuse to fulfill
         a commitment and allow the Czechs to be overrun. There was uneasiness too at the abandonment of a cornerstone of British foreign
         policy – the principle that no single power should be permitted to gain predominance in Europe. Even many of those who agreed
         with Chamberlain’s decision to provide no firm guarantees in the matter of Czechoslovakia remained painfully at odds with
         themselves in a way that Jack’s father, who failed to share their preoccupation with matters of honor, simply was not. Jack,
         softening his remarks with self-deprecating jokes that made it hard to take offense at anything he said, routinely sided with
         his father, saying that Britain must look strictly to its own interests and stay out of a new war.
     

      
      Despite his seeming embrace of his father’s views, Jack had not abandoned the ideals of his reading, which found expression
         in his veneration of one hero of the Somme in particular, Raymond Asquith. He had read about Asquith in Churchill’s Great Contemporaries (1917), and he had become fascinated by the legend of the brilliant son of a British prime minister killed in action at the age of
         twenty-seven, before he had had a chance to fulfill his promise in a political career scarcely begun. Jack, who had already
         confronted death on more than one occasion, was drawn to the story of the prodigiously gifted young man who had died young.
         Jack much admired Asquith’s attitude that, as a matter of course, one ought to be ready to sacrifice everything for ideals
         – even one’s own life. Having learned long ago to distance himself from his medical troubles, he found inspiration in the
         sangfroid, the transcendent indifference, with which Asquith, a second lieutenant in the Grenadier Guards, had faced death
         on the battlefield. Then and in later years, Jack could quote from memory Churchill’s tribute to Asquith: ‘The War which found
         the measure of so many never got to the bottom of him, and when the Grenadiers strode into the crash and thunder of the Somme,
         he went to his fate, cool, poised, resolute, matter-of-fact, debonair.’
     

      
      In a conversation with Andrew Cavendish’s brother Billy, Jack maintained that Asquith’s kind no longer existed in Britain.
         Basing his assessment on the Oxford Union King and Country resolution, Jack declared that the British had become ‘decadent’
         since the last war. By comparing the present generation unfavorably to Asquith and the others who had volunteered in 1914,
         Jack clearly implied that the British, were they the people they had once been, would come to the defense of the Czechs –
         a very different position from his usual insistence, in line with his father, that the correct policy was to make peace with
         the dictators. Seen in this light, it was not to their credit that, whatever Hitler might do in Czechoslovakia, the British
         would, he was sure, refuse to fight.
     

      
      Honor meant everything to Billy Hartington. (On the death of his grandfather early in the Season, his father had become the
         10th Duke of Devonshire and Billy, previously Earl of Burlington, became Marquess of Hartington.) Though only twenty and in
         some ways supremely innocent, he seemed as sure of who he was and what he wanted to be as Jack was conflicted. Tall, pale
         and strikingly handsome, Billy spoke slowly and softly, with nothing of the combative verbal style of his brother and his
         cousin David Ormsby Gore. Having grown up, as his sister Lady Elizabeth Cavendish pointed out, not only among history-makers
         but among historians such as their great-aunt Mabell Airlie (author of In Whig Society, a life of her great-great-grandmother Lady Melbourne) and their uncle David Cecil (then at work on the first volume of a
         biography of Lord Melbourne, extracts of which he would read aloud to the family), Billy seemed utterly at peace with the role and responsibilities he expected to inherit. His love
         of privilege was undeniable, but so was his sense of duty; he sincerely regarded the position of a great territorial noble
         as an opportunity to be useful. Jack predicted that in the matter of Czechoslovakia the British would base their actions on
         self-interest; Billy insisted that in the end honor would guide them. His country was obliged by treaty to fight, and that,
         Billy felt certain, was what it would do. Jack’s argument that the British, having grown decadent since the last war, would
         steer clear of a fight struck Billy as so absurd that he could only be amused by it. Through the intermediary of Kick, he
         would playfully refer back to it in 1942, by which time, as far he was concerned, Britain had disproved any such claim.
     

      
      As July drew to a close, Jack, along with his mother and most of his siblings, prepared to travel to the south of France,
         where Joe Kennedy had rented a villa in Cap d’Antibes. With Jack and the others scheduled to leave on the 22nd and the ambassador
         planning to follow ten days later, Kick asked if she might wait to make the trip with her father. Billy Hartington had talked
         politics with Jack, but his real interest at Prince’s Gate, it turned out, was Kick. Not only did he instantly join her long
         list of British admirers, he went right to the head of the queue. Immediately after Billy met the American girl who had captivated
         Andrew, David, Hugh and the others, his mother wrote to ask her to their annual house party at Compton Place, to begin on
         the eve of the Goodwood races. Following the house party, Billy and Andrew were to accompany their parents to Bolton Abbey,
         in Yorkshire, to shoot grouse. Kick was eager to accept the duchess’s invitation lest she not see Billy again for some time,
         and obtained permission to linger in London.
     

      
      In Cap d’Antibes, Jack again fell gravely ill and his mother telegraphed the doctors in Boston for advice. But, as often happened,
         the crisis passed quickly, and Jack was soon spending most days at Eden Roc, at the Hôtel du Cap, where he and the family
         swam and had lunch. Swimming offered relief from the back pain for which, on occasion that summer, he wore a brace under his
         shirt, and he decided early on that there was no place in the world he would rather swim. The film star Marlene Dietrich,
         who had arrived in the company of her daughter and the actor Jean Gabin, shot some footage of Jack with her home movie camera
         as, fresh from a swim, he crossed the terrace toward her at Eden Roc. On film, the strikingly photogenic twenty-one-year-old
         dressed in a white toweling robe over a bathing suit radiates vitality and gives no sign of how sick he had just been.
     

      
      
      In anticipation of her visit to the Devonshires, Kick arranged a series of lunches and teas in London with Jean Ogilvy, the
         purpose of which, it soon became apparent, was to ‘pump’ her about Billy. Jean did not plan to attend Goodwood, yet she did
         spend the night at Compton Place, as Andrew’s guest, just before the others were expected. When Andrew learned of his brother’s
         interest in Kick he was dismayed, he later said, because he ‘fancied her’ himself. Kick and Billy, much photographed at the
         races, seemed an incongruous couple. Kick was short like her mother, Billy exceptionally tall and large-framed. Kick tended
         to be informal, Billy so punctilious that he would wear an impeccable gray flannel suit to a summer picnic on the grass, and
         make no effort to remove his jacket or loosen his tie despite the heat. Kick was full of energy, he so languid that his mother
         told a story about Billy refusing a cup of coffee because, he drawled, ‘I can’t be bothered to drink it.’ Kick adored tennis
         and other sports; he preferred to leave the lovely grass tennis courts at Compton Place to the energetic, fiercely competitive
         Andrew. Kick had gleefully participated in the raucous games of musical chairs and charades at Cliveden; Billy, everyone accepted,
         didn’t do ‘that sort of thing,’ which was why he avoided Lady Astor’s house parties. Kick, though raised in an atmosphere
         of wealth, was always prepared to jump in and do things for herself; Billy, who liked his comforts, expected to be waited
         on. On his first visit to Cortachy Castle he had been appalled that despite the presence of liveried footmen, Lord Airlie
         insisted that guests get up and serve themselves breakfast. Billy so loathed disorder that, when for a period he was forced
         to share a room with the incorrigibly messy Andrew, he had chalked a line down the center of the floor and instructed his
         brother to remain on his own side.
     

      
      For all that, Billy was surprisingly able to laugh at his own pomposities, and he reveled in Kick’s teasing. He was charming,
         funny and delightful to talk to. ‘Conversation,’ it has been said, ‘took precedence over all possible activities’ at Compton
         Place. This was the influence of the duchess, who, when first married, had been troubled by the long, languorous silences
         characteristic of her husband’s family. She ‘loved conversation above all else,’ remembered her daughter Anne, and once sacked
         a nanny when the woman announced that she preferred ‘punctuality to conversation.’ Under her aegis, discussion extended breakfast
         into mid-morning, and continued throughout the day. Billy, who was especially fond of political themes, relished the fact
         that Kick’s ‘passionate love of politics’ made her utterly different from the British debutantes he knew. From the first,
         he and she talked for hours. For her part, Kick found Billy’s formidable confidence and serenity, the sense he projected of feeling ‘all right about things,’ highly
         attractive. It seemed that he was burdened by only one abiding doubt: whether young women wished to be with him solely because
         he was the duke’s heir.
     

      
      After the Devonshires’ house party, it was Billy who asked Jean Ogilvy to lunch – to talk about Kick. By then, it was ‘taken
         for granted’ by friends that he and Kick were falling in love. Ambassador and Mrs Kennedy, on the other hand, had as yet no
         idea of quite what had happened at Compton Place. On August 3, Kick accompanied her father to the south of France, and Rose
         was soon complaining in her diary that she could ‘almost go mad’ listening to the discussion of diets, Kick’s to lose weight
         and Jack’s to gain. It appears never to have occurred to Rose that her daughter’s sudden aversion to food might have to do
         with a young man. Jean had invited Kick to Cortachy Castle in September, when Billy Hartington and David Ormsby Gore were
         due to come for a celebration of Jean’s twentieth birthday, before returning to Cambridge and Oxford respectively. In anticipation
         of seeing Billy again, Kick, like other love-stricken teenagers before and since, labored to make herself thin.
     

      
      By this time, there was no longer any question of Kick’s returning to New York to study at the Parsons School of Design. She
         was having far too much fun in London and, though she did not say as much to her parents, the romance with Billy would in
         itself have been enough to make her want to stay on. In June it had been announced that Joe Junior planned to start Harvard
         Law School in the fall, but now he too decided to remain abroad. The ambassador, in the belief that another year in Europe
         would offer ‘a wonderful opportunity … to see history made,’ had arranged for his eldest son to spend September at the American
         embassy in Paris, a prime vantage point from which to observe the French reaction to whatever Hitler decided to do over Czechoslovakia.
         Of the three, Jack alone was due to return to America, after he and Kick had made a motor tour of Austria to see the land
         Hitler had most recently taken. Jack was fascinated by the drama unfolding in Europe, but, to his frustration, his father
         ruled that he could not put off his departure as Joe had done, since illness had caused him to miss a full year of school
         already. It was agreed that, with an eye toward returning to London in the spring, Jack would attempt to obtain a leave of
         absence to gather information for his senior thesis while working for his father at the embassy.
     

      
      On August 26, Jack was savoring his last days in Cap d’Antibes when the news broke that Hitler was traveling along the French
         border to observe German army manoeuvres. The next day, Churchill, citing ‘disquieting signs similar to those which preceded the seizure
         of Austria,’ warned that the situation in Europe was steadily moving toward a climax, which could not long be delayed. He
         argued that Hitler would not have placed large numbers of troops on a war footing without the intention to act in a very limited
         period of time. Churchill declared that if, as seemed likely, Hitler invaded Czechoslovakia, it would be more than just an
         attack upon the Czechs, but an outrage against the entire world, leaving every country to ask whose turn would come next.
         Resolved that Hitler must not be allowed to persist in the belief that the British would stand helplessly by, Churchill cautioned,
         ‘Whatever may happen, foreign countries should know – and the Government are right to let them know – that Great Britain and
         the British Empire must not be deemed incapable of playing their part and doing their duty as they have done on other great
         occasions which have not yet been forgotten by history.’
     

      
      As an anxious Europe waited for the Nuremberg party rally on September 12, 1938, where it was thought that Hitler would clarify
         his intentions with regard to Czechoslovakia, Joe Kennedy prepared to return to the embassy. Jack was to sail from Southampton
         at the beginning of the month, so it was decided that he would accompany his father to London while Kick, young Joe and the
         rest stayed on in Cap d’Antibes with their mother. On August 28, Jack and his father flew to Paris, where the ambassador talked
         with other American diplomats, before continuing to London. Father and son arrived at Prince’s Gate to reports of further
         ominous signs from Germany, notably the large-scale requisitioning of food, animals and vehicles. Kennedy conferred with Chamberlain,
         who said that virtually all of the information he was receiving suggested that Hitler had made up his mind to take Czechoslovakia,
         whether peacefully or by force of arms. According to Chamberlain, Hitler was indeed convinced that France was not ready to
         fight and that Britain did not want to. When Kennedy inquired whether Chamberlain had decided to join the French in the defense
         of Czechoslovakia, the prime minister – who in recent days had declared in the Commons that the British were unwilling to
         sacrifice their honor for peace – indicated that he was afraid he might be forced into a war, despite his own determination
         to stay out. That admission was worrying to Kennedy, who was at pains to ensure that, in the event Germany seized Czechoslovakia,
         Britain looked the other way. After reporting to Washington on his meeting with Chamberlain, the ambassador reviewed a draft
         of a speech he was to deliver presently in Scotland. At a moment when Churchill was proclaiming that the British, however great their distaste for a new war, would act honorably in
         accord with their best traditions, Kennedy planned to make the case that whatever Hitler might do in Czechoslovakia, as Britain
         was not itself at risk there was no reason to go to war. In a phrase cut from Kennedy’s final text by the White House, he
         asserted that he could not see anything in the present crisis ‘which could be remotely considered worth shedding blood for.’
     

      
      Jack and Billy Hartington had jousted over whether or not the British would act honorably in the event of a German assault
         on the Czechs. As Jack began his journey home on the German liner Bremen on September 3, events in Europe promised to prove one of them wrong.
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