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The Kennedy family in Bronxville, New York, 1937.
Left: Joe, Pat, Jack, Jean, and Eunice.
Right: Bobby, Kathleen, Teddy, Rosemary, Joe Jr., and Rose.





A NOTE ON THE PHOTOGRAPHS






The photographs in this book were selected from the larger Kennedy Family Collection, which is preserved at the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum in Boston. The entire collection comprises more than fifty albums and scrapbooks. The staff at the John F. Kennedy Library Foundation chose the images in this book from approximately twelve thousand photographs, the majority of which have never before been published.


In accordance with the family’s wishes, all the proceeds of this book will be shared by the Joseph P. Kennedy Jr. Foundation and The John F. Kennedy Library Foundation.


The Joseph P. Kennedy Jr. Foundation is dedicated to improving the lives of those with intellectual disabilities. The John F. Kennedy Library Foundation supports the educational mission of the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum and seeks to inspire new generations to public service.





FOREWORD






Looking at these photographs is a trip through time and a journey through family history. It gives me the chance to examine the childhood faces of adults I have known and loved, and to see the resemblances among the children and grandchildren, aunts, uncles, and cousins who have been my lifelong companions. This book tells a story common to many Americans: immigrants making good in a couple of generations, the proud photographs of a growing brood, the beginning of leisure time, new cars and vacations, traveling to Europe, and the young men in uniform. It’s all part of the American Dream—and that’s before our story even really begins.


The people who set this in motion were my grandparents Joseph P. Kennedy and Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy. And because this is a chronicle of the domestic side of their life, it is really my grandmother whose spirit comes through the pages. Grandma was famously organized, keeping index cards on each of her children—their health, their habits, their school accomplishments—even their shoe sizes. She ran the growing household with help, but also with discipline and an incredible number of matching outfits.


Each summer when the children are lined up on the beach, there seems to be another person in the picture. Each time my great-grandparents come to stay, they are wearing more curious bathing costumes and old-fashioned attire, while my grandparents become more elegant and fashionable as the years go on.


More important, she raised nine children who changed the world in which they lived. These pictures don’t tell that story but they do reveal some of the qualities that made it possible—intense loyalty, and deep affection, the importance of faith, joy in seeing the world together and experiencing all it has to offer.


As a public figure, Rose Kennedy has sometimes been described as overly pious, or emotionally distant. But to her children and grandchildren, those descriptions are far off the mark. Growing up, there was never any doubt in our minds who was the heart and soul of our family, the most fun, most curious, most understanding, most open-minded, most self-disciplined, most practical, and most political adult we knew—Grandma.


At dinner the night after her death at age 104, Uncle Teddy asked us to offer reminiscences. It was a special evening of memories, full of tears and laughter and lessons on life. One grandchild described the time his car was stuck on the beach, and Grandma was the only one who knew how to save it from the incoming tide. Others spoke about her fierce Irish pride, developed at a time when “No Irish Need Apply” signs were common in Boston business windows. We all remembered getting up early to go to Mass with her, and saying the Rosary—the Glorious Mysteries were her favorites. People recalled listening to Grandma recite “The Midnight Ride of Paul Revere” and being called on to do the same, or being terrified of the countless math problems and American history quizzes she posed at meals. I recalled her asking to borrow my bicycle at age 85 and riding away up the driveway.


Grandma loved to look pretty and dress well. She loved being outdoors and took long walks after lunch and dinner. If you were lucky enough to walk with her, she would give you a peppermint from her purse. She loved politics—from the presidency down to the precinct level—and believed that everyone should serve their country.


Grandma always wanted to know the latest news, preferably from the people who were making it. She never gave up practicing her French and German. She had a deep devotion to the Blessed Mother, and drew immense strength and solace from her faith. Most of all, she loved her children—she delighted in their jokes, she was part of their daily lives, she wrote or called or visited them every day, and made sure they checked on each other.


My grandparents had a special place in their hearts for their daughter Rosemary, who was born with an intellectual disability at a time when children like her were often hidden. One of the remarkable things about this photo collection is how obvious it is that Rosemary was part of family life in every possible way. In her younger years, she usually sits between Jack and Kathleen, the siblings closest to her in age, and later she is pictured most with Eunice, who devoted her own life to improving the lives of people like her special sister.


My favorite photo is the one of Grandma on her wedding day. She looks so beautiful in her satin lace dress, her delicate veil, and the huge bouquet of flowers. It’s a wedding from a bygone era yet she kept the same radiance all her life. I also love the pictures of all the children in the rowboat wearing bandanas, looking like they are having a terrible time. But the most poignant are the photos of my father and my Uncle Joe in uniform because they bring home the eternal pain and loss of war.


My grandparents provided the love and security that allowed their children to reach great heights. For my generation, Grandma remained the center of our family. Returning to Hyannis Port in the summer was a chance to reconnect with her, to be reinspired by her faith and her sense of fun, to draw strength from the rituals that she had created and to pass them on to our own children.


To those of us who knew her, she sparkled—and the world she created was one we felt fortunate to inhabit. For people who never met Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy, I hope these photos will convey some of her intangible gifts and help us all to give our own families as much as she gave to hers.


—CAROLINE KENNEDY









“God made the world and made us to live in it for a while. We owe Him infinite thanks and obligations and duties. Surely among these is the appreciation of the delights of life: the beauties of nature, the places and people of this earth, the pleasures of good company, the grace of laughter, the scent of a flower, the sounds of music, the rhythm of dancing, the infinite satisfactions of true love—all those joys that are there for us to claim as human beings created by God’s will and endowed by His wisdom with capacities to enjoy this life. Birds sing after a storm: why shouldn’t people feel as free to delight in whatever sunlight remains to them? If more people were more thankful for what they have, instead of mournful for what they have not, much good would come to the world.”


ROSE FITZGERALD KENNEDY
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Rose saved thousands of family photographs during her long life. As the Kennedy family’s stature grew from 1938 onward, so did the requests for photographs. Soon Rose discovered much to her dismay that photographs would routinely go missing, so she had the above note typed and placed on the front page of her photo albums. The loss of “all the moving pictures of you children” is a reference to a warehouse fire in the 1950s that destroyed the Kennedy family home movies.
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Rose with her younger sister and brother, Agnes and Thomas, circa 1900.
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THE EARLY YEARS
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Joseph Patrick Kennedy and Rose Elizabeth Fitzgerald came from proud Irish stock, and that would have an effect on their family’s identity, work ethic, and ambitions for generations to come. All four of their paternal grandparents—Patrick Kennedy and Bridget Murphy, and Thomas Fitzgerald and Rosanna Cox—emigrated from Ireland to Boston in the late 1840s. They were part of a mass exodus caused by the Irish Famine, a potato crop failure which lasted for five years and killed nearly one million people while sending another two million into exile. Many Irish who left for America didn’t survive the voyage across the Atlantic Ocean, dying from disease on board ships or languishing at the quarantine station in Boston Harbor. But the families of Joseph and Rose were among the fortunate survivors who endured and flourished, and that durability became part of the family’s legacy.


The nineteenth-century Irish immigrants coming off the boats in Boston Harbor believed they were stepping into the Promised Land. They were often startled to encounter rampant anti-Irish discrimination among nativist Bostonians. It was an unpleasant and ugly truth that many Bostonians, even those descended from the early Puritans who came to Massachusetts in search of religious freedom, were intolerant of Irish, Catholics, and immigrants in general. That prejudice often had a violent and tragic outcome, as Irish newcomers were physically harassed, their homes and churches burned, their children not welcome at Yankee schools or social events. “No Irish Need Apply” ads ran in Boston newspapers frequently. In addition to lawmakers seeking to restrict their civic and religious freedoms, Irish families faced social discrimination, including limited opportunities for employment and intolerance in schools and other parts of society. The Kennedys and the Fitzgeralds had a heightened sense of pride and purpose in overcoming such trials and tribulations on their road from poverty to prosperity.


Joseph P. Kennedy, born in East Boston on September 6, 1888, came from this type of family. He was the son of Mary Augusta Hickey and Patrick Joseph Kennedy, an important figure in Boston’s Irish community whose parents were of the Famine generation. Known as P.J., Joe’s dad had risen from common laborer to highly successful businessman, buying a run-down saloon in Haymarket Square, then purchasing two more taverns and eventually becoming a wholesale liquor distributor. He was instrumental in the organization of two Boston financial institutions, the Columbia Trust Company and the Sumner Savings Bank. Early on, P.J. had also entered politics, serving in the Massachusetts House of Representatives and Massachusetts Senate. But his enduring influence was in his unofficial capacity as a “ward boss” in East Boston’s Ward Two, helping to organize the Irish community into a powerful political force. P.J. held sway in East Boston for more than thirty years.
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A rare, undated photograph of Mary Augusta Hickey Kennedy.


Joe Kennedy grew up in East Boston with his younger sisters, Loretta (born 1892) and Margaret (born 1898). Another brother, Francis, born three years after Joe, did not survive infancy. Joe attended Catholic schools until the eighth grade, when he enrolled in the prestigious Boston Latin School, a college preparatory academy in the Boston Public School System. He was captain of the baseball and the tennis teams, a star on the basketball team, and class president his senior year. He graduated from Boston Latin in 1908 and entered Harvard University, one of a handful of Irish Catholics admitted to study there, eventually earning a bachelor of arts degree in 1912. That fall, Joe became an assistant state bank examiner for Massachusetts, the first step in a career that would bring him great wealth.


In his last years at Harvard, Joe began courting Rose Fitzgerald, daughter of Boston Mayor John F. (Honey Fitz) Fitzgerald and the former Mary Josephine Hannon. Rose, their eldest child and first daughter, was born on July 22, 1890, in Boston’s North End, a bustling neighborhood on the city’s waterfront filled with merchants, sailors, peddlers, and immigrants, mainly Irish, Jewish, and Italian. Honey Fitz and Mary Josephine would have five more children: Agnes, Eunice, Thomas, John Jr., and Frederick.


At the end of the nineteenth century, politics was a sure way for Irish immigrants to rise from their humble surroundings and climb the American ladder of success. Like Joe Kennedy, Rose was born into a political family. Her father, John, was on the Boston Common Council and in the Massachusetts Senate, and was a U.S. congressman from 1895 to 1901, when Rose was just a child. When Rose was fifteen, Honey Fitz was elected mayor of Boston, serving in 1906–1907 and 1910–1913. Her graduation from Dorchester High School in June 1906 was front-page news in the Boston newspapers as Mayor Fitzgerald proudly gave Rose her diploma.


Because her mother was not comfortable in a political role, Rose served as hostess at many of her father’s political events, an experience that would prepare her for a life as the daughter and mother of politicians and as the wife of a prominent public figure. Rose’s father was regarded as one of the most popular and colorful Boston politicians in the city’s history. Nicknamed “Honey Fitz” because of his sweet singing voice, Fitzgerald once said, “When I was mayor of Boston, I learned that everywhere a mayor went, he had to make a speech, and no one really wanted to hear a speech every time, so I sang.” His favorite song, “Sweet Adeline,” became the unofficial anthem of his many political campaigns.
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The Kennedys and the Fitzgeralds vacationing in Old Orchard Beach, Maine, circa 1907. P.J. (second to the left), Rose (third to the left), Honey Fitz (fourth to the left), and Joe (second to the right).




Rose had been accepted at Wellesley College during her junior year in high school, but Honey Fitz consulted with Catholic Archbishop William O’Connell, and instead enrolled her in the Academy of the Sacred Heart in Boston. At first, Rose was unhappy with the decision, but she eventually grew fond of the convent school, and the religious training she received there became the foundation of her life of faith. She later studied French and German at the Blumenthal convent boarding school in the Holland countryside near the city of Aachen, Germany, or as the French called it, Aix la Chapelle.


Like Joe, Rose often felt the sting of anti-Irish sentiments in Boston, where Irish Catholics like her were excluded from joining social clubs run by proper Bostonians of inherited wealth and status. So in 1910, having traveled to Europe, and being fluent in foreign languages and an accomplished pianist, Rose formed the Ace of Clubs, a group for women who had studied abroad and were interested in history and current events. Before long, the Ace of Clubs had became a fashionable group with a serious purpose, performing social work, hosting afternoon socials for charity, and fostering intellect while giving Irish Catholic women a venue for meeting and networking.


As the scions of important and influential men, Rose and Joe had grown up in the same circles, and had even spent a summer vacation together in Old Orchard Beach, Maine, when they were children. In their adolescent years, Joe started accompanying Rose to dances and parties; he would later say that he was “never seriously interested in anyone else.” But after Rose’s successful debut in Boston society and Joe’s graduation, the courtship became more firmly established despite the disapproval of Honey Fitz, who thought Joe was not good enough for his daughter. Honey Fitz was finally convinced that Joe was worthy of Rose when Joe became the president of Columbia Trust, the youngest bank president in the country at age twenty-five.


Later, Rose could not recall Joe’s actual proposal and thought it was probably more a question of “when we get married” versus “will you marry me?” Rose and Joe’s engagement was announced in the Boston newspapers on June 21, 1914. “Few girls have had the social experience Miss Fitzgerald has had,” reported the Boston Globe, also citing her academic and musical achievements. Joe was described as having “won high honors both in the classroom and on the baseball field” at Boston Latin and Harvard, and his prowess as a young business leader was also noted.
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Patrick Joseph (P.J.) Kennedy, circa 1878.




“As bartender, host, and proprietor, P.J. Kennedy found himself in the middle of East End [East Boston] news, gossip, celebrations, hopes and fears, troubles and tragedies. He was a good listener, knew how to keep confidences, and had a compassionate spirit. He helped people with loans, gifts, and advice. Often he passed the word on to somebody that so-and-so needed this or that and P.J. Kennedy would appreciate it, asking nothing in return but goodwill. Everyone knew that he was an honorable man, and everyone respected him. He was 5 feet 10 inches, with a brawny physique, blue eyes, a rain-washed, rosy complexion, reddish hair, and a handlebar mustache that swooped gracefully, adding to his air of composure and dignity. Predictably, he became a political force in East Boston. And before long, he was the most influential figure of that whole region of the city.”


ROSE’S DESCRIPTION OF P.J. KENNEDY
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P.J. Kennedy, circa 1890s.
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John Francis (Honey Fitz) Fitzgerald, circa 1883.




“My father, on the contrary, and perhaps because of being denied the credentials of an education, retained his appetite for knowledge and became an avid reader. He had wonderful azure blue eyes… and boundless curiosity, so he read everything within reach: books, magazines, and, of course, many newspapers…


And what he read, he remembered. He had a stupendous memory for facts and figures, points of law, historical facts, quotations, anecdotes, and, of course, anything to do with Boston—all of great advantage to him in his political speechmaking and in debating an opponent. He had a famous ability to talk about anything persuasively, cogently, and with swarms of facts seemingly produced from the thin blue.”
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I should appreciate it if no one remove pictures
from this book., If you do so, it will not be
so interesting for other people,

Personally, I should like to keep all the pictures
to look at myself, because as you know we lost
all the moving pictures of you children,

Many of these pictures have been lost in the past,
due to the clamor of newspapermen, so please do
not remove any more,

Thank you,

Rose Kennedy





