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LAST LION



















INTRODUCTION










AT 8:19 A.M. on Saturday, May 17, 2008, the dispatcher at the Hyannis Fire Department received a call that generations of rescue workers had anticipated with a mixture of fear and excitement: An emergency at 50 Marchant Avenue. Seemingly everyone in the department knew that address by heart. The Kennedy compound.




The village fire and rescue unit had answered calls at the compound, a sprawling collection of New England–style clapboard homes, many times before. Medics had treated members of the Kennedy clan for broken bones and cut legs after accidents on the beach or the touch-football field. Like everyone else in Hyannis Port, the rescuers recalled their encounters with the Kennedys with both pride and discretion. The family had been through so much, and their hurts—both physical and political—had been felt in Hyannis Port, as well. The Kennedys were protected here.




But it soon became clear to the ten firefighters on duty that Saturday, as they listened to the 911 call being broadcast through the station house, that this was going to be more than a sporting injury. A woman’s voice explained to the dispatcher that Ted Kennedy himself, the family patriarch, had fallen ill at the home that once belonged to his parents.




Arriving at the house, the ambulance pulled up beside a billowing tent that had been set up for a reception scheduled for later that day honoring people involved in a charity bike race, hosted by Ted’s nephew Anthony Shriver. Uncle Teddy, as he was known to dozens of his nieces and nephews and their progeny, was always eager to help the younger Kennedys with their civic efforts. He saw these good deeds as part of the family’s legacy, and himself as the essential caretaker of that legacy.




He had exhorted his own kids, and the many for whom he functioned as a second father, to carry on the tradition of service established by his famous brothers Jack and Bobby, as well as the ritual caretaking that went with it. Even if, in truth, Jack and Bobby had done relatively little hand-to-hand greeting of everyday constituents—and neither particularly enjoyed it—the gregarious Ted had spent forty years hosting and attending charity events, shaking hundreds of thousands of hands and relating the same anecdotes about his fabled Hyannis Port home: these are the stairs down which young Jack would run to the beach; there is the window of Mother’s room.




Over time, as the number of people who actually knew Jack and Bobby dwindled, the brothers lived on in Ted’s retelling of their lives, and their actual personalities and concerns became almost indistinguishable from his. And while Ted insisted that all the good deeds that people associated with the Kennedys were generated by his brothers and his parents, Joe Sr. and Rose, and that he was merely the custodian of their memories, people lately had begun to think otherwise. Ted, the often discredited, seemingly unworthy younger brother, was shaping Jack’s and Bobby’s legacies as much as they were shaping his.




When the ambulance arrived at Cape Cod Hospital, just three miles from the compound on the other side of picturesque Lewis Bay, Ted was unconscious. Doctors realized that the 76-year-old senator had had some sort of seizure. His wife, Vicki, his inseparable partner of sixteen years, arrived moments later in a car driven by Hyannis Fire Chief Harold Brunelle, a family friend who had rushed to the compound when he heard about the 911 call.




Chief Brunelle and Vicki found Ted in worse shape than he was when he left the house just minutes before. His morning had begun like so many others. He had used a tennis racket to hit balls to his and Vicki’s two Portuguese water dogs, Splash and Sunny. Ted and Vicki took the giant dogs everywhere, from his Senate office to George W. Bush’s White House, like the surrogate children of a dream second marriage that neither of them had expected, and that many people had doubted Ted was capable of having. But the surprising fact was that Ted Kennedy, who had once earned the most randy of reputations, had long ago settled down to a cozy domesticity. Splash and Sunny were only the most obvious representations of it.




After playing with the dogs, Ted proceeded with his morning routine, preparing his coffee and orange juice. Just as he was about to sit at his dining room table to read the morning papers, he started to falter. He felt ill and sat down immediately to avoid falling. It was his first seizure. The ambulance arrived five minutes later. But while en route to the hospital Ted suffered a second seizure and lost consciousness entirely.




The emergency team at Cape Cod Hospital rushed to resuscitate him, while neurologists tried to determine what caused the attack. A stroke was the obvious suspect, but initial tests were inconclusive. After less than two hours, the doctors determined that Ted was strong enough to make the trip to Boston, where the more powerful scanners at Massachusetts General Hospital could probe deeper into the senator’s brain in hopes of finding the cause of his seizures.




The ambulance drove him another three minutes to Barnstable Municipal Airport—the 600-acre airfield which the Navy used to train torpedo bomber pilots during World War II and where Ted himself had landed thousands of times, always returning home to Hyannis Port. This, too, was the airport at which his nephew John F. Kennedy Jr. had been expected to arrive on his final plane trip in 1999, a tragedy that still reverberated through the family.




In the four decades since Bobby’s death, when Ted became the head of the Kennedy family, he had spent thousands of hours attending joyous celebrations like christenings, weddings, and graduations—and an equal amount of time comforting relatives stricken with cancer, beset by accidents, or suffering the loss of loved ones. He had become so associated with those moments of grief that he grew into a living symbol of perseverance amid loss, as famous for his aching eulogies as for his dream-shall-never-die political exhortations. The death of John F. Kennedy Jr.—John-John, the child of Camelot—was, in many ways, the most painful of them all, the extinguishing of a flame that had been lit at Arlington National Cemetery on a cold November day in 1963.




Now, it was Ted himself being carried by stretcher onto a Med-Flight helicopter for the 65-mile trek to Mass. General. It was a gray, wet morning that did not yet hint of warm summer to come, as the helicopter rose above the sea where Ted had spent countless hours on his distinctive 1940s-vintage schooner, the Mya.




As the helicopter arced over Plymouth, en route to Boston, phones began ringing in the homes of Kennedy relatives in Massachusetts and around the country, part of an elaborate system that family members had devised to notify each other in the event of yet another crisis. As the word fanned out, those closest to Kennedy quickly began converging on the hospital. His younger son, Representative Patrick Kennedy of Rhode Island, the only other family member still in elective office, got the call in Washington and flew to Boston immediately. His elder son, Teddy Jr., who had lost a leg to cancer as a child and became an activist for people with disabilities, was with his family in Connecticut. His daughter, Kara, also a cancer survivor, was with her family in Maryland. Caroline Kennedy, the niece who had become exceedingly close to her Uncle Teddy after the deaths of her parents and brother, rushed to the hospital immediately from her secluded second home outside New York City.




While the family gathered in a private room, waiting for the initial round of test results, word began to trickle out to the much larger family that had grown up around Ted, the vast network of thousands of former staff members and loyalists reaching all the way to the Supreme Court, where his former Judiciary Committee aide Stephen Breyer was a stalwart of the court’s liberal wing.




The news of Kennedy’s illness also spread throughout the Senate, where Ted was widely considered the body’s most popular member, beloved by Democrats and Republicans alike—despite being a target for derision in many conservative parts of the country. John McCain of Arizona, the presumptive Republican presidential nominee, risked the ire of conservatives by describing Ted as a friend and later calling him “the last lion” of the Senate. Orrin Hatch of Utah, who had entered politics specifically to take on Ted Kennedy but gone on to become one of Kennedy’s intimates, was heartsick at the news. So was Christopher Dodd, the Connecticut senator who was also born into a large Irish Catholic political family and had become Ted’s daily companion when both were living the bachelor life in the 1980s and early 1990s. And there was John Kerry, for twenty-four years Kennedy’s junior colleague from Massachusetts, who had grown closer after Ted worked tirelessly to help Kerry secure their party’s presidential nomination in 2004. Perhaps most of all there was Barack Obama, the freshman colleague from Illinois whom Kennedy had personally anointed as keeper of the Camelot flame. Ted had logged tens of thousands of miles exhorting Democrats to vote for Obama, and may have given the untested Obama just enough credibility to get over the hump to the nomination.




Obama was campaigning in Oregon when he got the news and his first reaction, in the glow of his own amazing rise, was to express the kind of upbeat sanguinity that has repeatedly buoyed him politically. “Ted Kennedy is a giant in American political history—he has done more for the health care of others than just about anybody in history and so we are going to be rooting for him and I insist on being optimistic about how it’s going to turn out,” Obama told reporters.




Meanwhile, at the Kennedy compound, the celebration of the Best Buddies bike race went on, with donors, volunteers, and celebrities, including New England Patriots quarterback Tom Brady, filling the tent. Anthony Shriver, hosting the event on his uncle’s lawn, declared, “One thing you can say about the Kennedys is that we’re warriors.” He added later that day, “I’m 100 percent confident that he’ll be fine.”




 




Only three days later, the doctors issued a simple statement announcing the devastating diagnosis: Kennedy had a brain tumor, a malignant mass located in his left parietal lobe, the area of the brain that controls movement on the left side of the body and helps form speech. The news, reverberating among the general public for whom Ted Kennedy had been a fixed point, for good or bad, for decades, set off a surprising reaction: People began to look again at Kennedy as a man, and as a leader of unusual accomplishment.




Mass. General itself, like many other world-class hospitals in Boston and elsewhere around the country, is an unrevealed monument to Ted Kennedy’s influence: it was he who quadrupled federal spending on cancer research back in the early 1970s, he who secured the funds for generations of scientists through the National Institutes of Health, and he who relentlessly expanded the federal role in paying for the health care of children, the poor, and the elderly. The dramatic infusions of cash had transformed health care in America, enabling research centers like Mass. General to devise new treatments for the deadliest of diseases.




Without Ted’s efforts to boost funding through NIH, Medicare, and many other programs, Mass. General as it is now known would not exist. Nor would the great research hospitals lining Boston’s Long-wood Avenue. Nor would the outstanding hospitals in other parts of the country, like Duke University Medical Center in North Carolina. Political leaders and historians had long acknowledged Ted’s eminent role in expanding health-care treatments, but everyday citizens often failed to make the connection between Ted’s health care policies and the great institutions they funded.




Now, facing his own battle, Ted would eventually make a surprising choice, bypassing Mass. General to have surgery performed by the famed neurosurgeon Allan Friedman at Duke, followed by chemotherapy and radiation. As in many decisions, he was guided by memories of his father, Joseph P. Kennedy Sr., who always believed in seeking out the most advanced researchers, wherever he could find them. As in so many other ways, the political and the personal were interwoven into Ted’s fight for his life.




Indeed, as he walked out of Mass. General after receiving his diagnosis, with Vicki and his extended family around him, he was a picture of enthusiasm. He was going home.




As the SUV carrying the senator and his wife made the familiar drive down Route 3, over the Sagamore Bridge, and across the Cape on Route 6, friends and constituents arranged themselves on the quiet streets surrounding the Kennedy compound. The people were there to wish their neighbor well, to show their faith in him. Now, in his eighth decade, he had become someone he had never been before: someone you could count on.




It wasn’t always so. It wasn’t true when he was growing up, when his own father—who loved him dearly—expressed doubts about his intelligence. It wasn’t true when he first ran for the Senate, when his own brothers thought he was taking on too much too soon. It wasn’t true when tens of millions of voters looked to him as the only possible antidote to the pain of the 1960s, making him the focus of their dream of restoration of Jack’s unfulfilled presidency, and he fell short of the task.




It was, some believe, his very failings that were his secret motivation, that made him—the senator with the least need to work hard—drive himself harder than any of his colleagues. But he never explained himself. He always let Jack and Bobby and Joe Sr. and Rose do the explaining. He was driven, he said, to live up to their example. He knew, even as he gazed out at the friends cheering his return to Hyannis Port, and at the supportive wife by his side, that there were other, darker memories in that big old clapboard house. It was there, in 1969, that he had walked into the bedroom of his 81-year-old father, lying nearly immobile and withering away under the effects of a devastating stroke, and said, “Dad, I’m in some trouble. There’s been an accident, and you’re going to hear all sorts of things about me from now on. Terrible things….”




And friends could only wonder if he knew then that he would spend his life searching for redemption.
























PART ONE




THE RISE








“And the last shall be first.”




—Inscription on a cigarette case given by John F. Kennedy to his brother Ted


























CHAPTER 1










JOSEPH P. KENNEDY, one of this nation’s most politically ambitious fathers, could not have planned it better. On February 22, 1932—the 200th anniversary of George Washington’s birth—Joe and Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy’s ninth offspring, Edward Moore Kennedy, was born at St. Margaret’s Hospital in Dorchester, Massachusetts. It could have been an omen. The proud father, who already had dreams of a Kennedy becoming the first Catholic president, often pointed out the felicitous date to others.




But Ted, as the little boy would be known, was far down on the list of potential Kennedy presidents, and Joe’s ambition remained ludicrous in many people’s eyes. After all, he and Rose were just two generations off the boat. Their grandparents had arrived in a Boston bursting with Irish immigrants like themselves, fleeing the potato famine. Having settled his family in East Boston, Joe’s grandfather Patrick, a barrel maker, died young, leaving a 37-year-old widow with four children and $75 to her name. Bridget Kennedy first worked as a servant and then in a small neighborhood store, which she later managed to buy. Her only son, Patrick Joseph “P. J.” Kennedy, worked as a stevedore, but Bridget was able to lend him the money to buy a tavern. Irish pubs were the places where politics and favors were interchangeable, and P. J. Kennedy became a ward boss and a state legislator. He parlayed his political power into business deals, going into the wholesale liquor business and investing in real estate.




His only son, Joe, grew up in a comfortable home in Boston, and followed the path of many immigrant sons and grandsons on their way to affluence: he attended Boston Latin School, the country’s oldest public school, that chose its students through a rigorous exam, and Harvard University.




But in stratified Boston at the turn of the century, many Protestant Brahmins looked down upon even the best-educated Irish Americans, considering them unsuitable for employment in the finest firms and brokerages. It was a closed society that young Joe aspired to, and would spend much of his life chasing. An instinctive businessman for whom deal-making came easily, Joe was determined to best the Yankee elite who snubbed him: he was not shy about seeking wealth and power, in that order.




Rose Fitzgerald, meanwhile, had her roots in the history-rich North End of Boston, across the harbor from her future husband’s East Boston. When her grandfather Thomas Fitzgerald arrived in Boston, he worked as a farm laborer in the small town of South Acton, Massachusetts, but soon became a grocer in the city. Growing up in the shadow of Boston’s famous Old North Church and Paul Revere’s house, Rose’s father, John, became an ardent history buff, something he would pass along to his daughter and, eventually, to her youngest son, Teddy. When both of John’s parents died in their thirties, leaving nine boys, John’s short-lived Harvard days were over. He took a job as a clerk in the Boston Custom House and, with his gift of gab and love of people, became active in local politics. “Honey Fitz,” as he was called, would serve in the State Senate and the U.S. House of Representatives while raising his own family in the bucolic Yankee enclave of West Concord. But when he lost his House seat, he moved his family to a large house in the Boston neighborhood of Dorchester and was elected mayor of Boston in 1906.




No matter how successful they became, the Fitzgeralds and the Kennedys, like other “lace-curtain” Irish families, felt like second-class citizens in Yankee Boston. As Rose wrote in her memoir: “Separate ‘society columns’ were published in the newspapers, one about them, one about us.” She knew growing up that she would not be mixing with the Back Bay set. Left out of Protestant clubs, she started her own “Ace of Clubs” for young, well-bred Catholic women, and later joined the Cecilian Club, the Irish version of the Junior League.




Watching their parents advance in the world, despite having their horizons limited by social barriers, both Joe and Rose were seized by a fierce desire to leave their imprint on the world—through their own lives and especially through those of their children. Their ninth child was named after Joe Kennedy’s aide, Edward Moore, a family retainer who, along with his wife, Mary, loyally served the Kennedys. The couple often watched over the children when their parents were traveling.




Rose, a devout Catholic, would not use birth control, and by the time she became pregnant with Teddy, at forty-one, friends felt she was crazy to have another child. She was too old. She already had eight. She’d be worn out. Worse, for the fashion-conscious Rose, her figure would be ruined. “I became so incensed and so annoyed at being constantly berated that I determined secretly that no one was going to feel sorry for me or my baby, and so perhaps that is why Ted is so full of optimism and confidence,” she wrote in her journal.




Decades later, she would add a postscript: “I have often thought in later years how right I was to trust in God’s wisdom and love because, if I did not have Teddy now, I would have no son.”




From the moment of his birth, Teddy had a unique vantage point on an extraordinary family; he was swept up in the embrace of eight siblings. Shortly before he was born, big brother Jack, then at the exclusive boarding school Choate, had written his mother: “It is the night before exams so I will write you Wednesday. Lots of love, Jack. P.S. Can I be Godfather to the baby?” And so a month later, 14-year-old Jack stood up at the christening, with Cardinal Cushing officiating. Rosemary, the oldest girl, was godmother.




From the start, Teddy was the adored baby brother. When he was just a month old, Kathleen, the second-oldest daughter, wrote her father: “Everyone is crazy about Ted.”




The littlest Kennedy was chubby and cheery, the freckle-faced pet of the family. “Biscuits and Muffins” was his sister Jean’s nickname for him. Like many youngest, he was eager to please, and took the teasing—and the occasional brotherly torture—with good humor. He mimicked the exploits of his siblings, skiing with them in Europe, jumping off high rocks on the French Riviera, and sailing in races. When he was five, his beloved eldest brother, Joe Jr., tossed him out of the sailboat and into the cold Atlantic Ocean because Teddy didn’t know where the jib was. Joe Jr., twenty-two, hauled him right out of the water, but Teddy never forgot. As with much of his childhood, he chose to remember the good more than the bad—in this case, the rescue rather than the terrifying toss into the ocean.




“I was scared to death practully [sic],” Ted wrote several years later. “I then heard a splash and I felt his hand grab my shirt and then he lifted me into the boat. We continued the race and came in second.”




Growing up in Bronxville, a wealthy English-style village with rolling green hills fifteen miles north of Manhattan, Teddy was the victim—or perhaps the beneficiary—of lower expectations. He was born seventeen years after Joe Jr., and Rose and Joe were different parents to him than they were to the older children. “We tried to keep everything more or less equal,” Rose once said. “But you wonder if the mother and father aren’t quite tired when the ninth one comes along. You have to make more of an effort to tell bedtime stories and be interested in swimming matches…I had been telling bedtime stories for twenty years.”




Teddy grew up with both a rich kid’s sense of superiority and a youngest child’s sense of inferiority. He realized early that his role in the family was that of court jester, and he was a natural. He loved jokes and stories, and would entertain the others with his antics, from trying to revive his gasping goldfish to accidentally setting a trash can on fire at the Palace Hotel in the Swiss resort of St. Moritz. He knew his mischief-making was considered charming. In a letter to Santa Claus at age five, he wrote: “Thank you very much for the toys you gave me. You can give me some more anytime you want to…Lots of Love, Teddy.” When he was seven, he wrote his father that he was going to the World’s Fair. “I think I am going to get a pony there and where do you think I could keep it? Maybe in the little tool house.”




Teddy was nine when Jack sent his Doberman Pinscher to the family’s fourteen-room home in Hyannis Port because he was moving and couldn’t keep him. The dog arrived in a crate with a sign that said: “My name is Moe and I don’t bite.” When Teddy opened the crate, the dog bit him. Teddy immediately sent Jack a telegram: “This dog that doesn’t bite just jumped out of his cage and bit me. Teddy.”




As he grew older, the youngest became the family Pied Piper, the one who organized group activities and vacations. It was his guarantee that he would get attention. “He had to fight harder, being the baby of the family,” his sister Eunice said. “He was always more outgoing and friendly than any of us. He has always been the one most interested in people. He has developed his natural extroversion to the point that all of us envy him and love to be with him.”




Teddy was also the most considerate of the Kennedy boys. An early example of his sensitivity was revealed in a letter the seven-year-old wrote to his father. Of Halloween, he said, “I got dressed up like a ghost and went all the way down the road. I didn’t scare because you said not to scare anyone because they may have a weak heart.”




 




The Kennedy parents divided their roles in an unusual way for their generation: Joe was the emotional center, the one the kids came to with their problems; Rose was focused on their education, always insisting that perfection was within their reach. When Jack came down with scarlet fever as a toddler and Rose had recently given birth to Kathleen, it was a frightened Joe who moved into the hospital to watch over the boy. “I have never experienced a family where the kids talk about and write about how much they loved, admired and respected their father as these kids did Joe Kennedy,” says David Nasaw, an American history professor at the City University of New York, who has studied Joe Kennedy. “And he earned that. He adored them, and he was an extraordinary parent.”






Joe always put the children first. “Don’t hesitate to interrupt me, whether I am at a meeting, in conference, or visiting with friends, if you wish to consult me about my children,” he told Alice Cahill Bastian, the children’s nurse. Recalled Bastian, “He was always the first one up in the morning, and soon after, the house was filled with children’s voices. The little ones had quietly crept down the hallway to enjoy a romp and reading the funnies with Daddy. This early morning visit was a highlight of their day and his.”




When Joe was away on business, he kept in touch with his flock through relentless letter-writing, with telegrams for special occasions. He expected his children to do the same. Writing to 8-year-old Teddy, Joe at first chided him: “You and Bobby are the worst correspondents I have in the family.” But he concluded: “Well, old boy, write me some letters and I want you to know that I miss seeing you a lot, for after all, you are my pal, aren’t you?”




Frustrated with his silent son, Joe then wrote to Jean, who was twelve: “I wish you would get hold of that Teddy and tell him to send me some news. All he says is, ‘I am racing. Get me the King’s autograph. I will write soon.’” Another to Jean noted: “I certainly wish you could get that fat little brother of yours to write a little more frequently and tell me what he is doing.” Over the years, his father would write Teddy about matters as serious as World War II and as frivolous as a tie he was sending him. He never failed to send treats. A regular customer of the renowned Toll House Restaurant in Whitman, south of Boston, Joe mailed boxes of Toll House cookies, brownies, and raspberry turnovers to his kids who were away at school.




But Joe’s love came at a price. In the Kennedy household, it was not enough to be adorable; you had to show you had the brains and knowledge to keep up at the dinner table and prove that you could make something of yourself in the public arena. The intensity behind Joe’s and Rose’s grand ambitions showed up in their harsh questioning of their children. The Kennedy dining room had an adult table for the older children where politics, history, current events, and literature were digested along with Joe’s favorite roast beef and strawberry shortcake. The parents quizzed the children and encouraged opinion. Where is Siam? Who is the president of France? What are the national holidays?




When they were little, Teddy and Jean, the next-youngest sibling, would sit at the baby table in an alcove or breakfast room, sometimes with Rose or an assigned older brother or sister. But that grownup table had a lasting impact on all the children. In later years, Ted would tell his speechwriter that he spoke in half-sentences because it was the only way to be heard in his large family. “You don’t understand—there were nine of us around the dinner table,” Ted said. As a young boy, Ted learned an early lesson about that rectangular, well-polished dinner table: “If I wanted to contribute something worthwhile to the conversation, I would have to talk about a book I was reading or an interesting place I had visited.”




Contribute something worthwhile. This was one of the many rules the Kennedy parents imposed upon their children. By the time Ted was growing up, Joe had made a fortune as a banker, shipyard builder, liquor distributor, real estate investor, and movie producer, pushing his way past obstacles in Boston, where Yankee bankers had shut out the Irish; New York, where the neophyte Kennedy mopped up profits on Wall Street; and even Hollywood, where his money opened the doors to studios as well as a movie star’s heart. In 1928, he began a long affair with Gloria Swanson, handling her finances and scripts. He also gave her the starring role in Queen Kelly, which he produced.




Rose dealt with the pain of his infidelity by refusing to acknowledge it and by traveling to glamorous locales where she would engage in what is now called “retail therapy.” By the time of Teddy’s birth, the two parents were away from each other more often, and their estrangement may have been visible, at times, to the children. But their commitment to continuing their marriage was solid, as was their confidence in each other as a parent. Their money—which paid for Joe’s affairs and Rose’s extravagant vacations—allowed them greater freedom than most couples. And Joe hoped that his money would give his children freedom as well.




Determined that they would never be shackled by the need to earn a living, Joe set up million-dollar trust funds for each child and told them they should devote their lives to public service. And it was never too early to deliver that message. During World War II, he wrote to 8-year-old Teddy, “I hope when you grow up you will dedicate your life to trying to work out plans to make people happy instead of making them miserable, as war does today.” His father’s slogans included, “No losers in this family,” “No sour pusses,” and “No rich, idle bums.”




The Kennedy children were expected to be cheerful. Tears, Joe told them, were worthless. Ted would later say of his father: “He wouldn’t let any of his children feel sorry for himself. Yet he was quick to scold a child who tried to smile too readily, or to charm his way through life.”




Charm played no role in Joe’s own advancement; tales of his hardball business tactics reverberated through much of the country. But there was an element of romanticism in his belief that all those dubious business dealings would yield an upstanding, aristocratic life like the one bequeathed to his first great patron—and later nemesis—Franklin D. Roosevelt.




Like many self-made men, Joe craved the respect of the establishment he was challenging: he admired the WASP devotion to education and culture, and purposely directed his sons to go to Yankee-dominated Harvard—his own alma mater—rather than the many Catholic colleges that were striving to provide similar experiences to Irish Americans. Above all, he wanted to conquer that which still eluded his immigrant class: political power on the national stage. His father-in-law, Honey Fitz, had beaten the Anglo-Protestant establishment to become the first American-born Irish mayor of Boston. But Honey Fitz had simply mobilized the huge numbers of immigrant voters in a changing city. Joe had his eyes on Washington, which meant he needed the support and patronage of the same types of people who had looked down on his family.




An early and ardent financial supporter of Roosevelt, Joe was rewarded by being named the first head of the Securities and Exchange Commission, a position of enormous power on Wall Street, particularly since he occupied the office from 1934 to 1935, on the heels of the Great Depression. Then, in 1938, Roosevelt gave him the job of his dreams: he became the first Irish-American ambassador to the Court of St. James’s. For a brief while, Joe started to entertain the unlikely notion that he could be the first Irish Catholic president of the United States.




In March 1938, the Kennedy family sailed to London on the USS Washington and settled into a 36-room Victorian estate overlooking Hyde Park at 14 Princes Gate, joining Joe, who had already been there for several weeks. Teddy was ecstatic about the mansion’s lift, which he and Bobby nearly wore out, until their parents put a stop to it. To Rose, who was now befriended by lords and ladies, London was proof that she had finally taken her proper place in society. Though the winds of war were blowing, London danced on. There were parties and balls and luncheons, the opera, Ascot and Wimbledon—all in high fashion and in the best of company. The two oldest girls, Rosemary and Kathleen, made their debut during the 1938 social season, and a weekend at Windsor Castle with the king and queen would remain a highlight of Rose’s life. In their stately tower rooms, Joe raised a glass to her and said: “Rose, this is a helluva long way from East Boston.”




The Kennedys became instant media darlings. Weary of the talk of war and bored with stuffy King George VI and Queen Elizabeth, London embraced the energetic, photogenic family. The press followed the kids to the zoo, Kensington Gardens, Buckingham Palace, and Hyde Park. They were there when 7-year-old Teddy tried to take a picture with his camera upside down and when an elephant tried to snatch peanuts out of his hand. “The Kennedys were the royal family that England wanted to have,” says Will Swift, who wrote about the family’s London years.




Those were happy times for the Kennedys, a rare period when all eleven were together, at least for a while. Joe Sr. gave their nanny, Elizabeth Dunn, a movie camera and told her to record whatever she could: a frisky Teddy in short pants and knee socks, posing with the king and queen, goofing off with his father, sitting on his sisters’ laps. Dunn also shot the family’s travels around Europe and a costume party for which the two youngest Kennedys chose an American theme: Teddy dressed as a Pilgrim while Jean went as the Statue of Liberty.




What he remembers best about those years, Ted has said, is his sisters making their debut, receiving his first communion from Pope Pius XII at the Vatican, and having his tonsils removed. (He didn’t mind, he told his parents, because he thought he could have all the Coke and ice cream he wanted.) London gave Rose new opportunities to go on the road with regular shopping trips to Paris and holidays in Scotland. The girls were in convent school in England, Joe Jr. was just graduating with honors from Harvard, where Jack was enrolled, and Bobby and Teddy attended the Gibbs School in London.




Still, much of the time, only one—or neither—parent was in residence. While Rose remained in London during the winter of 1939, Joe went to Palm Beach for an extended vacation. When he returned to London, she left him in charge of Bobby and Teddy while she took a long trip to Italy, Greece, Turkey, Palestine, and Egypt. On September 3, 1939, Britain declared war on Germany. That first night, Teddy managed to rip the blackout curtain at 14 Princes Gate, precipitating a call from the air-raid police. Two weeks later, Joe sent his family home to their brick mansion in Bronxville, splitting them up among various ships in case of a German attack. Only Rosemary remained in school in Hertfordshire, where she was studying to be a Montessori teacher. She would return in the spring when she graduated. Joe stayed behind in the embassy, though he feared that Britain could not withstand the Nazi blitzkrieg. He wrote 8-year-old Teddy: “I can’t get the King’s autograph for you now, but I will try to get it before I go home.”




The rise of Hitler and his assault on Britain were the events that ultimately killed Joe’s political career. He badly misjudged both the Nazis’ intentions and Britain’s ability to withstand their attacks. Worse, he became a vocal critic of those who saw Hitler as a real threat and who advocated intervention. Further alienating Winston Churchill, Joe thought that Britain “would go down fighting” and “didn’t stand a Chinaman’s chance” if invaded. He clung to the notion that Hitler could somehow be appeased and that if America entered the war, “everything we hold dear would be gone.” Joe was also widely considered to be unsympathetic to the plight of the Jews. “Well, they brought it on themselves,” he told his aide Harvey Klemmer, who had visited Germany and reported back on the persecutions there.




Joe’s views infuriated President Roosevelt, who thought his ambassador was dangerously misguided, and the president eventually cut him out of key discussions and communications. During the Blitz, Roosevelt complained to his assistant secretary of state that Kennedy was “a trouble-maker” and was “entirely out of hand and out of sympathy.”




In October 1940, Joe returned to the United States and in December resigned his ambassadorship; by that point, he and Roosevelt viewed one another with mutual mistrust and antipathy. “I never want to see that son of a bitch again as long as I live,” Roosevelt told his wife, Eleanor. Soon after, Roosevelt made a crucial speech affirming America’s commitment to democracy and criticizing high-level American appeasers and defeatists who wanted to accommodate the Nazis, whom he called “a gang of outlaws that surrounds your community and on threat of extortion makes you pay tribute to save your own skins.”




 




The summer of 1941, following those London months, was the last time the entire Kennedy clan was together. The years surrounding World War II would cost the family dearly: they marked the start of what later would be called “The Kennedy Curse.”




In 1941, without telling the family, Joe had Rosemary, whom he feared was mildly retarded, lobotomized. The procedure was supposed to fix her mood swings and calm her down, and Joe believed he was doing the right thing. But the operation left her severely brain damaged, and at the age of twenty-three, Rosemary was confined to an institutional setting. She would spend most of her life at the St. Coletta School for Exceptional Children in Jefferson, Wisconsin, until her death in 2005.




In 1943, Jack narrowly escaped death when his PT boat was sunk in the South Pacific. A year later, Joe Jr. was killed when his Navy plane was shot down over the English Channel during a risky volunteer mission. It was August 1944, and most of the Kennedy family was at Hyannis Port, eagerly awaiting Joe Jr.’s arrival from England; he was coming home on leave. Rose, Joe Sr., Jack, Bobby, Teddy, Eunice, Pat, and Jean were there. But on August 12, priests arrived instead, bearing the news of young Joe’s death.




In 1948, Kathleen, who had stayed in London and married the son of a duke, died in a plane crash over the French Alps. Her husband, Billy Hartington, had been killed in the war a month after Joe’s death and just four months after their marriage. Kathleen, known as “Kick,” was a bright, vivacious young woman, the outgoing leader of the Kennedy girls. Her marriage to a Protestant had alienated her from Rose, but she was especially close to Jack and Joe Jr., and was on her way to meet her father when her plane went down.




Teddy was eight when Rosemary disappeared from the home, twelve when Joe Jr. was killed, and sixteen when Kathleen died. When told of his sister’s death, he left Milton Academy and took a train by himself to Hyannis Port. The house, scene of many of Teddy’s happiest childhood memories, served as a comforting refuge; over the years, it also absorbed much collective and individual grief. During those difficult post-London war years, the Kennedy children were scattered at school or in the service. Surrounded by well-tended lawns and gardens and sweeping views of the ocean, the Hyannis Port house remained the one constant in their lives, particularly for Teddy, who spent many summers there with his Gargan cousins, Joey, Ann, and Mary Jo. Their parents had died when the three children were young; their mother, Agnes, was Rose’s sister and best friend.




“For us younger children left at home, we were a little bit like the golden children of the war, and Teddy was the golden child of Joe and Rose at the time,” recalls Mary Jo. “I think Uncle Joe made sure there was plenty going on in the house to take Aunt Rose’s mind off things. Teddy was there with his smile, winning sailboat races and just being himself, giving joy and saying happy things at a time when his parents needed what he had to give.”




After receiving news of Joe Jr.’s death, a shattered Joe Sr. went to the sunporch of the Hyannis Port house. “Children, your brother has been lost. He died flying a volunteer mission.” His voice cracked, Ted said, “as tears came to his eyes he said in a muffled voice: ‘I want you all to be particularly good to your Mother.’” Ted would later recall this heartbreaking moment as proof that his father really loved his mother.




Rose withdrew for awhile. She’d take her books, journal, and rosary beads down to her one-room hideaway at the water’s edge. In some ways, she relied on her youngest child as a calming, cheery presence, an escape from sorrow. He easily took on that role.




His Cape Cod days were still filled with sailboat races, touch football, tennis, baseball, and basketball. Weekend nights, there were dances at the club or movies in Joe’s basement studio where he also kept a sauna. Teenagers were in and out of the house, which rang with slamming doors, telephone calls, and lots of laughter. Because of his years as a movie producer in Hollywood, Joe would get the reels before they went to the theaters: John Wayne and Jimmy Stewart were Teddy’s favorites.




Those summers, however, weren’t just for movies, bike riding, and swimming. Joe, never one for idle pleasure, put Ted and Joey Gargan to work at a nearby farm and stables he owned in Osterville; Joe rode every morning. “They’d cut bridle paths through the woods. It was hard work, buggy and hot,” remembers Mary Jo. The children also had to read the morning papers and listen to the radio so that they could discuss current events. Before they could go out, they had to read a book for at least an hour.




At Hyannis Port, Rose remained as decorous as if she were still in London society, dressing for dinner and insisting upon finger bowls. Weekend nights, she’d drive down to the club and peek in at the teenage dances. When the children came home, they’d find little notes pinned to their pillows. “Teddy, make sure you don’t pump the girl’s arm up and down when you dance.” “Mary Jo, be sure to take off your lipstick before getting into bed.”




After Jack came back from the war, decorated with a Purple Heart, he spent some time convalescing in Hyannis Port and injected more life into the house. Teddy reveled in his big brother’s presence. He and Mary Jo would make up questions for Jack, whom they considered brilliant. “We’d say, ‘What do you think about the economic situation in Czechoslovakia?’ and Jack would talk for fifteen minutes about it,” she says. They could never find a question that stumped him.




The summer of 1944, Jack took Teddy—whom he called “Eddie” in private—to a naval base in Florida, where he smuggled him onto a PT boat at 4:30 A.M. He also introduced his little brother to some of his favorite writings, including the epic Civil War poem, “John Brown’s Body,” by Stephen Vincent Benet, which the two would read aloud. Jack, who was naturally introverted and spent hours reading alone, taught his brother about the Civil War, took him to battle sites, and tried to get him interested in more scholarly pursuits. “Jack told him never to be without a book in your hand,” recalls Teddy’s longtime friend John Culver. “For Jack, that was natural. For Ted it was acquired.”




















CHAPTER 2










WHEN TED WAS nine, Rose sent him to Portsmouth Priory, a Catholic boarding school along the shores of Narragansett Bay in Rhode Island where Bobby was also enrolled. Founded by a group of Benedictine monks, the school had a strict six-day week that included classes on Saturday. No matter that the school normally didn’t take boys that young; Rose needed a place to put him for a few months while she traveled and spent time at the family’s Palm Beach home.




It was a miserable time for Teddy, who was taunted both for being new and for being the baby in the school. “I went to classes, slept in my own little cubicle, learned something about geography, and was completely mystified by Latin,” he would later tell an interviewer. Once, when another boy was pushing Teddy around, Bobby passed by but refused to step in, telling his kid brother, “You’ve got to learn to fight your own battles.” Teddy, who never complained about other aspects of his childhood, would later concede that his school years were tough. “That was hard to take. I can’t remember all those schools. I mean, at that age, you just go with the punches. Finally I got through schools where I spent some time learning and trying to find out where the dormitory is and the gym.”




Teddy’s childhood was in many ways very lonely, with his parents frequently on the road and his brothers and sisters back and forth from boarding school. Teddy had been in ten different schools by the time he was eleven, always the new boy, never able to put down roots. One of his closest friends would come to believe that shuttling from school to school gave Ted a special instinct for vulnerable people. “I think Ted probably did have a very sad childhood in spite of terrific parental support,” says Culver, who met Kennedy when they were both in college. “I mean, to be away at school at that age is hard, and the thing that’s amazing to me is how he’s come through it, in terms of his personality. Part of it I think is reflected in his incredible empathy and sympathy and in the political positions he’s taken.”




At age eleven, when Teddy was upset about going to boarding school, Joe consoled him by offering some of his favorite butter crunch candy. But when Joe discovered the boy making off with two boxes of it, he exploded and sent him off without a bite. That was the Kennedy parenting philosophy: the love that gives also demands much in return.




Teddy finally found some stability at the Fessenden School, followed by four years at Milton Academy, both boarding schools outside Boston. Rose had wanted the boys in parochial schools, like the girls, but Joe insisted that they take their place with the children of Protestant powerbrokers, the better to ensure their success. Teddy’s academic record was mediocre, and both parents were constantly on him about his spelling, his marks—and his girth.




Weight was a Kennedy family obsession, with the parents and their children often fretting in letters about their own and especially about that of the husky youngest Kennedy. When Teddy was going to play center on the Fessenden football team, his father wrote Jack: “I am still waiting to take a look at that one myself—he is too fat.” Back when Teddy was seven years old, his sister Eunice had reported to her father: “Ted is getting bigger, better and fatter. [While] he weighs 89 and is only 15 pounds overweight, in fact he looks like two boys instead of one.” Rose sent a telegram to her husband in 1940, when Teddy was eight: “Thinking of you. Teddy a little fatter, I am a little thinner.” A few months later, she wrote again: “Teddy is really such a fatty.” Joe once ended a letter to a lonely Teddy, who had complained about not getting enough food at school, on this sardonic note: “I am sorry to see that you are starving to death. I can’t imagine that ever happening to you if there was anything at all to eat around, but then you can spare a few pounds.”




But it was the boy’s grades that most perturbed his parents. Rose didn’t just write Teddy, chiding him about being “in the third fifth” of his class. She also wrote the headmaster at Fessenden to complain about his spelling and math. “Although I do not want him to lose the spontaneous quality of his letters, I do think he should practice the words he frequently misspells.” She enclosed a word list for his teacher and sent such lists along every couple of weeks. The following summer, when Ted was eleven, she wrote the headmaster again, this time about numbers. “My only complaint about his work is that he still counts on his fingers. Will you please bring it to the attention of his arithmetic teacher in the fall?”




Joe—whose own grades had been mediocre—could be merciless too. He wrote Teddy: “You still spell ‘no’ ‘know.’ Skating is not ‘scating,’” and so on. He didn’t limit his critiques of Teddy merely to Teddy; he shared them with others. There were to be few secrets in the Kennedy family, at least not among parents and children. As Joe breezily reported to the others: “Teddy is the same as ever, quite self-sufficient and probably the worst speller Fessenden has ever seen.”




Perhaps the toughest parental scolding was that which compared the siblings with one another. Joe wrote the 11-year-old Teddy: “You didn’t pass in English or Geography and you only got 60 in Spelling and History. That is terrible…You wouldn’t want to have people say that Joe [Jr.] and Jack Kennedy’s brother was such a bad student, so get on your toes.” The comparisons among the Kennedy brothers began at an early age for Ted and would become a lifelong challenge for him. Joe Jr. had been the charming, ambitious brother. Jack was the reflective intellectual. Bobby was serious and dogged. Teddy was the entertainer and more into sports than grades.




As parents, Joe and Rose had defined their jobs much like partners in a franchise. Their product: national leaders who would vastly expand the Kennedy name. As Rose once wrote: “A mother knows that hers is the influence which can make that little precious being to be a leader of men, an inspiration, a shining light in the world.”




The couple worked with well-oiled efficiency to raise their children according to three guiding principles: “Family, Faith, Country.” First of all, they were a unit. Despite the differences some family members had with each other, they were imbued with the importance of family—and of the Kennedy Family. It was all for one and one for all. Though they did allow a constellation of close friends and loyal retainers into the orbit, if you weren’t a Kennedy, you just weren’t a Kennedy.




Religious faith was also required. Rose ate fish every Friday, went to Mass twice on Sundays and often daily. She expected her children to follow suit and to go on annual religious retreats. The teenage Teddy, excited about a weekend of sailing races with his friends, meekly acquiesced when Rose sent him instead on a retreat in Lawrence, north of Boston. She once wrote Jack, who was campaigning for president, one line: “Dear Jack, This is a note to remind you of Church. Love, Mother.”




As for country, Joe had always expected his children to enter public service and burnish the Kennedy name in the process. The boys would seek public office, the girls would do some sort of social justice work. As the children matured, Joe would take each one aside and speak to them about their plans. He would say, “What are you going to do with your life? Kennedys don’t just sit around. They do something.” Like his brothers before him, it was preordained that Ted would go into politics.




There were, at many points, tensions in the parental franchise, but Rose’s commitment to her husband was almost as strong as her commitment to her church. Rose loved her children, but her husband came first. Whenever Joe would return from one of his trips, she’d be turned out in the latest fashion and would have the cook prepare his favorite meals—hearty New England fare like roast beef, roast potatoes, peas and carrots; or clams and lobsters and fresh corn, finished off with dessert of strawberry shortcake or chocolate cake and ice cream. Boston cream pie was the family favorite. When the inquisitive Eunice was ten, she asked her mother whom she loved the most, her children or her husband. “At first, she wouldn’t answer, then finally after I plagued her for an hour, she said: ‘I love Joe so much. I could never be happy without Joe.’”




She was protective of him, too. Rose once wrote Bobby and asked him not to telephone his father at the dinner hour: “If he gets too excited before dinner, as he did the other night when he talked to you about the labor legislation, it is not very good for his little tummy.” She and Joe never had a fight, she once told her granddaughter Caroline, because “I just said ‘Yes, dear,’ and went to Paris.” That was their contract: she would ignore his flagrant womanizing, and he would give her the freedom to travel whenever she liked and to spend whatever she pleased. At Christmas, it was his custom to bestow expensive jewelry on her. But unlike Joe, who expressed more affection for his children than his wife, Rose never stopped wishing he could be her romantic soul mate.




With nine children Rose had to run a tight ship, and she set household rules that few dared break for fear of a whack from her infamous wooden coat hanger. A perfectionist, Rose followed the child-rearing books to the letter. The children were to get up at the same time every day, take their meals at the same time, and go to bed at the same time. “Promptness is a compliment to the intelligent, a rebuke to the stupid,” Rose would say. After lunch, they were required to nap or read quietly. On the beach, they all wore the same color bathing suit, the better to identify them, and the same color bathing caps in the ocean. She’d dole out candy one piece at a time—the better to save their teeth.




Dinner was always at 7:30, and the family would first congregate in the living room for cocktail hour, where Joe, in his Sulka lounge suit, might have a Scotch and water and the others a tomato juice. When the bell rang for dinner, Rose, always impeccably dressed, would lead the way into the dining room. At the end of the meal, she would lead the way out. When Jack became president, he jokingly told her that protocol demanded he be the first in and out of a room. After dinner, they sang Irish songs around the piano, or Irving Berlin or Cole Porter. Always, there was Joe’s and Rose’s special song: “Sweet Adeline,” which had been her father’s favorite. Rose would also read aloud or tell stories of growing up with Honey Fitz.




Rose was obsessed with learning. She would pin clippings from newspapers and magazines onto a bulletin board, so the children could bone up on the news of the day—and comment on it at the table. Like her father before her, Rose became famous for her field trips, in which she’d bundle everyone, including cousins, into the car and take them to Massachusetts historic sites such as Bunker Hill, the Old North Church, and Plymouth Rock. At Walden Pond, the kids didn’t just swim and picnic; they also got a lesson on Thoreau.




She never stopped her quest for perfection. When Bobby was a teenager, she wrote him about a particularly bad report card, saying that he owed it to himself and to her to improve. “Remember, too, that it is a reflection on my brains as the boys in the family are supposed to get their intellect from their mother, and certainly I do not expect my own little pet to let me down.”




Much later, after Teddy became a senator, Rose would write to chide him about his grammar. “I wish you would pay attention to this matter: Use ‘whom’ after a preposition. For Whom the Bell Tolls. The man to whom I wrote. If you listen to Jack’s speeches, you will notice that he always uses this word correctly. It is the accusative case in Latin, objective case in English.”




In 1972, when Teddy was forty years old, she scolded him about his language. “I noticed…you are quoted as using the word ‘ass’ in several expressions. I do not think you should use that word. I am sure you realize it really does not look very well in print.” Still later, when Ted was a third-term senator and Rose was eighty-five, she wrote to him: “I watched you speak about drugs last Friday night…Please say, ‘If I were president,’ not ‘If I was president.’ The reason is the old what used to be known in Latin as condition contrary to fact. For instance, ‘if I were he,’ etc.”




Teddy rarely recalled her remonstrations, perhaps believing them to be her way of showing love, and dwelt instead on the more tender moments he shared with her. As an adult, he recalled being a little boy in footsie pajamas and going into her room where she would read to him his favorites, such as Peter Rabbit or Billy Whiskers. When he was ten years old, sick with whooping cough and out of school for three months, he loved having his mother all to himself “as she nursed me back to health.”




Teddy often disappointed Rose as a student. But instead of agreeing with Joe that their son simply wasn’t studious, she attributed it to the younger generation’s preference for the radio and comics. She wrote in her journal in 1942: “In the old days we played games, we read all the available stories, we made puzzles, we bought countless gadgets from the 5 & 10, blew bubbles.” But by the time Teddy came along, things had changed and, in Rose’s opinion, not for the better. “He sits comfortably in his bed next to his radio, requests a proper program and then by a mere turn of the wrist conjures up entertainment by the minute.” The Lone Ranger was Teddy’s favorite. Longing for the good old days, Rose recalled that Jack, while recovering from scarlet fever, had “books by the cartload” and that her older children had acquired a love of literature out of necessity. “This generation,” she said of Teddy, “to my horror concentrates entirely on funny books, which they consider reading…A motley array of funny books with harsh-screaming colors.”




Soon after he recuperated from whooping cough, Teddy shared a lower berth on the train with his mother en route to Palm Beach for the Christmas holidays. It was cold, and the boy was shivering under the single blanket while his mother said the rosary. At a stop in West Virginia, Rose dispatched him to get some food. As he was running back, the train started up. He wrote: “I can still see Mother, standing on the rear platform of the last car, calmly but firmly ordering: ‘Mr. Conductor, tell them to stop this train. That’s my son out there.’ Of course, he did exactly as she asked. Everyone did.”




It has been said that the Kennedys competed among themselves and against the world. Everything and anything could be turned into a contest. On road trips, the kids would divide into two teams and see who could spot the most animals. And on the fields of Hyannis Port, the play was always rough. The legendary Kennedy touch-football games often resulted in injuries.




They were even more competitive against outsiders. Neighbors in Hyannis Port still remember the baseball rivalry between the Kennedys, who called themselves The Barefoot Boys, and the neighborhood boys, who called themselves The Pansy Toes. “Jack was the pitcher, Bobby was first base and I think they had Teddy out in the field,” says Terrill Griggs, who lived across the street. “You could tell Teddy revered his brothers. We would all gather around to watch. It was a riot, all very competitive.” Each team had its own flag—a bare foot for the Kennedys and pansies on toes for the others—that they hoisted up on the pole. The Barefoot Boys would always put theirs above the Pansy Toes.




Even painting became a contest. Jack, home from World War II, challenged teenage Teddy, who’d never painted before, to compete in creating a picture of the family’s Mediterranean-style Palm Beach house. “Then we all voted on which was the best. Teddy won,” Ethel Kennedy would recall.




The Kennedy children were also expected to excel at the family’s signature sport, sailing. Like politics, the ocean held a hypnotic lure, and sailing was as much a part of the Kennedy makeup as good teeth and strong jaw lines. They took lessons; the family owned boats. When there were only eight children, Joe named the family’s boat The Ten of Us. When Teddy came along, he bought a smaller boat and named it One More. Once, when Teddy came in third in a race, his father was livid. “He said, ‘We’ve got the best boat, we’ve got the best teacher, how come you’re coming in third?’” recalls Mary Jo Gargan. Another time, Joe sent the teenage Ted to his room for goofing off and losing a race—Joe had been watching with binoculars.




At Milton, which was also Bobby’s alma mater, Ted kept up the family’s fierce competition in sports. There, he was remembered as a “vital and vibrant member” of his fifty-boy class and “an interested and enjoyable student” by Frank Millet, his English teacher and ninth-grade football coach. On the freshman team, Teddy started on both offense and defense and was a strong player. Teddy scored only one touchdown, but it was in the last game of his senior year against archrival Noble and Greenough.






He also had an active social life during his Milton years, writing his father that he went to the Totem Pole, “about the biggest dance place in the state for teen age people,” where he had a wonderful time. He confided that he’d been to a girl’s house for dinner and was “gradually getting to know more girls, which couldn’t please me more.” Once, playing hockey, he fell through the ice and thought it quite funny. His senior year, he was also a member of the “Boogies,” an informal social club started by students who met after lunch in a dorm to listen to the Bob and Ray show on the radio.




His academic record was nothing to write home about, but he did anyway. “I have now dropped out of my Latin class, but I am tutoring and trying to keep up to the class…” Most of his letters to his parents dealt with sports, but he was also in the drama club, the debate club, and the glee club. His senior yearbook photo shows him with a wide grin displaying the famous Kennedy teeth, on the same page with two other somber young men. “Smilin’ Ed” and “Big Ed” were his nicknames, and he came in a distant third in the “Class Politician” category. His senior year, the debate team won only two of its six debates—its first and last. The boys began the season by beating Roxbury Latin on the issue that national advertising “does more good than harm” and ended it by beating Noble and Greenough on the virtue of “the nationalization of industries.”




Despite all the academic criticism that Ted received from Joe and Rose, he always remained deferential to his parents. Teddy took their comparisons to his older brothers as a normal part of growing up Kennedy. To him, family loyalty was paramount. He believed his parents’ critical words were for their children’s own good—a generous interpretation, since he often came out on the short end. After his father’s death, he wrote: “His standards were the highest for each of his sons, but they were different standards for each one—standards which recognized our individual strengths and weaknesses. Often, he compared us to each other, but only in a way which raised each of our expectations for what we hoped to accomplish.”




He had similar compliments for his mother’s parenting skills. “Mother supplied the gentleness, support, and encouragement that made Dad’s standards reachable.” That Teddy never rebelled against his parents, who were often absent but always dominant, was remarkable. In fact, after his father’s death in 1969, he wrote a letter to Newsweek magazine protesting what he called an “unnecessarily cruel” obituary. “I wish you could have devoted at least a line to the generosity, humor and heart my father had in such abundance.”




Many family members have traced Ted’s genial and forgiving personality to his maternal grandfather. During those years at Fessenden and Milton Academy, Ted grew especially close to Honey Fitz, who was the consummate constituent politician. Ted often spent Sundays with the old man, an affable and voluble character who would take his grandson on walking tours of Boston, explaining the importance of the Old North Church or the elegance of Louisburg Square. But he’d also take Teddy to the wharves where the immigrants landed, and introduce him around to his Irish and Italian pals. He knew everyone in the city and adored his hometown.




The similarities between grandfather and grandson were apparent to all: their social skills included a love of singing and practical jokes. “Teddy was more Honey Fitz than Joe Kennedy,” says Bob Healy, who covered the 1960 presidential campaign for the Boston Globe. “Honey” was sweet and friendly, whereas Joe was more calculating. Like Honey Fitz, Teddy never met a stranger—a trait that would serve him well on the campaign trail.




But there were also signs in Ted’s upbringing of some of the personal traits that would burden him in later years. He was unmindful of rules, and his behavior occasionally veered beyond careless to callous. Though his teachers at Fessenden remarked on his friendly personality, there were paddlings and notes home about demerits for minor offenses. While at Milton, Teddy borrowed the car of former Boston Police Commissioner Joseph Timilty, a close family friend. After it stalled out a few times, he simply abandoned it in Mattapan—though he did tell “the Commish” where it was. He also was nearly kicked out of church for misbehavior as an altar boy. The priest would later say that he would rather have had no one serve him than Teddy, and Ted would recall the rebuke as “a definite blow to my pride.”




But despite his checkered school record, Ted showed initiative and promise as a deal-maker—something his father admired. Joe had instilled in his children both the value of a dollar and the virtue of frugality. Their allowances were meager, and they drove old cars. At Hyannis Port, Teddy sometimes cut the neighbors’ grass to earn extra money. “The pay was usually better than at my house,” he said.




At Milton Academy, Teddy’s allowance was $1.50 a week, and Joe would not allow him to keep his bicycle on campus since few of his classmates did. While Ted was at Harvard, Joe heard that he had a “cow horn” on his car and warned against exerting “privilege that the ordinary fellow” didn’t have. Always the pragmatic politician, Joe added that such excesses could land Teddy in the newspapers—his father’s great fear, unless he himself had orchestrated positive publicity. It was okay, Joe told his son, to get “ahead of the masses” by hard work and good works, but not “by doing things that people could say, ‘Who the Hell does he think he is?’”




Teddy took the penny-pinching lessons to heart. He often went to his father with business proposals, such as the time he and Joey Gargan wanted to rent a 44-foot boat for two weeks at $125 a week. Teddy had checked the rate out with several sources, and assured his father it was a good deal. He and Joey could work the $250 off in the summer for Joe, he said. He also pointed out that new boats were going for $1,300, and he reckoned that the Kennedys could get $1,000 for their old one. “Our boat is probably better and faster than a new one, but it is awfully hard trying to get someone to believe it,” he concluded.




Joe could not hide his pride in Teddy’s constant hustling. Back in 1944, when Teddy was twelve, his father had written to Joe Jr. that Teddy had gotten on board the train from Palm Beach to Boston with a box of sandwiches that “I am sure he planned to sell to the customers on the train because no human being—even with Teddy’s appetite—could eat as much as there seemed to be in that box.” And in a letter to Kathleen, he wrote about Teddy’s business dealings at Fessenden. “Your youngest brother, Teddy, the merchant in the family, is as he says running a black market at Fessenden.” When Teddy went into Boston for his catechism class, Joe explained, the boy would buy chocolate bars for a nickel each, then sell them for 10 to 15 cents to his hungry fellow students.




Teddy was revealing a good head for business and a natural ability to bargain. Behind the middling grades and his bluff good humor was a decent mind—one even the stern and over-achieving Kennedy parents were beginning to appreciate.




















CHAPTER 3










IN FALL OF 1950, Ted followed his father and his brothers to Harvard, joining a class that included such future luminaries as novelist John Updike, attorney F. Lee Bailey, financial-services innovator Ned Johnson, writers Edward Hoagland, Christopher Lasch, and Richard Eder, as well as the heads of the Museum of Modern Art, the National Portrait Gallery, and several politicians, including Senator John Culver. As the youngest Kennedy, Ted was the most prominent among those nascent stars.




His main interest, however, was football. Teddy was a better athlete than Jack, who was sickly, or Bobby, who was smaller, and it thrilled old Joe, who had played baseball at Harvard, to go to the stadium and watch his youngest child perform on the gridiron. All the Kennedys were excited about Teddy playing this most manly of sports, and Ted was happy that, for once, the spotlight was on him.




Bobby, who was then in law school, reported back to his father that a family friend had attended a practice and talked to some of the players afterward. “They said he had no qualms about lowering his head and crashing in and that he has great potentialities and is one of the best ends they have. That is certainly good when his fellow players think that,” Bobby wrote. Those players included three who would remain lifelong friends of his: Culver, Dick Clasby, and Claude Hooten, all of whom would later help kick-start his political career.




But his freshman year ended precipitously. That spring, Ted was in danger of flunking Spanish and needed to pass the final to be eligible for football the next year. He didn’t like Spanish, and he wasn’t good at it. A teammate took the test for him, but when he turned in the exam book, the teaching assistant recognized him as Bill Frate, not Ted Kennedy. Both boys were thrown out of school; they could return in two years if they exhibited good behavior. “Ted was a bright guy. He didn’t have to cheat,” recalls Ron Messer, who played freshman football with them. “It shouldn’t have happened.”




Burton Hersh, who went to Harvard with Teddy, recalls how the incident was interpreted in the Kennedy family. “Teddy didn’t manage himself effectively. Afterward, his father said, ‘Don’t do this cheating thing, you’re not clever enough.’” For Joe, whose affection for his youngest was mixed with concerns about his abilities, the cheating was proof less of bad character than bad judgment—and perhaps a lack of intelligence. In 1961, he would tell an interviewer that Teddy was the most attractive politically of the brothers, the best-looking and the best speaker—but not as smart.




For Ted, who was just starting to shine on his own, it was a devastating reminder of all the insecurities with which he had wrestled during his childhood. It seemed that he might never measure up. And for a while, at least, he would trade the rarefied environs of Harvard Yard for the metal bunks of the Army.




Arriving at Fort Dix, New Jersey, for basic training, he landed in the 39th infantry regiment, or Easy Company. Joseph Maguire, who was also from Massachusetts, was his sergeant and remembers having to get rid of reporters who showed up because he was the kid brother of Congressman John F. Kennedy. “He got no special treatment, he was a good soldier,” says Maguire. “He was very athletic, he was a pleasant kid, very easy to get along with, never gave you any guff.” Maguire remembers Teddy once telling him: “You know, you’re the only one who ever told me what to do, except my mother.”




At the time, Maguire administered a swimming test to his men. Teddy, who grew up on the water, was by far the best of the lot. “He swam down to the end of the pool and came back before the other guys got to one end. I never saw anything like it, and I tested thousands of guys. He probably could have been in the Olympics, he was that strong a swimmer.” Maguire also remembers something else: on Sundays off, Teddy would pull up in late afternoon in a car driven by “a beautiful blond young lady. All the guys would be looking out the window at that.”




It was during this time that his father wrote him a letter with more career advice that Teddy took to heart. Joe knew that Teddy would meet all sorts of people in the Army that he hadn’t been exposed to in his privileged world. He saw that as a help to his son’s future in politics. “I hope you will make up your mind to get to know as many different kinds of people as you can because that kind of education is more valuable than even a college education…All kinds of people are essential for one’s development.”




The Army, in its early stages of integration, offered Teddy a lens on the wider world. Joe Jr. and Jack had both been officers in the Navy, and naval officers were quite different from Army privates in terms of the company they kept. Bobby had enlisted in the Navy at age seventeen, but was ultimately assigned to an officers’ training program at Harvard, so his military experience was also much different from his younger brother’s.




Teddy was a grunt. After Fort Dix, he was sent to Fort Gordon in Georgia to train as a military policeman. In the Army, he lived with black people and the working class. To them, the Kennedy name didn’t matter. If anything, it provoked a negative reaction in the barracks, where Teddy had to learn to hold his own, sometimes with his fists. Once, when he was dispatched to round up some black soldiers for a work detail, they refused to take orders from him and instead challenged him to a fight. The sergeant told them to take their problems outside, after hours. Teddy showed up at the appointed hour, but the men did not. Another time, a fellow soldier taunted Teddy with a dare that he could outrun him. Teddy, never one to turn down a bet, took him on. After a series of rigorous competitions, at which Ted held his own, the two men shook hands and became good friends. “I think he got to know more about ‘the other America,’ and how to get along with people across the cultural and class divide than either of his brothers had, at such a young age,” says James Sterling Young, professor at the University of Virginia. The experience had a profound effect on Ted: back at Harvard, he would volunteer to coach basketball for inner-city youths in the South End of Boston.




While Teddy was in the Army, U.S. troops were fighting in Korea, but Joe used his connections to keep his youngest son away from any conflict. War had already robbed him of one son and nearly killed another. It was a move that made sense to Teddy’s drill sergeant. “People like Ted, with his brother being a senator, they were kept away because it made it easier for the guys on the line. If the North Korean troops knew someone like him was around, they’d try to come after him,” says Maguire. Ironically, a few months before the cheating incident, Joe had written Ted: “Keep after the books if only to keep the draft away from your door.”




Private First Class Kennedy ended up in a NATO honor guard in Paris. It was a plush assignment, but for the privileged Teddy, even the trip across the ocean was a hardship. He wrote his parents that he had lost fifteen pounds in the thirteen-day voyage from New York. The trip seemed cursed from the beginning. The troops had boarded on a Tuesday morning and set sail in the early afternoon. But upon waking the next day, they found themselves back in New York because the ship had broken down. When they finally set sail again, Teddy was assigned a bunk five decks down—two decks below water level. Not only that, he had the top bunk, “which made it just that much hotter.” He was one of 187 men out of 3,000 who were assigned to kitchen duty every other day for the entire trip. The seas became rough, and many of the men got sick. “Your ninth, however, was so busy washing the total of 25,000 trays during the voyage that he didn’t have much time for anything else,” he wrote his parents. Six days out, the ship broke down again. Finally, he arrived in France and began his job, along with French lessons.




Paris was Rose’s favorite city. When feeling the stress of raising so many children, or faced with a husband who spent weeks away from home with other women, Rose would set sail for Paris, book herself into the Ritz, and shop on the Champs-Elysées. She and Joe both wrote Teddy detailed letters about the best places to eat and drink, including what dishes to order. At Maxim’s, Rose told him to get a table in the highly coveted inside room. “So the best thing to do is call up there and ask for Albert (pronounced the French way) and tell him you are Ambassador Kennedy’s son and he will fix you up.” She also told him to drink the beer in Germany and the wine in France because they were the best. Joe was appalled and lectured her: “Rose, are you out of your mind?” He reminded her that all the children had pledged not to drink or smoke until they turned twenty-one; Joe had promised them $2,000 each if they abstained.




In Paris, Rose loved shopping for the latest designer fashions and made her pilgrimage to the Ritz several times during Teddy’s years in France. During one visit, she offered to take him out to dinner. Teddy was looking forward to a feast: “a delicious prospect for a young private who had been living on mess hall food for what seemed like an eternity.” But as they were preparing to leave the Ritz, Rose couldn’t find her jewelry. She had never trusted the safe deposit boxes at hotels, and so she would hide her baubles in various corners of the room. On this particular night, however, she’d forgotten where she’d hidden the jewels. Fearing that they had been stolen, she refused to leave the room until they were located. She and Teddy spent an hour looking. “At long last, after missing our dinner reservation, we found the jewelry, pinned into the lining of the drapery,” he recalled some years later. “I did not have my gourmet dinner but ordering room service with Mother was still a marvelous treat.”




The next day, his mother gave him a ride to his post and Teddy said good-bye outside the gate: he didn’t want his Army buddies seeing the limo she had hired. But as he was walking back inside, he heard Rose call: “Teddy, Teddy, you forgot your dancing shoes!” His friends teased him about it for months, and his mother never tired of hearing the story, even years later.




To Joe, she wrote that Teddy looked wonderful and seemed happy. His pudginess had left him. He was military-fit. A tall, handsome young man, he had no shortage of girlfriends. As Rose noted: “His girl, the nurse, is to come over this week and his girl from Texas has left, so he is lucky as usual.” His sisters Pat and Jean went skiing with him in the Alps, and Jean wrote that Teddy had his skis on one shoulder and hers on another. “He may weigh 215,” she said, “but it’s all meat and muscles.”




In 1952, while in the Army, Ted also traveled to Germany and Belgium. In Frankfurt, he wrote his parents about tossing the football around with a friend. “Several little fellows” wanted to play and within ten minutes, more than thirty people had assembled. Ted and his friend had trouble trying to explain the rules of the game. But he saw merit in the informal cultural exchange. “I really think that if the Army had some fellows go over to various places like this and started games of all sorts they would really do a lot of good and find some real interest,” he wrote.




Discharged from the Army in the summer of 1953, Ted returned to Harvard determined to be a better student. “He was dead serious about his studies,” recalls Claude Hooten, who played football and rugby with him. “He learned a lesson.” Ted was an average student who was good at the subjects he loved, such as history and government, but not so adept at those that didn’t hold his interest. Eager to prove his mettle at Harvard the second time around, he even earned an A-minus in Spanish, the course he had cheated on in his freshman year.




His great passion remained football, however, and he eventually returned to the team, a six-foot-two-inch, 200-pound end. His high point came senior year in a snowstorm, when he caught a short pass on Yale’s seven yard line and scored—for Harvard’s only touchdown. Harvard lost anyway, but Joe was deliriously happy, and Teddy got his varsity football letter. The proud father, who had attended every single game, home and away, even asked one of his connections at the Chicago Bears if his son could practice with them. “He put on the pads, took two or three hits and said he’d never been so frightened in his life,” recalls Teddy’s roommate Ted Carey. “He got out of there.” Later, when he got a letter of interest from the Green Bay Packers, Teddy replied that he intended to go to law school.




His athleticism, love of a party, and family name made Teddy a big man on campus. Jack, by then a senator, came to some of the games and often brought their cousin, Mary Jo Gargan, who’d spent summers in Hyannis Port. On occasion, Jack would fix Teddy and his friends up with girls who worked at Seventeen magazine or elsewhere in New York. The girl on the right facing them, whoever it was, would be Clasby’s date, the girl on the left Ted’s. “We’d go to the Stork Club,” Clasby recalls, “but we’d always stop to see Mary Jo at Manhattanville College on the way down to the city. Finally, I said, ‘I like Mary Jo.’” The two were married in 1956.




Ted held court at a jocks’ table in Winthrop House, where his brothers had also lived. Friends remember him as friendly and helpful, not one to grandstand or seek attention. “He had such a zest for life,” says Claude Hooten. “We had so much fun.” When Jack was in the hospital recovering from one of his frequent illnesses, Ted and Hooten would visit and sing “Bill Bailey” and “Heart of My Heart.” One summer, they started a waterskiing school in Newport Beach, California; Joe lent them the money for the boat. They called it the Ho-Ke School, adapting both of their names, and their port of call was “Harvard.” With Ted’s business sense, they made money, paying Joe back with cash to spare. Another summer, Ted worked as a forest ranger in California. To Hooten, those were years when Teddy was beginning to come into his own. “He was good-looking and smart, he had such a great smile and was so sincere.”




Since boyhood, Teddy had loved playing jokes. He and Dick Clasby were famous among their Harvard friends for their “mind-reading” card trick, with which they fooled so many brainiacs. Their secret: a system of verbal signals to each other that eventually narrowed the field down to the one card. “We had classmates thinking we were psychic,” says Clasby.




On weekends, Teddy often took a bunch of friends to Hyannis Port for cookouts and touch football, and to dances with Wellesley girls. Teddy and Clasby would rate the girls they met: A through F. “He had a twinkle in his eye for pretty girls,” says Clasby. As initiation into Pi Eta, a social club filled with jocks, both men had to come back from Radcliffe with bras: Ted, a size 42 and Clasby a checkered version. “We had girls at Radcliffe who were very good friends, so that was not a problem,” Clasby says.




Like his brothers, Ted joined the Hasty Pudding Club and, as a senior, the Owl, a final club, one of several undergraduate clubs with membership limited to an elite few. (In 2006, he would resign from the Owl after news reports that the organization refused to admit women. The senator’s membership came under scrutiny after he criticized Supreme Court nominee Samuel Alito Jr. for his membership in Concerned Alumni for Princeton, which opposed admitting women to the school.)




Ted, the good-sport loser in most battles with his big brothers, let his competitiveness shine at Harvard, both on and off the football field. Clasby, who earned nine varsity letters from Harvard and was an all-American football player, remembers Ted telling him that within five years, he’d beat him in the 100-yard dash. No chance, replied Clasby, who would later be named Harvard’s greatest living athlete. Several years later, after they’d both graduated, they were skiing in New Hampshire. It was Clasby’s first time on skis and it wasn’t pretty. “I fell over trees, I broke the skis, I hurt my finger, I went down on my back,” he says. Back at the lodge, Teddy saw his chance and challenged him to that 100-yard dash, then and there, and wouldn’t take no for an answer. Clasby raced—uphill—with his ski boots on, one of them broken, and lost. He had to pay Teddy $10.




Ted’s risk-taking extended to far more elaborate dares. At Winthrop House, he shared a small room with Carey, Carey in the top bunk, Kennedy the bottom. “We were as close as two peas in a pod,” says Carey. One night, Carey was making too much noise, and Teddy remarked that he’d like to send him far away—perhaps to Egypt. But, he told Carey, you’d never go, even if I paid for the ticket.




The bet was on. It was a Monday, and the deal was that Carey had to leave by Friday. Ted would supply a one-way ticket. Carey swung into action. He went over to the Harvard student infirmary and got the necessary shots. He convinced the passport office that there had been a death in the family and he needed to get to Cairo, fast. Teddy, astonished, bought the plane ticket. “He didn’t give in, he was a hard charger. He hated to lose a bet,” says Carey, who believes the wager was $100.




Friday morning arrived, and there was Carey, with a towel on his head, and a packed bag in his hand. “I was trying to look like an Egyptian sheik.” Pictures were taken, and Teddy and others drove Carey to Logan Airport. When Carey arrived at New York’s Idlewild Airport, where he was to make the connection to Cairo, loudspeakers were paging him. It was Teddy on the phone, saying that the Boston Globe had gotten wind of the story and was going to break it.




“His brother Jack was a senator and his father had learned of it and he was wild,” says Carey. “He controlled everything Ted did.” But Carey wasn’t ready to let his friend off the hook, not yet. He told Teddy he was headed for his connecting flight. Instead of flying to Cairo, however, he flew to Hartford, Connecticut, near his hometown of Westfield, Massachusetts, where he spent the weekend. As far as Teddy knew, his friend was bound for Egypt. “He was sweating bullets,” Carey says.




There were other bets between the two. “I bet you can’t hit a golf ball across the Charles River,” Carey told him. Sure enough, Teddy did and Carey had to pony up the $5. Whenever he couldn’t pay a bet, he’d shine Teddy’s shoes for a week. More ambitiously, he once bet Teddy that he could outdo him in a speech assigned for their public speaking class. “All right, wise guy,” said Teddy. “You’re on.” Each student had to give a 25-minute speech, and the professor would judge them. “I talked on the Yalta Conference,” says Carey, who could not recall Ted’s topic. Carey won, and Teddy had to pay up. “He went bananas about that. He didn’t like to lose at anything.”




During those Harvard years, Carey spent some time in Hyannis Port and sat at the table, wearing the required jacket and tie, listening to Rose, Joe, and Jack discuss politics. The house had only a modest liquor cabinet, and the boys weren’t allowed to touch the hard stuff. “Teddy never drank much at Harvard, maybe a beer or so,” says Carey. And every Wednesday night, Joe would call Teddy at Harvard. “You guys shut up!” Teddy would admonish, in an effort to hear his dad’s words. Carey recalls a particularly hideous winter coat that Joe passed along to his son. “It was awful, a gray-green-mustard color,” says Carey. “Joe wouldn’t wear it, but Teddy did. That coat probably weighed 30 pounds.” Still, the dutiful son wore it only on weekdays, refusing to socialize in it on weekends.




On Wednesdays, the men would go to Bailey’s Ice Cream shop in Harvard Square; Teddy said he had missed American ice cream while he was in the Army. Sometimes, Carey would have to pay. Teddy, like Jack before him, never seemed to have much money. It was a vestige of his privileged upbringing; someone else always carried the cash. He’d also borrow his roommate’s shirts. One day, Carey realized he had no clean ones left. “Kennedy, what’s going on? Where are my shirts?” he asked. They gathered up all the dirty ones and took them to the laundry. “All that stuff was always taken care of at his house,” says Carey.




One summer, Carey worked construction in Alaska and brought back a secondhand wood-sided station wagon with a defective right door. Teddy borrowed the car for a date, and as he was turning a corner, the door popped open and out fell the young woman. “She didn’t get hurt, but of course, it took the romance right out of things,” says Carey. “He came back embarrassed.” Ted, he said, was very popular with the girls, and had a special preference for those from Pine Manor Junior College, outside Boston. But he never had a serious girlfriend in college, preferring to play the field.




On the water, Teddy was also somewhat of a daredevil. One summer while at Harvard, he asked John Culver to be his first mate in the Nantucket Regatta. Culver, who was raised in Iowa, had never been on a sailboat. There’s nothing to it, Teddy assured him as they drove to Hyannis Port. A storm was forecast for later that day, but Ted shrugged it off.




Culver wasn’t as sanguine. “I’ll never forget it. We went into the kitchen and the cook made us some salmon salad sandwiches. I had never heard of them before or since. I had two and a quart of milk.” When Culver first laid eyes on the Victura—Jack’s former boat, whose name means victory in Latin—he could not believe it. The 26-foot wooden sailboat seemed tiny against the huge waves. “The sky was nothing but black, and there was lightning,” Culver says. “The two of us get in this boat and we shove off for Nantucket. He’s at the tiller telling me what to do with the sails. He’s yelling at me in this storm and I thought I was with some mad dog. The wind is unbelievable and of course I get deathly sick, losing my lunch.” The two arrived at Nantucket at about 11:00 P.M. and slept in the boat, piling up some cushions in the three inches of water. The next morning, they went into town to recruit a third crew member.




Meanwhile, Joe Kennedy had arrived with some friends on his yacht to watch the race. Culver was thrilled and relieved to see the large, well-appointed vessel. “The plan was, when the race was over, we’d have a hot meal in the comfort of this large yacht,” he says. The yacht would then tow the smaller sailboat back to Hyannis Port.




“We see the ambassador’s boat and we come alongside it,” Culver says. By this time, it was 4:00 P.M., and he and Ted had been aboard the Victura for twenty-four hours. “The ambassador has a megaphone and he yells down, ‘Boys, I’m sorry to have to tell you this. The captain says conditions won’t allow us to pull you back home.’ I felt like one of those shipwrecked guys in World War II.” Joe then lowered some hot clam chowder for the boys. Culver chuckles at the memory. “Ted claims to this day that I grabbed it, ripped the vacuum pack off and just guzzled it, and he didn’t get any of it.”




The young men sailed back to Hyannis Port and finally spied the lights of the Kennedy house. But the wind had completely died, and they had to hop off the boat “and push and kick it to shore” several hundred yards. “I could taste seaweed for a week,” says Culver.




Culver and Clasby spent a lot of time with Teddy in Hyannis Port, and both remember not just the stream of Kennedys who came through at all times, but the way that Rose, in all the chaos, imposed her strong sense of religion on the family. Rose told her youngest son if he went to Mass seven straight Fridays, he was guaranteed to go to heaven. “So Ted and I went seven Fridays, and that was it,” says Clasby. “That was the deal.”




In the Kennedy family, Teddy said, you learned “the Glorious Mysteries” at an early age, along with sailing, tennis, and swimming. Through their mother’s teachings, Ted learned the meaning of the rosary, the meditations of Cardinal Newman, and the Stations of the Cross. The meditations were the cardinal’s directives for contemplating Christian issues of faith, and the Stations of the Cross in Catholic churches depict the last hours of Jesus’ life. It was faith that sustained Rose Kennedy through her devastating losses, and she passed that faith along to her children. “Through her we have learned to share the joy and bear the sorrow, the times to laugh and times to cry,” Ted wrote upon her death. “She taught us early that the birds will sing when the storm is over, that the rose must know the thorn, that the valley makes the mountain tall.”




Rose would also seek to instill religious values in her grandchildren. Kathleen Kennedy Townsend, Bobby’s oldest child, described Rose’s fervor in an essay after her death. One weekend, the young Kathleen stayed with Rose in her New York apartment. Rose had cooked Cream of Wheat cereal. “After I spilled my portion on the floor, she insisted that I eat it, noting that ‘You have to eat six packs of dirt before you go to heaven,’” Kathleen said. Her brother Joe noted that Rose attended two Masses a day, always sitting in the pew on the left, three-quarters of the way up the aisle at St. Francis Xavier in Hyannis. Bobby Jr. said she paddled her own kids “for each grammatical or theological error.” When Rose called them to say grace before meals, they’d shout, “Grace!” and then hide beneath the table to avoid a swat.




But the teachings stuck with Ted. Decades later, confronting his own children’s battles with cancer, he would follow his mother’s example of going alone to Mass and sitting silently in the pews, as if submitting himself to God’s will. A lonely pilgrimage to church was a ritual in happy times as well. Every August, a group of Ted’s friends, including Culver, would spend a sailing holiday with him in Hyannis Port, a special reunion that the men would cherish more and more as they entered their seventies.




But amid the fun and remembrances, Ted would always carve out time to attend Mass at St. Francis Xavier, by himself.




















CHAPTER 4










POLITICS WAS IN Ted Kennedy’s blood, and in his head. It was his grandfather’s love, his father’s ambition, his eldest brother’s dream, his brother Jack’s calling. Bobby, too, would surrender to it. Ted did so at any early age.




Clasby remembers that shortly after Ted returned to Harvard, he was scheduled to make a speech to the Boys and Girls Club of Boston on behalf of his family. He rehearsed in front of Clasby, who egged him on to do better. “Why don’t you get up on the pool table and make the speech?” he asked. Teddy promptly climbed up and delivered it. “He kept practicing it, and it was very, very good,” Clasby recalls. “If it wasn’t his first political speech, it was close to it.”




But politics was more than speech making, and Joe Kennedy wanted his sons to be world-class statesmen.




In 1956, Teddy graduated from Harvard and spent the summer exploring North Africa, as Jack and Bobby had. Kennedys didn’t travel merely for fun, but with a purpose, experiencing the wider world. They took notes, wrote letters home about their experiences, and reported back to the dinner table. Rose was a travel fanatic and passed it on to Teddy. Her parents had taken her and her sister Agnes on a tour of Europe when she was eighteen. A few years later, she and Agnes took a train trip out west, riding donkeys in the Grand Canyon. At age sixty-seven, she would go skiing with Teddy in Mont Tremblant; since everyone else skied, she thought it was time she tried it, too. On her eightieth birthday, she would go to Ethiopia.




Teddy, always eager to emulate his brothers, recalled that by the time he was five, Joe Jr. had been to Russia, and by the time he was six, Jack had been to Poland. “I remember a lot of exciting talk about these and other places, and I guess I knew that when I was old enough I’d get my chance to travel on my own, too,” he said.




For his trip to North Africa, Teddy obtained a press pass from the International News Service—Joe was a close friend of William Randolph Hearst, who owned the agency—and filed some stories from the field. Joe had set him up with notables, as he had Ted’s brothers. Ted visited Morocco, Algiers, and Tunis, meeting the Moroccan ambassadors to Spain and the United States. He spent two days in the mountains with the Berbers, sleeping in tents. He followed a sultan to back villages and countryside “inhabited by the most rugged-looking individuals I have ever seen, all of whom are carrying about ten guns,” he wrote to his father. He witnessed the incipient glimmer of nationalism in that part of the world and later claimed that he had influenced Jack, who made a speech in the Senate urging the French colonial powers to leave Algeria.




Ted had considered applying to Stanford Law School, but Joe wanted to keep his son back east. So in the fall of 1956, he enrolled in law school at the University of Virginia, Bobby’s alma mater. At Virginia, Teddy pored over his books, writing to his father: “Am holding on down here on my 12-hour-a-day schedule.” Good grades still didn’t come easily to him, and despite his hard work he would end up just below the middle of his class.




The very first day of class, he met John Tunney, a top-notch student with a prodigious work ethic. “He’d gone to Harvard, I’d gone to Yale, but instantly I thought that this fellow was going to be one of my really great friends. He was very friendly, very outgoing. He had a warmth to him,” recalls Tunney. Like Kennedy, Tunney was from a famous family. His father was the former heavyweight boxing champion Gene Tunney, whose fights with Jack Dempsey electrified the country in the 1920s. The younger Tunney and Teddy became inseparable, going to the law library before class and after. They’d break for dinner, then return to the library. “We were working ferociously hard,” says Tunney. “I think the vast majority of us were scared to death we were going to get kicked out.” At Thanksgiving, Teddy confessed that he didn’t understand the tax material as well as he should; he was going to his father’s New York office to consult with an accountant. He invited Tunney along, and both survived their exam.




Like Bobby before him, Ted was elected head of the Student Legal Forum, responsible for bringing illustrious speakers to the school. Because of the Kennedy name, he was able to recruit Senator Hubert Humphrey, labor leader Walter Reuther of the United Auto Workers—and his brother Bobby, among others.




At Virginia, Ted played hard, too. Once, he and Tunney were tossing the football around. “Now, you try to run by me, then I’ll try to run by you,” Ted said. Tunney, who thought they were playing touch, grabbed the ball and started running. “Teddy just tackled me and I went head over heels,” he recalls. “I said, ‘What the hell are you doing?’ He said, ‘We’re playing tackle, didn’t you realize it?’” No, Tunney replied indignantly, he did not.




“Are you afraid?” Teddy asked, half in jest. “You can throw it at me.” The men spent the next half hour roughly tackling each other. Tunney, who was quite competitive himself, called it “a ritual by fire toward friendship.” The two became roommates, renting a house a few miles from campus.




In the summer of 1958, after their second year in law school, the men attended the Hague Academy of International Law in the Netherlands, where they received academic credit for classes they took. Before classes started, they traveled in the south of France, Italy, and Spain, running with the bulls in Pamplona and attending bullfights. It was the perfect summer for two adventurous and privileged young men. “We were trying to live out our Ernest Hemingway fantasies,” says Tunney. “We’d take a brandy now and then and talk about the great thoughts of western civilization.”




The next summer, they decided to climb the Matterhorn. As a member of the Yale Mountaineering Club, Tunney had experience with ropes and belaying but Ted did not. They hired two guides and roped up with them, climbing out over a sheer rock face some 3,000 feet up. At one point, the guide in the lead climbed over an outcropping of rock; Teddy was to go next, followed by Tunney. Tunney was sitting on a narrow ledge, waiting his turn. “He called for Teddy to climb and I could tell very quickly he was in trouble because he was using too much physical strength and not enough in the way of skillful deployment of his body weight,” says Tunney.




Tunney moved into a crevice and braced himself, while the guide pulled the rope tight in case Teddy were to fall. “Teddy falls and he swings out maybe three or four feet from the side of the mountain,” says Tunney. “He was hanging there two or three minutes and he was obviously shaken up, but he gave no indication of panic at all, none.” Pulled to safety, he perched next to Tunney on the ledge, withdrew some cheese and an orange from his pack, and talked about the tale he would tell when he got home. Tunney was impressed. “You learn a lot about a friend…when you see them in those kinds of conditions. He was a person of confident courage and he handled his situation just brilliantly and with aplomb. He could have been killed easily if he had panicked.”




In Charlottesville, the two had their schedule down to a science: study, class, lunch, nap, study, walk, dinner, study. During dinner, they’d frequently have major disagreements on political issues. Tunney was then a Republican, much more conservative than the liberal Teddy. (Later, he would serve as a Democratic senator from California.) “We’d cover the entire waterfront with our discussions,” says Tunney, who had no doubt that Teddy was bound for a political career. “It was just a question of when. I don’t think either one of us thought it would be so early, but then his brother became president.”




At the beginning of their second year in law school, Teddy asked Tunney if he wanted to enter the moot court competition with him. There would be five elimination rounds over a period of a year and a half. Sure, said Tunney, who “didn’t think there was a chance we’d ever win the damn thing.” But with his Milton Academy debate team skills and the few political speeches he’d made, Teddy turned out to be a skilled public speaker. After their first round, one of the judges told Tunney: “You know, you won this case because of Teddy Kennedy’s speaking skills. You’ve got to improve your skills if you’re going to move along in this competition.” The men kept advancing through four rounds until the final arguments on Law Day of their third year.




The arguments took place in front of 400 graduates of the law school. The case raised the question of whether a corporate CEO was denied his freedom of speech rights by the Taft-Hartley Act that forbade him to make a political contribution. The three judges were the Lord Chancellor of England, Supreme Court Justice Stanley Reed, and federal appeals judge Clement F. Haynsworth (whose nomination to the Supreme Court both Ted and Tunney would later oppose). In the audience were Bobby and their sister Pat, who had come to cheer on their brother. When the winning team was announced, Teddy pounded his fist on the table in vindication. He and Tunney had beat fifty other teams, and it would remain the high point of his academic career.




“And of course, Teddy just loved the fact that he had won and Bobby had not,” says Tunney. Just as important was a note Teddy got from Joe, who couldn’t resist a family comparison: “You did a great job winning that event. Scholastically, it certainly fits with anything anybody has ever done before—including your father!” For once in Ted’s life, he had done it all on his own, without his father’s help. He had always understood the importance of winning, but he was only beginning to develop the famous work ethic that would later distinguish his career.




At Virginia, Ted and Tunney didn’t just study. They had parties “that went down in the annals,” as Tunney puts it. The two men lived on Barracks Road in Charlottesville, “just made for two young men who loved to speed because it had turns,” says Tunney. “You could really pretend you were [race-car driver] Juan Fangio. We both got speeding tickets. But we never drank and got into a car.”




Teddy’s fast driving had long been noted by his friends: Ted Sorensen, JFK’s speech writer, remembers riding back from Cape Cod to Boston with Teddy, then a Harvard student. “It was the first time in my young life that I realized when cars coming from the other direction blink their lights at you, it means there’s a trooper up ahead and you ought to slow down,” says Sorensen.




After one police chase while in law school, with speeds up to 90 mph, Teddy was charged with reckless driving and driving without a license, which he had left at home. The arrest seemed to revive Joe’s doubts about his youngest son, erasing some of the good will generated by his moot court victory.




“If you’re going to make the political columns,” wrote his father, “let’s stay out of the gossip columns.” Joe, once again using his connections, managed to keep the arrest out of the news for several weeks. Then he released it just after he gave the wire services the news that Teddy was going to head Jack’s 1958 Senate campaign. As so often happened with the Kennedys, the positive story had the effect of blunting the negative one.




















CHAPTER 5










JOE AND ROSE soon decided that it was time to rein in their free spirit; he should have a wife. Jack had frustrated his parents by waiting well into his thirties and his Senate career before finally marrying the beautiful and elusive Jacqueline Bouvier. Bobby had married young, and his wife—the athletic, competitive Ethel—was already producing a large family. In this respect, at least, Joe and Rose wanted Ted to follow Bobby’s example, not Jack’s.




At the start of Ted’s second year in law school, the family went to Manhattanville College in Purchase, New York, to dedicate a sports complex they had built in memory of Kathleen. There, Ted’s sister Jean, a Manhattanville alumna, introduced him to Joan Bennett, a senior at the Catholic women’s school. “I was not intimidated because I had never heard of the Kennedys before,” recalls Joan, a sheltered young woman who had grown up in a comfortable Republican home. “No one had ever heard of the Kennedys outside Massachusetts. Jack was just a lowly junior senator.”




Still, the big, handsome Ted made quite an impression on his own. “He was tall and he was gorgeous,” Joan remembers. She was quiet, blond and blue-eyed; a self-described innocent. Ted was evidently impressed, too, asking her and her roommate to drive him to the airport so he could fly back to UVa. He called the next day, and every night after that.




Joan had almost missed that fateful meeting. She had skipped the gym dedication, where Ted delivered the keynote address, and was in her room studying. Her roommate returned and warned her that if she missed the reception for seniors that followed the ceremony, she’d get in trouble with the nuns. So she got up and went over—mostly, she says, to meet Cardinal Spellman, the head of the Catholic archdiocese of New York. Many of the Kennedy women, including Rose and Ethel, had attended Manhattanville. The school was run by nuns from the Order of the Sacred Heart, and the girls had to abide by strict curfews and other rules. Eunice, who was on the tennis team, was once sent back to her room to change clothes when she appeared on the court in shorts: she had to put on a skirt.




Joan and Ted’s first real date was on the weekend after Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving in Hyannis Port was sacrosanct in the Kennedy family: you didn’t dare make other plans. “It was a command performance for his father,” says Joan. “Everyone had to be there.” That Saturday after the celebration, Teddy and Pat left Hyannis Port for New York. He picked Joan up at her Bronxville home, and they met Pat for lunch at the St. Regis Hotel. Ted and Joan found they had some things in common: Teddy had spent his first several years in Bronxville, while his father worked on Wall Street. And Joan’s grandfather had owned a house in Hyannis Port. Two of her grandfather’s brothers had houses there, too. “So there was a Bennett compound before there was a Kennedy compound,” Joan says. In 1930, her grandfather sold his house and bought property in New Hampshire.
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