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  PREFACE


  IN FEBRUARY 1941, MONTHS BEFORE BEGINNING A TORRID ROMANCE with John F. Kennedy that would draw the attention of the FBI, Inga Arvad was the subject of a fulsome profile by the New York World-Telegram. The cause of this media attention was an adventure fit for a Saturday matinee serial; Inga’s current (and second) husband, the brilliant Hungarian filmmaker-turned-anthropologist Paul Fejos (fay-hoash), had just announced his discovery of two lost Incan cities in the jungles of Peru. To anyone else, the World-Telegram observed, such an achievement by a spouse would be the “climax to a lifetime.” But it was routine to Inga; “she took it as something to be expected.”


  Inga, who was twenty-seven but told the newspaper she was twenty-three, was considered newsworthy not only because of her husband but also because she had had her own “incredible career,” the newspaper noted, as a film actress in her native Denmark and as a foreign correspondent in Nazi Germany. She had won exclusive interviews and been honored by a private luncheon with Adolf Hitler, who notoriously proclaimed her the “perfect Nordic beauty.” Inga did not confide to the World-Telegram that the Nazis had also asked her to be a spy.


  To avoid a confrontation with the Gestapo, she had fled Germany and joined Fejos in the Far East, where they lived with a tribe of head-hunters and allegedly saved the life of the world’s richest man, Swedish industrialist Axel Wenner-Gren (venner-gren), who had become fabulously wealthy by popularizing the home vacuum cleaner before becoming an international arms dealer. Inga told the newspaper Fejos had first killed a poisonous snake that landed on Wenner-Gren’s neck, then shot a panther as it lunged in attack. “Stories flow from Mrs. Fejos as from a book of adventures,” the World-Telegram writer sighed in admiration. “Some people live those lives.”


  Inga’s life was so extraordinary, a friend of Kennedy’s once said, that she seemed “a fictional character almost,” except most novelists would not have the audacity to make up such a character. “Inga Arvad’s life . . . was the sort of true-life tale that Hemingway and his ilk could never get away with putting in their made-up stories,” author Dan Simmons said. Simmons, therefore, simply made the real Inga a character (as he did the real Hemingway) in his 1999 thriller The Crook Factory, a tale of espionage in the Caribbean that also featured Wenner-Gren, whom the U.S. government had, in fact, put on a blacklist as a suspected Nazi agent. The narrator in Simmons’s novel surveys Inga’s voluminous FBI file and muses, “It bordered on the unbelievable . . . [she] didn’t seem old enough to have done all that was attributed to her here.” And yet it was all true—most of it, anyway.


  Near the end of her life, which came too young from cancer at the age of sixty, Inga acknowledged that friends and family had been begging her for twenty years to write her life’s story. But she never did. “I have always had the capacity that when I’m finished with something, I’m finished,” she said. “I sort of close the door behind me.”


  But that wasn’t entirely true. She had never completely closed the door on her relationship with Kennedy, and that was the real reason she never wrote an autobiography. She could not write about her life without writing about him, and their relationship had meant too much and its end had hurt too deeply for her to share the details with the world, even years after Kennedy’s assassination.


  Their romance had also meant a great deal to Kennedy. Perhaps because Jack gave her the playful nickname “Inga Binga,” many Kennedy biographies treat Inga as just another of his innumerable sexual conquests, a casual fling. She was anything but. Those who knew Kennedy well have said that Inga was “the love of John F. Kennedy’s life.” Pulitzer Prize– winning New York Times columnist Arthur Krock, a Kennedy family consigliere, sent Inga a letter of condolence after Kennedy’s 1963 assassination to assure her that Kennedy had never forgotten her. “I think I told you before that every time I saw President Kennedy he would say to me with a twinkle in his eye, ‘How’s Inger?’ ” Krock wrote, mimicking Kennedy’s famous Boston accent.


  Kennedy should have often thought of Inga while he was in the White House since she had helped put him there. Their romance came at a pivotal time in young Kennedy’s life. It began in the weeks before the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, when Jack was still finding himself in the world and feeling overshadowed by his older brother. Joseph P. Kennedy Jr., not Jack, was the son the Kennedy family had already declared would become president one day.


  As we picture the handsome and urbane President Kennedy, it is difficult to imagine this time in his life, not quite twenty years before he took office, when he appeared disheveled, uncertain, and insecure. It was to Inga that Jack first confided his desire to go into politics and seek the presidency; his family had no clue—they didn’t believe Jack had any political ambitions or skills.


  But Inga looked upon the vital, appealing man four years her junior and saw that he had the kind of charm “that makes birds come out of their trees.” She had no doubt that he had all the tools necessary, far more than his older brother, to achieve the goal of the presidency. “Put a match to the smoldering ambition, and you will go like wild fire,” she said, telling Jack with absolute conviction that he was destined to travel “the unequalled highway to the White House.”


  Inga longed to accompany Jack on that journey, but it was not to be. Talented and accomplished in her own right, Inga’s lifelong quest was nevertheless to find a man with whom she could be a full and equal partner. Taught to be self-sufficient since childhood, her longing was to be part of a team of two. “Love?” Inga once said. “Oh, it’s wonderful. I’m a firm believer in the power of the woman behind the man.”


  Inga was a woman in love with love, which she told Jack was “the freest most exhilarating of all feelings.” Yet she was constantly confounded by her desire to meld love and career in a single relationship. The men she loved kept leaving her behind while they pursued the adventures she yearned to join. “It’s been the bane of my existence,” she once told her eldest son, “ALWAYS [her emphasis] to be attached to some male.”


  Jack might have been different. Those who knew them as a couple noted how remarkably well matched Inga and Jack were. Jack cared deeply about appearance and the ability to charm. He called it “the BP—Big Personality,” and was exhilarated that Inga was his equal in charisma. With most women, Jack was a chauvinist, but he admired Inga’s intelligence as much as he thrilled to her beauty and treated her as his intellectual equal. She had seen even more of the world than he had, had met more statesmen, and spoke four languages fluently. Under different circumstances, Inga, “laughing, blonde, vivacious,” would have made a remarkable first lady, but . . .


  In October 1941, when Inga met Jack and they began their romance, not only was she divorced from one man, an Egyptian aristocrat and diplomat, she was still married to another—Fejos—although she planned to divorce him, too. For Jack, a member of America’s most prominent Catholic family, marriage to a twice-divorced Protestant would have meant an irrevocable break with his family and no political career.


  Jack consulted the Catholic Church about having Inga’s marriages annulled so that she could convert to Catholicism. If that failed, he and Inga fantasized about a different kind of life together, perhaps on a ranch out West with Jack teaching history at a small nearby college. But ultimately, Jack could not defy his father or his own ambition. His inner fire for political glory overrode his feelings for Inga, which were greater than he felt for any other woman, including his future wife.


  It was a wrenching decision. Kennedy biographer Nigel Hamilton said Inga “tormented Jack with a depth of maternal, womanly affection he would never experience again in his starlet-studded life—an appreciative, forgiving, understanding, tantalizing, humorous, intuitive, feminine love that made every other relationship seem small and artificial.” Yet with great difficulty, he cast that aside and said twenty years later, “No man would ever love love more than he loves politics.” The loss of Inga changed him, as did the war that made him a hero. And Inga had a hand in the latter, too.


  If being divorced, still married, and a Protestant weren’t enough obstacles to Inga and Jack’s love, there was also the matter of Inga being a suspected Nazi spy. Under the personal direction and orders of President Franklin Roosevelt and FBI director J. Edgar Hoover, while she dated Jack and for months afterward, Inga was placed under twenty-four-hour surveillance, her phone tapped, and her apartment bugged, so that every conversation and sexual liaison was recorded and put away in Hoover’s secret file on Inga, which eventually overflowed to more than 1,200 pages.


  When gossip columnist Walter Winchell revealed that Jack was having an affair with a suspected Nazi spy while he was an officer in, of all things, the Office of Naval Intelligence, Jack was nearly court-martialed. Instead, to keep him away from Inga, he was transferred out of Washington, which began a sequence of events that would take him to combat in the South Pacific.


  There, the boat under his command, the PT-109, was sunk. Though Kennedy managed to save most of his crew, he considered the incident a disaster that had damaged his career prospects. When he returned to the United States, however, Inga was the first reporter to interview him, and her account of how he saved nearly all his men lauded him as a war hero and appeared on the front pages of newspapers across the country.


  This tale of heroism and grace under pressure became the basis of Kennedy’s campaign biography for the rest of his life. The disaster had become a triumph. Reflecting on the odd set of circumstances that made him a hero, which were triggered by his affair with Inga, Kennedy said, “It was such an accident that it rather makes me wonder if most success is merely a great deal of fortuitous accidents.”


  Hoover kept his file on Jack and Inga close at hand, particularly as he watched Jack’s political career blossom. Aware of how badly Kennedy wanted his affair with Inga kept private, Hoover took steps to ensure that the newly elected president would reappoint him director of the FBI. He quietly reminded Jack that the file on his affair with the suspected Nazi spy was still being “safeguarded” by the FBI.


  Jack never forgot Inga, and Inga could not forget Jack, even after she married a third time to movie cowboy Tim McCoy. She ultimately got what she wanted most in life, which was a home and children, just not with the man she loved the most. Her past had collided with Jack’s future. Inga had to come to terms with the truth that a life is the sum of the choices a person makes, with some choices precluding others. “At last I realize it is true,” Inga ruefully told Jack as they separated in early 1942. “We pay for everything in life.”


  PROLOGUE, SEPTEMBER 26, 1943


  ROBERT F. KENNEDY ONCE SAID OF HIS BROTHER, JACK, “AT LEAST ONE half of the days that he spent on this earth were days of intense physical pain.” But in September 1943, while a navy lieutenant assigned to combat duty in the South Pacific, stuck on the tiny, rain-soaked island of Tulagi ten thousand miles from home, Jack was suffering perhaps the greatest agony of his life—and that agony was more mental and spiritual than physical.


  Sickly since childhood, with a bad back and an as-yet-undiagnosed Addison’s disease that colored his skin yellow, Jack was now also malnourished and recuperating from “fatigue and many deep abrasions and lacerations of the entire body.” Always slender, the six-foot-tall Kennedy was now “really skinny,” weighing barely 145 pounds and walking with a pronounced limp.


  But the injuries to his flesh were nothing compared to the damage to his psyche as he replayed in his head the ordeal that had left him in such sorry shape. On the night of August 1, a Japanese destroyer had rammed and sunk the boat under his command, the PT-109, killing two of Jack’s crewmen and badly injuring two others.


  It was the only time during World War II when a normally quick and agile PT boat had been sunk because of a collision with an enemy vessel. Jack won praise for leading the ten other survivors to safety and eventual rescue a week later, but he was stung by criticism, including from his peers, his older brother, and his own conscience, that the tragedy may have been due to his faulty seamanship. “What I really want to know, is where the hell were you when the destroyer hove into sight, and exactly what were your moves, and where the hell was your radar?” scolded Joseph P. Kennedy Jr.


  Guilt-ridden, Jack would tear up when discussing the two dead men, one of whom left behind a wife and three children, while the other, as the twenty-six-year-old Kennedy described him, “was only a kid” of nineteen. He was also bitter, “very bitter,” according to his squadron commander, Al Cluster, because other PT boats on the mission had seen the fireball when the Japanese destroyer struck Kennedy’s boat but they had fled the area, convinced no one on the 109 could have survived such a blast. “I’ll never forget this picture,” Cluster said. “He and I were sitting on a cot outside and the tears were streaming down his face and he said, ‘If only they’d come over to help me, maybe I might have been able to save those other two.’ ”


  Profoundly changed by the experience, his emotions churning, Jack was having trouble finding someone to whom he could articulate his feelings. Writing his parents, he engaged primarily in chitchat, asking for updates on family and friends and reporting that he had been treated to his first fresh egg since his arrival in the South Pacific.


  Even in a letter to his best friend, Lem Billings, to whom he usually confided the most intimate details of his life, he summarized the PT-109 tragedy in a grand total of two sentences: “We have been having a difficult time for the last two months—lost our boat about a month ago when a Jap can cut us in two + lost some of our boys. We had a bad time for a week on a Jap island—but finally got picked up—and have got another boat.”


  That was it. The rest of Jack’s letter to Billings was devoted to gossip and his lack of romantic prospects back in the States now that many of the girls he had known from his school days had married. He acknowledged to Billings that he occasionally corresponded with some showgirls and cocktail waitresses he knew, but they “merely filled the gap” since his relationship with Inga Arvad had ended—or as Jack oddly phrased it to Billings, “when Inga walked out of my life.”


  Inga, as Billings knew, had not walked out of Jack’s life. It was Jack, under heavy pressure from his father and wary of the FBI’s near-constant surveillance, who had broken off their romance in March 1942. Even so, their mutual affection was such that they continued to write to each other for several months until Jack heard rumors that Inga had married an old friend from Denmark named Nils Blok. Inga and Jack still spoke occasionally by telephone, but she had passed on word through Jack’s sister, Kathleen, with whom she had developed a close friendship, that letters from Jack made life with the jealous Blok difficult.


  Jack had obliged Inga’s request for several months, but when he reported for duty in the Solomon Islands two thousand miles northeast of Australia in April 1943 he was feeling very lonely and seeking a confidante. So he reached out to Inga, writing her a lengthy letter full of complaints, about the war, about the world, about where he was.


  While he had known the Solomons would be no tropical paradise, they were worse than he had imagined. Tulagi received four or five hours of “solid rain” every day, Jack told Inga, which left the air so thick that it was a struggle to catch a breath. There were few diversions beyond drinking homemade hooch distilled by sailors in torpedo tubes, which meant little to Jack, as he wasn’t much of a drinker. He could not even enjoy a swim because the local waters contained “a fungus that grows in your ears.”


  But what particularly irked Jack was the disconnect between what he read in the American newspapers (when back issues finally arrived at the front) and what he was seeing on the ground. Jack did not believe the American people understood how badly the war was going, and how much of that was due to bungling by the American military. “I understand we are winning [the war],” Jack told Inga, “which is cheering, albeit hard to see, but I guess the view improves with distance. I know mine would.”


  His wartime experience had already badly damaged Jack’s faith in America’s political and military leadership. Unsurprisingly, he began to focus on those personal relationships that genuinely meant something to him. “A number of my illusions have been shattered,” Jack wrote Inga, “but you’re one I still have.”


  This acknowledgment of lingering feelings for Inga brought Jack to the real point of his letter. “What exactly is your situation? Are you settling down permanently to a life of domesticity?” Jack asked, concerned he had lost her forever to Blok. “Or do you remember,” he continued, “a certain remark about dinner and breakfast when I got back? Just give me the straight dope on that will you, so I’ll know if this whole thing is worth fighting for. You don’t need to get too nervous. . . . It will be a few months but I’ll be there with blood in my eye.”


  Despite what was, for the usually reserved Jack, a lavish compliment and a candid expression of affection, months passed and Jack received no reply. What he did not know was that Inga would not receive his letter for four months.


  Jack himself caused the delay. To ensure that only Inga and not Blok, her presumed husband, would see his letter, Jack gave it to a fellow officer and friend named Henry James. James was supposed to mail the letter immediately upon returning to the States on leave so that it would arrive in an envelope that did not arouse Blok’s suspicion. But Jack had made Inga sound so intriguing that James was determined to deliver the letter in person so that he could see this wonder woman for himself. He did not get around to doing that until August.


  Of Inga, James said Jack told him, “I’m afraid she’s dangerous. She certainly has connections with the Fascists in Europe, Germany especially. But as to being a spy, it’s hard to believe she’s doing that, because she’s not only beautiful, but she’s warm, she’s affectionate, she’s wonderful in bed. But you know, godammit, Henry, I found out that son-of-a-bitch [FBI director J. Edgar] Hoover had put a microphone under the mattress!”


  By September, unaware James had delayed delivering his letter, Jack swallowed his pride and wrote Inga once more. He needed her. As he said many times, there was no one who understood him so well.


  Feigning anger, or genuinely hurt at the thought that Inga was ignoring him, Jack demanded to know why he had received no response to his April letter: “What the hell is the story? . . . What’s the idea—Has your ‘husband’ come between us?” To show all could be easily forgiven, Jack begged Inga for a new photograph as the one he had of her, “which was really good,” had met a “watery grave” in the sinking of the PT-109. He again made no secret of his intentions, telling Inga that when he came home, they could discuss things “over the break-fast table.”


  But just days after Jack mailed this admonition to Inga, he finally received a letter from her. James, who admitted that meeting Inga had left him completely smitten, had finally delivered Jack’s letter from April, and Inga had replied as soon as she had received it in late August.


  Whatever irritation Jack felt melted away as he read the momentous news: Inga had never married Blok. In fact, they had broken up entirely and she was leaving New York for Los Angeles where she would take over Sheilah Graham’s syndicated Hollywood gossip column. Inga was about to become one of the most powerful people in Hollywood, and be conveniently located on the West Coast when Jack returned from the South Pacific.


  Inga expressed amazement at the story of Jack’s ordeal aboard the PT-109, short summaries of which had made the American newspapers. Jack’s spirits rose when he learned from Inga that the sinking of the PT-109 was not a publicly ridiculed fiasco but was being portrayed as an example of individual heroism. Perhaps the incident had not ruined his future public career after all. War heroes are always welcome in politics.


  When Billings later teased Jack about his good fortune in becoming a hero by losing his boat, Kennedy replied, “I imagine I would agree with you that it was lucky the whole thing happened—if the two fellows had not been killed which rather spoils the whole thing for me.”


  But the beginning of a political career was down the road. Jack first had to recover from his injuries and survive the rest of the war. And in the short term, he was exultant to hear that Inga might once again be available. He wrote her back immediately, asking her to disregard the peckish tone of the note he had mailed just a few days before.


  “Dearest Inga Binga,” Jack wrote, “You still have the knack of making me feel one hundred per cent better after talking with you or hearing from you.” What followed was, as Jack himself acknowledged, “a hell of a letter,” a lengthy exposition of Jack’s feelings about the war, the fragility of life, and coming to terms with his own mortality. “If anything happens to me I have this knowledge that if I had lived to be a hundred, I could only have improved on the quantity of my life, not the quality,” Jack told Inga. “This sounds gloomy as hell . . . I’ll cut it. . . . You are the only person I’d say it to anyway. As a matter of fact knowing you has been the brightest point in an extremely bright twenty-six years.”


  And so Jack returned to the war in command of a new boat, but wreaking revenge upon the Japanese for the fate of PT-109 was not the only thing he had on his mind. Now he wanted to finish his tour, get back to the States, and back to Inga. Despite all that had happened between them, perhaps he and Inga could start anew from where they had left off more than a year before.


  CHAPTER 11


  “Totally woman”


  EXACTLY HOW QUICKLY INGA AND JACK BECAME LOVERS IS UNKNOWN, though it appears it was within a day or two of them meeting—perhaps the very day. Jack “was infatuated quite quickly,” according to Kick’s boyfriend, John White, who understood exactly what enchanted Jack. “Oh, sex,” White said. “[Inga] looked adorable and was. She was totally woman.”


  White had a rare front-row seat to the whole affair. To avoid scandal, as Inga was a married woman, White and Kick routinely acted as a cover for Jack and Inga’s illicit activities. The two couples would pretend to double date, beginning an evening together. Then White and Kick would leave Jack and Inga alone for a period of time before rejoining them at the end of the evening.


  White outlined the routine in his diary, such as this notation for November 24, 1941: “Supper at Inga’s. K and J Kennedy, Inga and I . . . leave them together. Join at end.” To any casual observer, it appeared the four had been together the whole time with nothing amiss. Soon, there would be more interested observers who kept close tabs on the comings and goings of Inga and her young navy companion.


  White said they engaged in this ruse because Jack particularly wanted to avoid his father’s many informants, but initially Joseph Kennedy, assuming the possibility of Jack wanting to marry Inga was nil, had no objection to what he supposed would be a short-lived dalliance. “He thought it was fine,” said White, “because she [Inga] could properly initiate him into the mysterious ways of sex, in the fashion of some older, marvelous practitioner.”


  Jack hardly needed initiation into the “mysterious ways of sex.” Already by age twenty-four he had had innumerable sexual encounters, but all that practice apparently did not equate to a great deal of skill. Inga, who was seldom shy about discussing such matters, confided to White that Jack had a rather single-minded view of sex, focusing on his own quick climax with little regard to whether the woman was receiving any pleasure or not. “So, he’s got a lot to learn and I’ll be happy to teach him,” she said.


  White had no doubt that Jack had found the right instructor. “She was an enthusiastic teacher and practitioner of the art of love,” White said of Inga. “She liked to play about, and she played extremely well. It’s like the old European tradition of the old mistress for the young boy.”


  White’s emphasis on the sexual aspect of Jack and Inga’s relationship, with Inga playing the role of courtesan or something even coarser, skews the nature of the relationship and unfairly places Inga in an unflattering light.


  While Inga had a very healthy view of sex as something completely natural between a man and a woman in love, she was not, in fact (unlike Kennedy), terribly promiscuous. Late in life, as she always spoke freely about such things, she made the offhand comment to one of her sons that you could count all the men she had been with on two hands, with fingers left over.


  As already noted, rumors that she had had affairs with Arthur Krock, Bernard Baruch, and Axel Wenner-Gren were almost certainly untrue. It is possible that Inga may have had more lovers than she acknowledged, but there is no evidence she did. It is clear that while Inga had a very healthy and uninhibited attitude toward sex, she generally engaged in intimate relations within the context of a long-term romantic relationship. Inga enjoyed sex, but she wanted (and needed) love.


  While White was unsurprised about Joseph Kennedy’s reaction, he was taken aback by Kick’s enthusiasm for the romance, given her own strict views on sex outside marriage—views that kept White a frustrated suitor. But Kick, much like her mother, believed there were different rules for men and women. Once, at a party in England, when guests began criticizing a man who was having an extramarital affair, Kick cut them off. Perhaps thinking about both her father and her brother, Kick said, “That’s what all men do. You know that women can never trust them.”


  For now, Kick was supportive of the match between Jack and Inga. It involved two of her favorite people, and they were well matched. Until Inga, Kick had never known a woman she thought could match her brother in personality, intellect, and looks. It also speaks to Kick’s admiration for Inga that she granted her the same uncritical moral latitude she gave her brother, for she did not criticize Inga for being unfaithful to her husband.


  Tempering any qualms she may have had was the belief Kick shared with her father that Jack had no notion of marrying Inga. How could he? The Kennedys were America’s most famous Roman Catholic family. The idea that her brother would risk scandal and break with the church to marry a once divorced and still-married non-Catholic seemed unfathomable. Kick, after all, had given up her relationship with Billy Cavendish because she was not yet strong enough to go against her family or her faith. When push came to shove, she expected Jack would have to make the same painful decision.


  The idea that this was to be a short-term fling was initially fine with Inga as well. She did, after all, still have a husband whom she as yet had no intention of divorcing. There was also Nils Blok, still back in New York, anxious to fill any romantic void in Inga’s life. It was her current complicated situation that made Jack so attractive. She told White, “Jack’s an interesting man because he’s so single-minded and simple to deal with. He knows what he wants. He’s not confused about motives and those things. I find that refreshing. I like it—and furthermore I like him. But I wouldn’t trust him as a long-term companion, obviously.”


  But that was her initial judgment. Against the backdrop of looming war, timeframes accelerated and senses were heightened. Inga had previously preferred older, more sophisticated men. Jack was “a wild new experience for her,” White said. “She had never dealt with a naïve, spirited person like this.” Inga recognized Jack as a man of limitless potential, but one who might need a helper to realize that potential.


  So when Cissy Patterson, who had been charmed by Jack when he attended one of her dinner parties, told Inga, “Get an interview for your column with young Kennedy,” Inga enthusiastically followed orders. Her profile of Jack ran in the Times-Herald on November 27, 1941:


  An old Scandinavian proverb says the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. No better American proof can be found than John F. Kennedy.

  If former Ambassador Joe Kennedy has a brilliant mind (not even his political enemies will deny the fact), charm galore, and a certain way of walking into the hearts of people with wooden shoes on,* then son No. 2 has inherited more than his due. The 24 years of Jack’s existence on our planet have proved that here is really a boy with a future.

  Young Kennedy—don’t call him that, he will resent it greatly—did more than boot the football about at Harvard. He was extremely popular. Graduated cum laude, was a class officer, sailed on the intercollegiate sailing team during his sophomore year, and most important, wrote a thesis.

  Arthur Krock from the New York Times read it and suggested it be put in a book. Henry Luce of Time, Fortune and Life, must have thought the same because he wrote the foreword, and by putting in 12 hours a day, cooled off with as many showers, Jack polished it off during the summer and the much praised book Why England Slept was the result. It sold like wildfire.

  “Yes, I certainly still have the same opinions as in the summer of 1940,” says Jack Kennedy.

  “You must understand that the reason I did not editorialize was because nobody is going to listen to a boy of 23. Besides it was not the idea to say I, I, I. The book is based on facts, and I did a lot of studying in order to be able to write it. I couldn’t say if I am going to write another book. Right now, I am in the Navy, that is the most important, but I have many plans for the future. Some day, when I have time, I am going to study law.”

  Jack hates only one subject—himself. He is the best listener I have come across between Haparanda and Yokohama. Elder men like to hear his views, which are sound and astonishingly objective for so young a man.


  It was part of her genius in understanding people that Inga grasped the essential elements of Jack’s character so quickly—his ambition, his identity being so entwined with his father’s, his desire (like Inga) to hear other’s views—even his fanaticism about cleanliness. Within just a few weeks, Inga understood Jack, as Jack himself would later note, better than most of his family members and long-time friends—perhaps even better than he knew himself.


  She had learned a great deal about him, but Jack still knew little about Inga. Beyond knowing that she was married—a fact that did not diminish his ardor in the least—he was caught up in the moment. But soon, Inga’s past would catch up with them both.


  


  Footnote


  *In saying that Joseph Kennedy wears wooden shoes, when clogs were the cheap footware of farmers and the working class, Inga means he has the common touch.


  CHAPTER 18


  “Almost a fiasco”


  FEJOS, THE DIRECTOR WHO BELIEVED FILM WAS ALL ABOUT IMAGE, NOT words, authored the screenplay for his first Nordisk film, titled Flugten Fra Millionerne (“Millions in Flight”). It was a screwball comedy in which two young socialites must pretend to be in love and marry in order to secure a large inheritance.* But on the day filming was scheduled to begin, Danish newspapers reported that Fejos was still without an actress to play the leading role of Lillian. Fejos told the press he had even taken to walking the streets of Copenhagen in hopes he might stumble across the perfect candidate for the role.


  Inga read of Fejos’s dilemma and realized this was her chance to break into film. When it came to pursuing happiness, “I had always acted quickly,” Inga said. “Just a few minutes later I had put myself in touch with Dr. Fejos [sic], who auditioned me that same day.”


  Fejos was overwhelmed by Inga’s beauty, but he was even more excited to learn that she spoke English, French, and German, for Fejos planned to dub the film for foreign markets and having the same actress involved in all the versions would simplify the process. After a short screen test, he hired Inga on the spot. Cast as the male lead was the handsome Danish actor Erling Schroeder, but the sparks on the set were not between Inga and Schroeder but between Inga and Fejos.


  In the early days of film, with the star system in full force, actors and directors seemed to believe their own lives needed to be as large as those they projected on thirty-foot-high screens. As he had with Annabella, when he aerially dropped roses upon her departing train, Fejos sought to win over Inga with extravagant gestures.


  Fejos shot a good deal of the movie aboard the Danish ocean liner Stavangerfjord. One day, during a break between scenes, Inga casually expressed admiration for Fejos’s expensive watch, “a complicated mechanism with dates and stop-mechanism and phases of the moon as well as the time of day.” Fejos removed the watch from his wrist and insisted Inga take it as a gift. Inga said she couldn’t possibly accept such a lavish present. Saying that if she would not have it then no one would, Fejos threw the watch, which had cost hundreds of dollars (this in 1934), overboard into the Baltic Sea.


  Fejos later insisted that initially he had no romantic interest in Inga “inasmuch as she was very young, immature, and too frivolous.” This is malarkey, as we know Fejos preferred younger women, but the relationship ended up exhausting both Inga and Fejos. Inga recalled that she and Fejos “quarreled all the time and we tore out each other’s hair” during filming. Yet the production’s film editor, Lothar Wolff, claimed, “It was rather obvious that Inga had fallen in love with Paul,” while Fejos “spent a great deal of his time in the Arvad home.”


  It is remarkable that any romance blossomed on the set, for it was a very tense and troubled production. Inga was understandably nervous about her acting debut, confiding to a Danish newspaper, “The only comedy I’ve played is the one I’ve played in my private life.” She also recognized her responsibility as the film’s female lead. “If it goes well, then it is to Dr. Fejos’s credit,” Inga said. “If, on the other hand, it is a flop . . . then I have to take the responsibility for that. I don’t have any past experience, after all. [I] have never before stood before a camera. Everything in my acting is natural. But the artist does also come from nature.”


  Fejos was a temperamental director, and Inga’s lack of experience was evident to everyone on the set. Fejos demanded take after take, once requiring Inga to redo a scene fifty times. Feeling the pressure, Inga began lashing out herself, to the degree that Wolff considered Inga a “head-strong” prima donna.


  While Inga gamely took a great deal of the blame for the film’s failings, the truth is that Fejos’s script was flat. A key problem was that he did not speak Danish. He wrote the screenplay in English, and it lost something in translation. But the fact is he was simply a better silent than sound film director, and large portions of the film ultimately had little to no dialogue, which makes judging Inga’s capabilities as an actress difficult.


  After the film’s release, a Danish journalist described Inga as “fresh and sweet and not even a little affected,” but little of her natural charm came through in the film. As production continued, it was evident to all involved that the film was not working. The chemistry between Inga and Schroeder was so weak that Fejos reworked the film to instead focus on the slapstick antics of two minor (and not particularly amusing) characters. It was difficult to imagine that the same man responsible for the light and lyrical Lonesome directed such a leaden farce.


  Fejos knew it would be a flop. When Millions in Flight premiered at Copenhagen’s Palace Theater shortly before Christmas 1934, Fejos declined to attend. Inga was one of the courageous few among the cast and crew who did attend the premier and received a bouquet of flowers when she came onstage after the curtain came down. It was her only reward of the evening.


  Her reviews were not good. One critic panned her performance as “strained,” and said she seemed no more than a “debutante . . . under heavy coaching.” Another critic quipped that “Garbo won’t have her Christmas ruined” by Inga’s emergence as a rival. No one in the cast received positive reviews, and the entire film was “almost a fiasco,” according to one critic.


  Even though Fejos did not stand by her at the premier, and despite the difficulties during filming and the negative reviews, Inga seemed, as Wolff observed, to have developed a crush on Fejos. She favored older men of accomplishment and, in an interview during filming, gushed that Fejos “can do everything.” She and Fejos now regretted their behavior on the set. Without the daily conflict between director and star, they began to focus on each other’s attractive qualities.


  Fejos remained a regular visitor to Inga and Olga’s home for tea, but Fejos was now busy romancing the female lead of his next Danish film. This was another poorly received comedy, Prisoner Number One, a farce set in a world where there are no prisons or policemen. The lead actress was another beautiful young blonde, Tove Wallenstrøm, who had just turned twenty. Fejos sent her flowers every day of shooting, but Wallenstrøm was engaged to another man and, as she recalled seventy-five years later, she rebuffed his advances and declined his offer to travel to Paris to make films.


  If Fejos hoped to have Inga to fall back on, he was disappointed, for Inga had moved on. Inga did not let the negative reviews of her performance get her down, but tellingly, in a repeat of her approach to ballet, neither did she commit to the effort to become a better actress. Rather, she abandoned acting for the time being and decided to pursue yet another career, the one she had toyed with in Egypt: journalism. But being Inga, she did not set her sights low. Rather, she wanted to go where the biggest story in the world was, and in 1935 that story was in Nazi Germany.


  


  Footnote


  *The plot from Flugten Fra Millionerne was borrowed for the 2008 film What Happens in Vegas that starred Ashton Kutcher and Cameron Diaz. The remake was poorly received, too.


  CHAPTER 20


  “I’m not bright like my brother Joe”


  FOR ALL ITS PASSION, JACK AND INGA’S ROMANCE WAS NOT GLAMOROUS. When still a civilian, Jack loved to hobnob with his dates at New York’s hottest nightspots, such as the Stork Club or El Morocco. Now that he was in the navy and seeing a married woman, his routine with Inga was considerably more discreet and mundane.


  Most nights, whether they ate out or Inga made supper at home, the menu was the same: steak, peas, carrots, mashed potatoes, and ice cream. It was Jack’s favorite meal, and he never seemed to tire of it, though bland food was likely a concession to his delicate stomach. Jack could also not tolerate much alcohol and seldom drank; neither did Inga.


  When Inga and Jack were not “double dating” with Kick and John White, there were other Kennedy friends around. If Macdonald or Billings were present, there would be touch football, which Inga called “an incomprehensible game to a Dane.” If the weather outside was intemperate or the mood struck them, the game was played in either Inga’s or Kick’s living rooms with little thought to the danger of broken lamps or bones.


  But more than anything (except perhaps sex), Jack and Inga’s relationship was full of talk—about friends and the war, but mostly about Jack’s future. “He was all of 24 and torn between a life of service to his country and teaching at some college,” Inga later wrote. “We planned halfheartedly and in some fun that some day he should be President. He laughed and said, ‘If I ever decide to run for office, you can be my manager.’ ”


  But Jack’s jocular tone belied the seriousness with which he was contemplating a political career. And not just any career; Inga was the first person to whom Jack confided that he was intent on running for president some day. There was, however, one formidable obstacle in the way of his ambition: his older brother, Joseph P. Kennedy Jr.


  On the day Joe Junior was born, his proud grandfather, Boston mayor John “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald, proclaimed to reporters, “Of course he is going to be President of the United States, his mother and father have already decided that he is going to Harvard, where he will play on the football and baseball teams and incidentally take all the scholastic honors.” For the Kennedy clan, this was not blarney, but prophecy.


  Joe Junior was, in the words of biographer Doris Kearns Goodwin, “a child gifted by the gods . . . strong and glowingly handsome with his dark-blue eyes and his sturdy frame filled with vitality, health, and energy.” Joe Junior was so adored by his parents, said Goodwin, “At the sheer sound of his voice calling or talking, the faces of both Rose and Joe Senior would break into radiant smiles.”


  Jack, on the other hand, was sickly, disorganized, disheveled, and deceptively reserved. The idea that Jack might have political aspirations, let alone be presidential timber, was considered laughable within his family. The assumption within the Kennedy family was that Jack and his siblings would play a supporting role in Joe Junior’s quest to become America’s first Roman Catholic president.


  Kick, who was the only member of the family who thought Jack superior to Joe, said it visibly upset her father if she ever uttered the “heresy” that Jack was better than Joe at anything. When Jack confided to Inga that he hoped, even intended, to play the leading role instead, he was essentially planning a coup d’état within in his own family.


  Inga assured Jack that he possessed all the skills and tools necessary to become president, instilling in him the courage and confidence he was denied by his own parents.


  Years later, Joseph Kennedy admitted, “All my plans for my own future were all tied up with young Joe.” Of course, Joseph Kennedy wanted all his children to be successful, but it is clear that his and Rose’s expectations for Jack were lower and secondary to their hopes for Joe Junior. Joe Senior seemed irritated by Jack’s health problems, which he also seemed to see as a mark of effeminacy. Once, when Jack brought a date home to meet his parents, Joe sneered to the girlfriend, “Why don’t you get a live one?”


  Joe Senior’s belief that Jack was inferior was reinforced by observing Jack as a youth repeatedly failing to compete with his older brother, who took advantage of his age and size to torment his little brother, sometimes to the point of deliberately inflicting pain. “He had a pugnacious personality,” Jack said of Joe Junior. “Later it smoothed out, but it was a problem in my boyhood.” It remained a problem well into adulthood.


  A woman who dated Jack in college recalled that he spoke constantly and monotonously about how much better his brother was at virtually everything: Joe was a better athlete, a better dancer, and got better grades. When Jack was at Harvard, the first thing he told his dorm master his sophomore year was, “Dr. Wild, I want you to know I’m not bright like my brother Joe.”


  When Jack did find a few things that even he knew he was better at than his brother, he pursued them with gusto. One was talking women into bed, and another was writing. Because he spent so much time ill in bed, Jack was an avid reader, not only of histories and tales of great men but also of current events. He was the only boy at Choate who not only subscribed to the New York Times but actually read it.


  At fifteen, he entertained himself by reading all five volumes of Winston Churchill’s history of the Great War. This was the productive side of a rebellious streak that got Jack into trouble fairly regularly at Choate, and which led his mother to observe that Jack “did things his own way, and somehow just didn’t fit any pattern,” traits that might have been viewed as admirable, but which Rose Kennedy acknowledged “distressed me.”


  It was only in Jack’s junior year at Harvard, with Joe having graduated and moved on, that Jack began to emerge from his brother’s shadow. When his father was appointed ambassador to Great Britain, Jack took full advantage of the situation to travel all across Europe. Using author and journalist (and future Inga admirer) John Gunther’s Inside Europe as a guide, Jack toured France, Italy, and Germany, and sent his father detailed and insightful reports on his impressions of the political situation in all the countries he visited. In contrast, Joseph Kennedy sent Joe Junior to Spain for an assessment of the civil war there, but Joe Junior’s pedantic summary provided little that was useful or even very interesting.


  Aware that war was imminent and the opportunity for touring near an end, Jack took a second trip in 1939, returning to Nazi Germany, then going on to Poland, the Soviet Union (which he found “crude, backward”), and the Baltic republics, before heading south and traveling through Turkey, Palestine, and Egypt. He arrived back in London in late August—just days before Hitler invaded Poland to begin World War II.


  The most important result of all these travels is that it gave Jack the idea to base his senior thesis at Harvard on the question of why Great Britain had been so slow to rearm and prepare for war, even when German aggression seemed a foregone conclusion. Using his father’s connections (and a put-upon embassy staff ) for assistance, Jack articulated the theory that democracies are at a great disadvantage compared with dictatorships, as political leaders in a democracy must win public approval before pursuing any new course of action.


  Kennedy ended up defending Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain’s so-called policy of appeasement toward Hitler as the logical result when public opinion, still primarily focused on the Depression and with vivid memories of the horrors of the last war, resisted expenditures for rearmament. Chamberlain was forced to simply barter for time with Hitler until he could move public opinion to prepare for war.


  Noted economics professor Harold Laski, a Kennedy family friend, dismissed Jack’s thesis as “immature,” and added, “In a good university, half a hundred seniors do books like this as part of their normal work in their final year.” But those seniors did not have Joseph P. Kennedy as a father who could summon great resources for his children’s benefit.


  Kennedy called upon another family friend, New York Times columnist Arthur Krock (who did favors even if the recipient was not a beautiful young woman), to polish Jack’s manuscript and find a publisher for a book that was titled Why England Slept. The book was well reviewed and became a best seller, which, thanks in part to bulk purchases made by his father, netted Jack the large sum of $40,000 in royalties.


  While Joseph Kennedy was proud of Jack’s success, it is telling that he suggested that Jack’s next project should be to chronicle his father’s record as America’s ambassador to Great Britain. Joe Senior did not see Why England Slept as reason to reassess Jack’s place in the family pecking order, but instead as reaffirming that Jack would be primarily useful as a helpmate, a family scribe, in service to the broader household ambitions in which Jack would play a supporting role.


  Uninterested in the mundane assignment suggested by his father, in the months before he entered the navy, Jack instead joined his mother and sister on a tour of South America, where he had a two-week fling with an Argentine named Stella “Baby” Cárcano. Baby adored Jack, and would for the rest of her life, but Jack emphasized to Baby that there was no chance of a long-term relationship, for he did not believe in “fidelity.”


  But six months later, after a few weeks with Inga, Jack was reconsidering his views on monogamy. Many women, not just Baby Cárcano, thought Jack was terrific fun. But Jack needed no reassurance that he was amusing, witty, or dashing; he knew that. With her remarkable gift of perception, Inga understood that under a bon vivant exterior lay deep insecurities, and so she spent her time with Jack not just making love and laughing at his jokes, but listening to his ambitions in life and assuring him they were within his reach.


  “We all built him up,” Inga said. “He was devoid of conceit, but maybe a tiny hope was gleaming.” There were many who enjoyed the pleasure of Jack’s company, but Inga saw in Jack the potential to be the great man that he hoped to become. She measured Jack against the great men she already had known, and saw in Jack the potential that remained hidden from most of his own family. Inga did what few others had yet bothered to do; she took him seriously.


  Jack returned the favor. Two of Jack’s most overlooked qualities were his ability to listen and his genuine interest in other people’s opinions. In some ways, he was as empathetic as Inga, and he understood how hard won her wisdom was. She, too, had been pushed and prodded to be something special, only to be consistently underrated and judged by the superficial when she had great depth. And so he confided in Inga. He trusted her judgment. He saw she was, for him at least, a perfect match, perhaps a perfect mate, a woman worth the price of fidelity.


  Inga recalled this time of falling in love, writing about it several years later in the third person. She did that quite often, trying to make sense of events in her own life by writing about them as if they were a story in which she was the narrator, not the protagonist. “The atmosphere is one of understanding and great happiness,” Inga wrote of this time. “Their conversation is lively, sprinkled with good-natured gossip.”


  The happiness was so great that it began to make them giddy and to believe the impossible might be possible. Inga forgot that she had told John White she did not consider Jack a suitable long-term companion. As Jack spoke about a life in politics, Inga could imagine the role she had once envisioned with Nabi, hosting important dinners and charming important men who might help her husband—oblivious to how American public opinion might react to politician with a wife who was twice divorced and foreign born.


  The fantasy was too delicious to sour with a dash of reality. Perhaps she might have done so anyway—she later insisted she would have—but now Inga began anew to investigate how and when to divorce Fejos.


  Jack, meanwhile, contacted officials within the Catholic Church, asking for information on how Inga’s past and current marriages could be annulled. And as he realized how impossible a political career might be with Inga as his wife, he briefly indulged in another fantasy where he might forsake politics altogether so that he and Inga might run away and live together on a ranch in the West.


  Jack had spent the summer of 1936 working at the Jay Six Ranch near Benson, Arizona. He had gone there for his health and found it dull, populated mostly by visitors recuperating from tuberculosis in the hot and dry desert climate. To ward off boredom, he had crossed the border and availed himself of the services of a Mexican brothel, where he feared he had contracted a disease. But as he fantasized about a life with Inga, these unpleasant memories were forgotten. Inga and the West represented a new frontier, not the kind he talked about while president of public renewal, but a frontier of personal discovery.


  As he noted many times in jocular fashion, he had become tired of being known as Joseph Kennedy’s son or Joe Junior’s little brother or Kick’s big brother. It was time to find out who Jack Kennedy really was. Instilled with a desire for adventure since birth, Inga was exactly the right guide for such an expedition.


  John White had heard about Jack requesting paperwork on annulments and marriage from the Catholic Church, but he remained skeptical that marriage was in their future and believed that, for Jack, Inga was still a “flesh thing.” Jack was “a typical Don Juan,” White said. “You could almost imagine him checking off names in a book.”


  But others, including Joe Senior and Kick, were less certain. It began to dawn on them that Jack was more serious about Inga than any woman he had known, and that he was serious about marriage, complications be damned. Rumors of matrimony reached the FBI: “Ambassador Kennedy’s son . . . is reported to be going to marry a woman who will divorce her present husband.”


  But as with so many other couples in these days, Jack and Inga’s love was at the mercy of global events. America’s preparation for war had helped bring them together; now, the onset of war would begin to tear them apart.


  The Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on Sunday, December 7, 1941. Jack and Lem Billings had spent the afternoon on the Washington Mall, playing a game of touch football with other like-minded young men. As they were driving back to Jack’s apartment to prepare for dinner with Inga and Kick, they heard news of the attack on the car radio. Driving around Washington they saw thick, black smoke billow from the chimney of the Japanese embassy as diplomats hurriedly burned sensitive papers.


  There were no more leisurely workdays at the ONI. The agency had closed each day at 5 p.m. but now implemented a round-the-clock schedule. Jack began working seven days a week, with his shift running from 10 p.m. to 7 a.m. He confessed that he was soon exhausted from lack of sleep as he had trouble getting used to working nights. It also made it difficult to spend as much time with Inga as he would have liked. But bigger problems lay ahead.


  CHAPTER 22


  “All of the FBI trailing me”


  FRANK WALDROP’S UNUSUAL INTRODUCTION AND ABRUPT EXIT LEFT Inga and Huidekoper alone in the murky FBI office with Agent C. A. Hardison, whom Inga said looked more than startled by this unexpected interruption to his day. As he tried to absorb what he was being told, Inga said Hardison looked “frightened . . . [like] a little pink mouse caught in the act of stealing a Gorgonzola cheese.”


  Before rushing out the door, Waldrop had, despite his more colorful version of an immediate departure, outlined the basics of the situation, emphasizing that he and Patterson had “complete faith” that the FBI would discover the truth of the matter and that the truth was that Inga was innocent. Hardison invited Inga to take a seat while he interviewed Huidekoper in another room.


  Huidekoper recounted her trip down to the Times-Herald morgue and how a fellow employee had discovered a photograph of Inga and Hitler together in the Führer’s private box at the 1936 Olympics in Berlin with a caption that stated Inga had been “doing work for the German propaganda ministry.” Huidekoper, however, then admitted that she had never actually seen the photograph ! She promised to produce the photograph and turn it over to the FBI.


  Beyond the photograph she did not see, Huidekoper admitted that Inga had done nothing more suspicious than hold “strong isolationist” views, which also described a good portion of the Times-Herald news-room. The only other incriminating gossip was that Inga’s absent husband was on an archaeological expedition in Peru funded by Axel Wenner-Gren, whom Huidekoper had heard might be involved in “un-American activity.” The name did not ring a bell with Hardison, who wrote it in his report as “Wintergreen.”*


  When it was Inga’s turn to be interviewed, she freely acknowledged that her husband’s activities were being funded by Wenner-Gren. In fact, Inga’s strategy, such as she had one during the interview, was to ensure the FBI knew that she was close to many prominent people, and not only the richest man in the world.


  She told Hardison that Cissy Patterson was “one of her very close friends.” She then casually mentioned her friendship with Bernard Baruch by bringing up the May Ladenburg affair, stating that Baruch had “told her of an instance in the last World War in which some young newspaper woman [sic] had been falsely accused of being a spy and that the Federal Bureau of Investigation had harassed her until her career was ruined.”


  Inga may have overplayed her hand, for Hardison recorded that he found Inga to be “a rather haughty person [who] emphasized that she had considerable ‘pull’ with prominent persons in the United States.” Inga had perhaps not considered that her friendships with prominent people might cast further suspicion upon her. Of course, of even more interest to the FBI was her acquaintance with prominent people in Germany.


  Inga candidly admitted to Hardison that she had interviewed Hitler—and Göring and Goebbels, too—but that “her interviews with these individuals were not along political lines but were in the nature of human interest stories.” To the degree she was friendly to any leading Nazi, it was solely because of her work as a reporter, Inga said, and because it was necessary to be “agreeable” to land the interviews she desired. Inga then less than candidly insisted “she has no close friends in Germany” and “very heatedly stated that she had the utmost contempt for the German people, except that she must admit that they were cunning and clever in many respects.”


  Having answered what seemed “a million questions” from Hardison, Inga said, “In my innocent belief in justice I asked this man if I could have a certificate from the FBI saying that I was all right provided they found nothing against me, which of course I knew they couldn’t dig up even if they tried ever so hard, as there was nothing but silly rumor [her emphasis].” But Hardison shook his head and replied, “I’m terribly sorry, we couldn’t give you such a diploma because if we did, you might become a spy the next day even if you weren’t today. But if . . . you are not arrested that will prove that you are all right.”


  Inga wasn’t arrested, but that was not because the FBI thought she was all right. Inga left the FBI office aware that she had failed to convince Hardison of her innocence. If anything


  

  

  

  

  

  

  ABOUT THE AUTHOR


  Scott Farris is the New York Times best-selling author of Kennedy and Reagan: Why Their Legacies Endure and Almost President: The Men Who Lost the Race but Changed the Nation. A former bureau chief for United Press International and political columnist, he has also worked for the governors of Wyoming and California, a U.S. senator, and the mayor of Portland, Oregon. He appeared on the 2011 C-SPAN television series The Contenders, and has been a guest on, among other programs, MSNBC’s Morning Joe and Melissa Harris-Perry. His work has been published in the New York Times, Washington Post, and Wall Street Journal.

OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png
Y5





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
KENNEDY'S GREAT LOVE,
HITLER™S PERFECT BEAUTY, AND
J. EDGAR HOOVER'S PRIME SUSPECT

SCOTT FARRIS





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





