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			To Peter, Megan, Catherine, Andrew, Sarah, and Remick.

			I love you. And I’m proud of you.

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 312 DAYS

			January 2, 1960

			Washington, D.C.

			The moment arrived. U.S. senator John Fitzgerald Kennedy of Massachusetts entered the majestic Senate Caucus Room, looking more like a movie star than a politician. He calmed the applause, stepped up to a bank of microphones, and told the world he was running for president of the United States.

			After hinting for years, he made it official, surrounded by family members and friends.

			He was polished and articulate, a mature but still youthful forty-two. He stood tall and slender, tanned and well-rested after a nearly two-week family holiday in Jamaica. His blue eyes, toothy smile, and neatly tousled hair gave him a healthy, confident appeal.

			Jack Kennedy shone in the historic room, dressed in a perfectly tailored pin-striped suit, white button-down shirt, and blue necktie.

			He’d picked the perfect place and time to introduce himself to the electorate. The news conference was scheduled for 12:30 p.m. on the first Saturday after the New Year’s holiday. It would be a slow news day, so his announcement would get plenty of media attention in the heavily read Sunday newspapers.

			And it was no accident that JFK chose the Caucus Room—one of the most impressive places in the nation’s capital. Sunlight streamed through three grand windows and sparkled on crystal chandeliers. Corinthian columns and the marble floor gleamed. Kennedy might have appeared young, but the stunning backdrop would quietly convey to voters that he was serious.

			The Caucus Room had served as a stage for some of the Senate’s most dramatic public hearings: the sinking of the Titanic, the Japanese surprise attack on Pearl Harbor, Tennessee senator Estes Kefauver’s hearings into organized crime, and Wisconsin senator Joe McCarthy’s televised anti-communist crusades.

			Standing before the microphones, Kennedy glanced at the text he had prepared on notecards. He lifted his head, took a deep breath, and stared straight ahead.

			“I am today announcing my candidacy for the presidency of the United States,” he said, in his distinct Boston accent.

			Kennedy promised to take the nation into a new decade of global leadership. He laid out a list of challenges facing the United States, with America’s relationship with the Soviet Union and Communist China as his campaign’s top issue. He warned that the United States had to find a way to end the arms race, which threatened the very existence of civilization.

			But JFK didn’t stop there. He brought up issues that would become campaign staples. He vowed to reinvigorate American science and education, prevent the collapse of the farm economy, and stop urban decay.

			Without missing a beat, he said prosperity must be extended to all Americans, without increasing inflation or unemployment.

			If Jack Kennedy was nervous, he didn’t show it. The speech flowed. He was firm, direct, and polished from years of practice. He had been running unofficially for the Democratic Party’s nomination since 1957. He had traveled all over the United States to introduce himself to voters. He had made numerous speeches and campaign appearances on behalf of Democratic candidates, picking up IOUs along the way as he built his own formidable organization.

			But Kennedy knew that many Democratic leaders still thought he was too young, too inexperienced—and Roman Catholic, to boot—to lead the party into the November general election.

			That day in the Senate Caucus Room, Kennedy unveiled a new campaign strategy—one that could play to his strengths and cut out the old political bosses.

			Before 1960, presidential primaries were minor events. Party leaders settled on who would be the standard-bearer in the proverbial smoke-filled rooms at national conventions. The candidate with the best connections to state and regional political kingpins usually became the nominee.

			But Kennedy vowed to flip the script. Bucking tradition, JFK would campaign in primary elections and empower voters—not party bosses—to win him as many delegates as possible.

			Kennedy indicated the Democratic primaries were a true testing ground for candidates with presidential ambitions. If he could win over primary voters, they’d follow him in the general election.

			It was a gamble. So far, only Hubert H. Humphrey, the liberal Democratic senator from Minnesota, had announced that he was running for president. Senators Lyndon B. Johnson of Texas and Stuart Symington of Missouri were still deciding whether to seek the Democratic nomination.

			So, Kennedy challenged any rival to face him in the primaries. He asked, if they couldn’t beat him there, how could they defeat Vice President Richard Nixon, the presumptive Republican presidential candidate, in the fall?

			Kennedy was confident that his strategy would pay off.

			“In the past 40 months, I have toured every state in the Union, and I have talked to Democrats in all walks of life. My candidacy is therefore based on the conviction that I can win both the nomination and the election,” Kennedy said.

			“I believe that any Democratic aspirant to this important nomination should be willing to submit to the voters his views, record and competence in a series of primary contests,” Kennedy said, adding, “I am therefore now announcing my intention of filing in the New Hampshire primary, and I shall announce my plans with respect to the other primaries as their filing dates approach.”

			The audience cheered. Kennedy flashed his grin. And when the press asked, following his remarks, Kennedy made it clear that he was running for the presidential nomination of his party—and under no circumstances would he be a candidate for vice president.
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			Kennedy was hoping to become only the second Catholic to land the Democratic presidential nomination. The first, New York governor Al Smith, lost in a landslide to Republican Herbert Hoover in 1928.

			Anti-Catholic bigotry was still alive and strong in the United States. Some voters believed that a Catholic president would be under the control of the Vatican, that church doctrine would influence his decisions. Kennedy knew it would take longer than a single news conference to put that to rest. JFK said he believed the voters’ only question should be, “Does the candidate believe in the Constitution, does he believe in the First Amendment, does he believe in the separation of church and state?”

			When the news conference was over, Kennedy’s thirty-year-old wife, Jacqueline, smiled as she posed for pictures with her husband. For Kennedy, the day was a good start to what would certainly be a tough campaign. Yes, he was young, but he wasn’t lacking in experience. He had served as a U.S. Navy officer. He was a decorated World War II combat veteran, not to mention a member of Congress.

			But he had a long way to go to convince voters that he was more than just a handsome war hero with a picture-perfect, and affluent, family. Kennedy would have to show a skeptical nation he had character enough to tackle divisive issues at home, and the gravitas needed to stare down military threats that could destroy the world.

			And he had to keep some other things carefully concealed. His personal flaws could easily derail his campaign. So far, he had been successful at keeping his private life and serious health issues separate from his public persona. He had a rare but potentially fatal disorder of the adrenal glands that leaves the body’s immune system unable to fight off infection and disease. And he was a philanderer who’d had numerous affairs with staffers, actresses, and others. The question was, how long could he keep the lid on?

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 298 DAYS

			January 16, 1960

			Miami, Florida

			The big twin-engine Convair charter touched down in Miami just after midnight, and Vice President Richard Nixon dragged his weary body out of its folded-up position. His wife, Pat, his staffers, and a few Washington reporters gathered their things.

			The candidate yawned, stretched, and put on his game face.

			When the cabin door opened, Nixon bounded into the night air. He walked down the boarding stairs, measuring the boisterous crowd waiting for his arrival—at least a thousand of them. Suddenly, he felt a jolt of energy.

			“People stay up later here than they should…It’s almost one o’clock,” Nixon quipped to the well-wishers on the tarmac.

			Nixon waded into the crowd, shaking dozens of hands, soaking up the excitement. He could have stayed there all night, but his security detail was waiting with a ten-car motorcade to whisk him off to the Roney Plaza Hotel in Miami Beach.

			On the way downtown, Nixon sighed and took his wife’s hand in his. They were looking at a busy weekend, but that was fine. If he was going to win the White House, he had to do the hard work.

			He’d learned a tough lesson in the 1958 midterms. Republicans had suffered massive losses. Nixon told GOP leaders the blunt truth: The Democrats deserved to win. “Republicans worked for two months. Our opponents worked for two years.”

			No one was ever going to outwork or outhustle Dick Nixon. He had an inner drive for success that he couldn’t explain. He was an enigma, even to friends. Nixon was dogged, determined, and ambitious. Yet he could be distrustful, peevish, even paranoid at times.

			In private, Nixon was reserved and insecure. He was an introvert in a profession that demanded outgoing, loquacious leaders. In an interview early in his career, Nixon admitted as much to Stewart Alsop, a newspaper columnist and political analyst: “But it is true that I’m fundamentally relatively shy. It doesn’t come natural to me to be a buddy-buddy boy…. I can’t really let my hair down with anyone.”

			But on the campaign trail, Nixon came alive. At just over five feet, eleven inches tall with a prominent nose and thick, dark eyebrows, Nixon was a skilled and energetic campaigner—a trait that emerged during his first run for public office.

			A lieutenant commander in the U.S. Naval Reserve, Nixon had just been released from active duty in 1946 when Republican leaders in his hometown of Whittier, California, urged him to run for Congress.

			His opponent was Representative Jerry Voorhis, a popular Democrat who was seeking his sixth two-year term. Democrats had a solid majority in Voorhis’s Twelfth Congressional District. So, Nixon knew the GOP wasn’t really looking for a viable candidate. They wanted a sacrificial lamb.

			But Nixon had other plans. Yes, he was “absolutely green,” but he vowed to win. Nixon was an attorney, and politics seemed like a natural extension of his profession. So, he turned to his wife, Pat: Would she be on board if he ran for Congress? She said yes. They decided to sink $5,000—more than half of everything they had saved—into the campaign.

			Nixon’s modest nest egg began in the Solomon Islands, where he’d served during World War II. He quickly became known as a card shark at poker and carefully tucked away his winnings for the future.

			Nixon was an unlikely gambler. He grew up in a Quaker family where betting was frowned upon. A religion that abstained from any participation in violence, Quakers had been exempted from military service for generations. But after Pearl Harbor, Nixon felt the need to serve his country. How could he sit on the sidelines when his nation was in peril? When he joined, he was twenty-nine years old and working as an attorney for the Office of Emergency Management in Washington, D.C.

			When the cards and dice were pulled out, Nixon watched his fellow officers closely, quickly picking up on their strategies and techniques. His disciplined approach came from his poker-playing buddy, a fellow named James Stewart, who offered sage advice: You didn’t stay in the game unless you were “convinced” that you had the “best hand.”

			Nixon took lessons from Stewart, spent hours watching the best players, learning their moves, until “his playing became tops,” Stewart said. A former Navy officer said Nixon turned into a brilliant poker player.

			“I once saw him bluff a lieutenant commander out of $1,500 with a pair of deuces,” James Udall recalled.

			He returned home from the war with several thousand dollars in extra cash in his pocket. When he launched his congressional career, Nixon was a conservative Republican, staunch anti-communist—and a big underdog in the race against Voorhis.

			But he initiated what soon became the Nixon formula for success, a mix of heavy campaigning and blasting the competition with negative, misleading information.

			During the summer of 1946, Nixon painted himself as a “clean, forthright young American who fought in defense of his country in the stinking mud and jungles of the Solomons.” Meanwhile, Voorhis had “stayed safely behind the front in Washington.”

			Nixon was relentless. In a series of five debates across the district, he suggested that Voorhis had connections to communist groups. Soon, people began receiving strange telephone calls from an anonymous caller: “This is a friend of yours. I just want you to know that Jerry Voorhis is a Communist.”

			In November, Nixon was elected with 56 percent of the vote. It was the start of a meteoric career.

			In six years, Nixon went from freshman congressman to vice president, riding the wave of America’s anti-communist hysteria. He won his seats in the House in 1946 and the Senate in 1950 by accusing his opponents of being soft on communism.
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			The U.S. Senate race was especially ugly. His opponent was U.S. representative Helen Gahagan Douglas, who was intelligent, articulate, and attractive. Nixon attacked her character by questioning her loyalty to the United States. He suggested that she had communist sympathies and printed information about her on a “pink sheet” that was distributed at campaign rallies. Nixon called her the “pink lady” because of her Soviet support, saying she was “pink right down to her underwear.” Nixon’s attacks were rough, even for a political campaign, but they resonated with the electorate, and in the last days of the campaign, some people threw rocks at her car as she left rallies.

			Nixon’s campaign style didn’t change as the years passed. He put his technique to work helping other Republican candidates raise money and win elections across the country. In return, Nixon won the loyalty of GOP leaders from big cities to small towns. Nixon seemed to have the skills to unify his party.

			It was no surprise that key Republicans from all over Florida—who called themselves Citizens for Nixon—had planned a series of public events for the vice president and his wife. They had billed the gatherings as nonpartisan, saying everyone, regardless of party affiliation, was invited to meet the Nixons.

			But there could be no mistake—these were campaign stops. Comparable events were planned over the next few weeks in strategic spots all over the United States.

			Hours before landing in Miami, Nixon had opened his campaign for the GOP presidential nomination by promising a crowd in Gainesville, Florida, that, if elected, he’d continue on the path blazed by President Dwight D. Eisenhower. And why not?

			The nation’s economy was humming. Eisenhower was still beloved as one of the great American generals in World War II, even after almost eight years in political office. And Nixon was one of the president’s most ardent supporters. He had been vice president for those eight years and actively backed Ike’s domestic and foreign policy priorities.

			Term limits prevented Eisenhower from running again for president, and the most obvious choice to take his place was his loyal wingman. Nixon was the top political figure in the party. Nothing stood in his way, especially after his chief Republican rival, New York governor Nelson A. Rockefeller, announced he wasn’t going to be a candidate on December 26, 1959.

			But lately, Rockefeller had been hinting he might challenge Nixon for the nomination because he felt the party was headed in the wrong direction. Nixon was concerned. Rockefeller came from one of the nation’s wealthiest families. So, he’d be able to mount a serious campaign.

			While Rockefeller never had to worry about money, Nixon knew all about hard times. His father had opened a small grocery store and gas station in Whittier, and his family struggled to make ends meet. Nixon’s early life was marked by financial hardship, and he would later tell Eisenhower about it: “We were poor, but the glory of it was we didn’t know it.” Still, his family’s financial problems left an indelible mark on his life. He wasn’t born into wealth and didn’t have family connections to get ahead. So, Nixon had to study and work hard—and hope for scholarships.

			When Rockefeller realized that a presidential campaign “would entail a massive struggle” that would keep him from fulfilling his obligations as New York’s governor, he decided not to run for the GOP nomination.

			With Rockefeller presumably out, Nixon was no longer just the GOP’s presumptive front-runner for the nomination. Media pundits favored him to capture the White House.

			So why was Nixon working so hard so early on the campaign trail? Maybe he was motivated by the quiet fear that gripped the nation—Cold War tensions were high between the United States and the Soviet Union.

			The Eisenhower administration had built up a stockpile of nuclear weapons to deter military threats, but that didn’t stop the Soviets in 1957 from launching the first man-made satellite to orbit Earth. Sputnik had triggered a national conversation about whether America had lost its edge in math, science, and technology.

			And then there was Cuba. In 1959, Fidel Castro, the charismatic leader of the Cuban revolution, had overthrown Fulgencio Batista, a brutal dictator with ties to U.S. mobsters. Now it seemed that Castro had become pals with Nikita Khrushchev, the Soviet premier. A dangerous development 90 miles from America’s southernmost shores.

			Maybe Nixon was uneasy because of what Rockefeller didn’t say. When someone drops out of an election, they usually endorse another candidate in the race. That’s especially true if there’s only one candidate left in the contest. But Rockefeller didn’t endorse Nixon. He didn’t praise him, either.

			And the New York governor was emphatic about something else: Under no circumstances would he accept his party’s nomination for vice president. In other words, there was no way he’d be on the same ticket with Nixon. As one Nixon staffer put it, “We’ve just been kicked in the groin.”

			What did Rockefeller really want? Did he still harbor thoughts and plans for the nomination? Nixon didn’t know, but Rockefeller made him uneasy.

			And at a time when Nixon should have been excited about his prospects, he also was fighting his own demons.

			For years, he had been treated for depression by psychiatrist Arnold Hutschnecker. The doctor was now a vice presidential “adviser,” treating him for “stress.” Nixon kept it a secret. If the voters knew he saw a shrink, it could be the death knell for his campaign. The American public wouldn’t hand the presidency to a man who was mentally ill.

			In the end, Nixon was relieved that Rockefeller pulled out of the race and forestalled a costly battle inside the GOP for the nomination. The last thing Nixon needed was more stress.

			He even issued a statement. “Gov. Rockefeller has made an excellent impression in the states he has visited in the past few months. People throughout the nation have recognized him as a leader of national and international stature,” Nixon said. The New York governor was “destined for continuing leadership in the Republican Party and the nation in the years ahead.”

			Nixon was sticking to his strategy, staying nonpolitical and statesmanlike as long as possible. On the campaign trail, he’d take every opportunity to champion the administration’s policies. He’d tell Americans that Ike was responsible for the “ending of one war, avoiding others.”

			Nixon would tell the crowds that he’d been right there at the president’s side the whole time—and that he had more experience than any vice president in U.S. history. He had made numerous overseas trips on Ike’s behalf—fact-finding missions to troubled spots, goodwill trips to struggling nations, and diplomatic visits to prime ministers and kings.

			“Experience” was the key word in his new campaign rhetoric that circulated in brochures and was repeated in paid print ads:

			
				In these times of crisis there’s no time for “on the job” training of a new President. Instant decisions are called for the instant he takes office. Only Richard Nixon already has the knowledge and skill required, based on eight years of direct experience.

			

			It noted that Nixon had traveled to five continents and fifty-four countries—“winning friends for the United States.”

			
				He knows the needs of other nations, the attitudes of their peoples, the thinking, and personalities of their leaders. Foreign statesmen have learned to respect him. Firm in asserting America’s position, yet skilled in negotiating, Dick Nixon by his judgment and cool headedness in crisis has proved himself able to make the right decisions for America.

			

			Nixon told his staff that he wanted to stay “low-key.” He told his campaign not to commit him to anything fancy or formal unless it was mandatory.

			He planned to stay in Washington as much as possible, handling most of his appointments from his office in the Senate building. A week earlier, on January 9—Nixon’s birthday—Herbert Klein, the vice president’s press secretary, had called a news conference.

			Klein said Nixon had given the go-ahead to enter his name in the New Hampshire, Ohio, and Oregon primaries. There was no formal statement declaring his candidacy because the media already assumed he was running. Nixon had no national campaign headquarters nor a paid speechwriter. An assistant was handling his trips. At this point, Nixon truly was running a low-key campaign.

			So, in Florida, Nixon followed the script, acting more like a statesman than a candidate. During a visit to the University of Florida, he answered questions from a five-man panel on foreign and domestic policies.

			“We do have peace, and have the prospect of continuing peace if we do not make major mistakes,” Nixon told some ten thousand people inside the university’s gymnasium.

			In Miami, he told supporters he’d continue building on the programs Ike had initiated.

			Behind the scenes, Nixon summed up his potential Democratic opponents. Nixon told his friends that Texas senator Lyndon Johnson would be a tough opponent. Over the years, he’d built a reputation in Washington as being a smart, cagey politician—a legislative wizard.

			But Nixon didn’t worry about Johnson. He didn’t believe Johnson could even get the Democratic nomination—not with his history of heart disease or the South’s history of segregation. But Jack Kennedy? That’s who Nixon believed would be the Democratic presidential nominee. Kennedy had it all—he was a good-looking, articulate senator who seemed to connect with voters.

			But the vice president believed that even with Kennedy’s attributes, he was vulnerable like the other potential Democratic candidates. A Nixon pollster had pointed out JFK’s liabilities: “youth, inexperience, wealth, and religion.”

			Johnson and Kennedy would be easy targets in the general election. But Nixon made one thing clear to his aides: A statesman stays above the fray. So, no personal attacks, at least for now. The only question was, how long would he be able to stick to that?

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 289 DAYS

			January 25, 1960

			Nashua, New Hampshire

			On a snowy New England morning, this little town was humming. Massachusetts senator John F. Kennedy was headed here—the first official stop on his campaign for the Democratic presidential nomination.

			By dawn, hundreds of supporters had lined its streets, stomping their feet in the snow, trying to keep warm in the subfreezing temperature while they waited patiently for JFK’s arrival.

			And then, just as Kennedy’s motorcade approached the edge of town, the snow let up and the sun broke through the gray—as if the scene had been scripted in Hollywood.

			The caravan zipped along narrow streets until it reached a parking area in front of city hall, a three-story redbrick building with six impressive white columns and a bell tower with a statue of a gold eagle perched on top.

			When the doors to one of the vehicles opened, there he was, JFK, looking like he had just stepped out of the pages of Life magazine. The crowd roared. Kennedy was tall, with a stylish dark wool overcoat that hugged his thin frame. With a strong gust of wind whipping off the Nashua River, which bisected the town, many people wore hats to keep warm. Not Kennedy. He was hatless, yet not one hair on his head seemed out of place.

			Kennedy soaked in the applause, grinning at supporters and reaching into the crowd to shake hands. As usual, everything Kennedy did was scripted. It had to be. This was his first day on the trail. Some pundits said it was too early for this kind of campaigning. The Democratic National Convention wasn’t until July. The general election wasn’t until November. In politics, that was an eternity. So many things could change between now and then. Yet Kennedy felt the need to take charge, control his own destiny. He wasn’t going to waste a day.

			That’s why he was here, in Nashua, on a cold January morning. He wanted to build support—and momentum—so that his candidacy would become a force, a tidal wave that would wipe out his rivals before they got started.

			Police escorted Kennedy out of the cold and into the building, up to the third floor, where Nashua mayor Mario Vagge was waiting. So were dozens of other people, who packed the narrow hallways to catch a glimpse of the celebrity senator.

			Vagge introduced Kennedy to city workers, local labor leaders, and politicians. Many held signs saying “All New Hampshire Backs Kennedy” and “We’re with You Jack.”

			Under the glare of flashbulbs and television lights, Kennedy shook hands and made small talk.

			Meanwhile, John Latvis wondered about the commotion at city hall. The thirty-nine-year-old insurance agent was headed to his downtown office when he noticed more cars than usual near the municipal building. Then it hit him: JFK.

			Latvis remembered that Kennedy had been planning to visit Nashua. This must be the day, he thought. Latvis wanted to meet him. Like so many others, he was fascinated by Kennedy’s backstory: During a nighttime patrol in August 1943, Kennedy’s small torpedo boat was cut in half by a Japanese destroyer. While JFK was seriously injured, he helped rescue his crew. At one point, despite his own injuries, JFK went to heroic lengths. He swam to an injured sailor, then towed him by a life-vest strap three and a half miles to a small coral island.

			Latvis didn’t want to miss his chance to talk to Kennedy.

			So, he parked his car, found a back way into the building, then walked up the stairs to the third floor. By now, Kennedy was inside the mayor’s office, getting ready for the next event on his busy schedule.

			When Latvis walked in the room, he heard someone shout, “Who’s going to get coffee?”

			“I’ll do it,” Latvis said. He wheeled around and bounded straight to the Yankee Flyer, a diner across the street from city hall. He ordered twelve cups of coffee—and told the waitress that one was for the next president of the United States.

			“If they’re for the next president, I’ll donate them,” the diner’s owner shouted. Everyone laughed.

			When Latvis returned, he placed the cups down on a desk, then handed one to Kennedy. Latvis was especially excited to meet him because they had so much in common. They both had served in World War II. And they both had graduated from Harvard University. Kennedy had an undergraduate degree in government. Latvis, after graduating from the University of Syracuse, earned a master’s degree from Harvard Business School.

			The encounter didn’t last long. Aides told Kennedy it was time for a news conference in the city hall auditorium.

			When Kennedy left the mayor’s office, Latvis followed. So did Dolly Bellavance, a twenty-year-old in the city clerk’s office. Bellavance and her coworkers knew Kennedy had been planning to visit. She had read newspaper stories about him. But he was a politician—and political types were all the same, right?

			For Bellavance, though, watching JFK interact with regular people was eye-opening. Kennedy was warm and cordial. Or maybe “charismatic” was the word she was searching for. No one could keep their eyes off him—he was that good-looking. Bellavance’s friends giggled and said they weren’t going to wash their hands—not after JFK’s handshake.

			In the auditorium, Kennedy answered a wide-ranging set of questions with comparative ease—from the latest about Fidel Castro’s regime in Cuba to which Democrats posed the biggest challenge to the Massachusetts senator’s candidacy. The Nashua Telegraph reported he was “poised, surprisingly fast with his answers, and willing to talk about any subject.”

			But he mostly covered familiar ground, steering the questions to the primaries—the reason, he said, he was in Nashua in the first place.

			Politicians must be able to test their candidacy with the people, Kennedy said. He was on the ballot for New Hampshire’s March 8 primary—the first in the nation—to prove that he was a viable candidate. That’s why he was also running in Wisconsin, West Virginia, and Oregon, with more states to come.

			“In this all-important process of nomination, the American people are entitled to a voice. The people of this state—and the people of other states—are entitled to be heard,” Kennedy said.

			And JFK warned that the old days of choosing presidential candidates were over.

			“I regret that more candidates in both parties will not join me here in that discussion, for primary contests not only educate the public—they educate the candidate as well,” he said.

			After the event, Kennedy exited the building. And Latvis noticed that the crowd waiting outside had grown. It didn’t matter whether Kennedy addressed a handful of people or several hundred, he was always the same: Passionate. Articulate.

			With the snow beginning to fall again, Kennedy explained that the United States was the great beacon of hope around the world.

			“The United States today is the great defender of freedom. If we fail, that cause fails all over the world. If we succeed, the course of freedom succeeds,” he said.

			For most politicians, the day would have ended right there—he had already been in Nashua for almost two hours. But not for Kennedy. Accompanied by local politicians, police officers, and firefighters, he walked along Main Street, making his way through the cold and snow, followed by hundreds of supporters.
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			He stopped in stores to talk to shopkeepers and regular folks about their concerns. Yes, many were worried about the Soviets and the threat of nuclear war. But for most people in this city of 39,000, the economy was the main issue.

			Nashua’s economic growth had slowed. Salaries hadn’t kept up with inflation. This was once a thriving textile town. Factories here had churned out shoes, clothing, and other items for generations. But many of those union jobs were being moved in search of cheaper wages. Kennedy made sure to remind the rank and file that he was on their side.

			Everywhere Kennedy went, he exchanged handshakes and signed autographs. At one crosswalk, he ventured into the middle of the street to say hello to a traffic cop.

			Kennedy dropped into one luncheonette for a ham and cheese sandwich, and another for more coffee—with cream and sugar. He visited a firehouse and posed with the fire chief’s hat in his hand (he rarely wore hats). The visit had taken on a parade-like feel, with firefighters sounding their sirens, the fire truck’s loudspeaker system blasting music, and police cars flashing their lights. As JFK waded into the crowd, more than one woman said, “Isn’t he handsome?”

			And then, in front of a paint store, Kennedy spotted his wife, Jacqueline, who had just flown in from New York. They kissed and linked arms. She looked as fashionable as he did, in her bright red overcoat, dark fur hat, scarf, and black gloves.

			They walked together, greeting folks waiting in store doorways or workers leaving factory gates. Everywhere they went, they got a hearty, enthusiastic welcome.

			“Nashua’s never seen anything like this,” Royal Dion, the local chairman of the Kennedy for President committee, told JFK as they walked. “If a man wants to be president, he’s got to work.”

			Kennedy didn’t need the hint. That’s why he was out here, campaigning like it was only a few days until the election. While his potential Democratic rivals were in their Washington offices or resting comfortably in their homes, he was on the road, filling people like Latvis and Bellavance with hope while building a network of supporters who’d volunteer to help his campaign. Now, with Nashua in his rearview mirror, Kennedy knew that kind of support could make all the difference in a tight race, especially with important primaries in the next few months.

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 282 DAYS

			February 1, 1960

			Greensboro, North Carolina

			It was a long mile-and-a-half walk in their Sunday shoes, but the weather was kind to the four freshmen from the historically Black Agricultural and Technical College of North Carolina. Franklin McCain and his dorm mates stopped in front of the F. W. Woolworth store in downtown Greensboro, North Carolina.

			It was a busy place, part of a national chain of five-and-dime discount stores. Black people could shop there, but they had to stick to a set of store policies designed to keep them in their place. McCain and his friends traded glances and nods, then stepped past the plate-glass double doors.

			The Greensboro Woolworth store was one of the few places downtown where shoppers could have a seat at a lunch counter for a quick meal. At least white shoppers could. Woolworth’s lunch counter had a “whites only” policy, just like many other cafés, stores, and retail outlets across the American South.

			That’s why McCain, Ezell Blair Jr., Joseph McNeil, and David Richmond walked into town that day. They came to create a stir.

			McCain wondered if they’d be arrested or beaten. Or something even worse. In a place like Greensboro, anything could happen. Greensboro was the second-biggest city in North Carolina, and white people ruled the town. Jim Crow, a system of laws that legalized racial segregation, codified their racial prejudices.

			In 1960, America moved slowly toward racial equality partly because of detours placed along the road to civil rights by southern governors. Many southern states still refused to abide by the 1954 U.S. Supreme Court ruling ending racial segregation in public schools. The state of Arkansas had tried to defy federal court orders in 1957 to integrate. So, President Eisenhower sent U.S. troops to protect Black students trying to attend class at Little Rock Central High School.

			Vice President Nixon was a supporter of civil rights. He had worked on legislation to prevent racial discrimination in federal contracts. And he was instrumental in pushing Congress to pass the Civil Rights Act of 1957 through Congress. The law allowed federal prosecutors to seek injunctions if anyone tried to stop minorities from voting.

			Nixon had met repeatedly with civil rights leaders and promoted his administration’s record. He knew the Black vote would be important in November.

			The vice president had asked prominent Black leaders for advice on how to improve race relations, forming ties with the Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. and Jackie Robinson, who had broken baseball’s color barrier in 1947. Meanwhile, Jack Kennedy had been silent about segregation. He had voted for a watered-down version of the Civil Rights Act and refused to condemn southern governors who opposed integration.

			But even with Nixon’s support and some progress, Black people in the South were not allowed to use the same bathrooms, water fountains, public parks, beaches, or swimming pools as whites. They were only allowed to sit in designated sections of movie theaters. Some restaurants were off-limits, or relegated Black customers to stand-up snack bars or take-out windows.

			Franklin McCain was tired of this second-class treatment. Today he was going to fight back, but in a peaceful, nonviolent way.

			McCain and his friends had devised their plan the previous night during one of their many “rap sessions”—late-night discussions when they’d talk about current issues and racial inequality. Sometimes they went on until dawn.

			The four eighteen-year-olds had met in the fall of 1959, when they moved into the same dormitory. They discovered they could be open and honest with one another about issues that were usually hushed up and kept quiet back home. They didn’t hold anything back.

			It was during their last rap session that McNeil had expressed his frustration with the slow pace of desegregation. It seemed like everybody talked about ending Jim Crow, but nobody stepped up and did anything to challenge it.

			“It’s time to take some action now,” McNeil said.

			The others nodded in agreement. But what kind of action?

			They modeled themselves after Reverend King and his nonviolent protests. King had organized a boycott of the Montgomery, Alabama, bus system after a Black woman named Rosa Parks was arrested on December 1, 1955, for refusing to give up her seat to a white passenger. The tactic proved to be a powerful economic tool. More than 75 percent of Montgomery’s bus ridership was Black—and an overwhelming majority supported the boycott.

			Black men and women walked, carpooled, or found other ways to get around instead of using the municipal bus system. The protests ended after the U.S. Supreme Court prohibited segregated seating on public transit. The boycott lasted 381 days—and provided civil rights activists with a blueprint for social action.

			If they could do it in Montgomery, they could do it in Greensboro, McCain said. So that night, McCain, McNeil, Blair, and Richmond challenged one another to do something that would change the nation.

			The lunch counter was Joseph McNeil’s idea. He’d grown up in Wilmington, North Carolina, but his family had moved to New York City. On his bus trip back to Greensboro after Christmas break, McNeil arrived hungry—and once over the Mason-Dixon Line, a Black man couldn’t buy a meal in a southern bus depot.

			He suggested to his friends that they should try to order food at the Woolworth lunch counter. If they weren’t served, they’d stay. Woolworth was the perfect target. It was considered one of the company’s flagship stores. With marble stairs and 25,000 square feet of retail space, the company encouraged Black and white customers to spend money in their store. But McNeil knew Black people were treated as unwelcome guests. He was done with eating his sandwiches standing up in a far corner of the store.

			The young men stayed up for hours, meticulously planning the details.

			Franklin McCain had grown up following his parents’ and grandparents’ advice: Get a good education, do good, and fight for your rights. Sometimes that was easier said than done, but Franklin was ready to change the system.

			The following day, the teens went to class, regrouped, reviewed their plan, and left campus on foot. It was sunny, with temperatures in the mid-50s—a perfect day for the hike. Along the way, the young men stopped at a pay phone to let some friends know what they were about to do, just in case something bad happened.
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			McCain wore his Air Force Reserve Officer Training Corps (ROTC) uniform. The others wore their Sunday-best coats, hats, collared shirts, and ties.

			They walked together into the store and spread out to make some purchases.

			McCain bought a tube of toothpaste, paper, and colored pencils for a homework assignment. His friends made other small purchases. They made sure to get receipts, just to show that Woolworth took their money at one turn but refused to serve them at another.

			They stepped over to the lunch counter. McCain was craving a cheeseburger and fries and wanted to chase it down with a cherry soda and maybe a banana split.

			It was a big place. Sixty-six aqua and orange pedestal stools with chrome-plated backrests stood along an L-shaped Formica lunch counter. The students moved in silence. There weren’t four seats together, so they split up. McCain sat next to McNeil on the far end, Blair and Richmond nearer the entrance.

			As they settled into their chairs, they knew they’d crossed an invisible line. Heads turned. The cafeteria went quiet. The clock above the counter showed some time around 4:45 p.m. The store closed at 5:30.

			The waitress was white. McCain politely asked her for a coffee. McNeil did the same.

			“I’m sorry. We don’t serve colored here,” she said, directing them to the area where they would be served.

			McCain was angry. He knew the lunch counter was segregated, but hearing those words cut him like a knife. McCain was a big, quiet, gentle young man, a chemistry and biology major in the ROTC. He believed in America. He believed in his rights.

			McCain knew he had to maintain his composure. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t challenge her.

			“You just served me at a counter two feet away. Why is it that you serve me at one counter and deny me at another? Why not stop serving me at all counters?” McCain asked.

			The waitress didn’t know how to respond. She walked away from McCain and his friends and simply focused on the white customers. Then she vanished into the kitchen. She’d gone to find the manager.

			McCain’s eyes met his friends’ down the counter. They stayed put. They were going to sit there until they were served or arrested, or until the store closed. This was only the beginning.

			Tension was building inside the Woolworth. McCain felt his heart pounding, but he didn’t feel afraid. He thought of the many times he’d been called the N-word, how freely whites called him “boy,” how many times he’d feared for his life.

			He thought of the stories of Blacks who’d stepped out of line and been lynched, the horrible images of Emmett Till in Jet, a magazine that provided a voice for the Black community.

			A white woman in August 1955 had accused Till, a Chicago teenager visiting relatives in Money, Mississippi, of whistling at her in a store. A few days later, the woman’s husband and his half brother kidnapped and tortured Till, dumping his lifeless body in the Tallahatchie River. The men were caught, but an all-white jury quickly acquitted them.

			When Till’s mother, Mamie, brought his body home to Chicago, she wanted people to see what happened to her son. She told the funeral director, “Let the people see what I’ve seen.” Tens of thousands filed past Till’s open casket. A photographer took pictures of the teenager’s mutilated corpse. Nearly five years later, those images were seared into McCain’s memory.

			That’s what happened to young Black men who defied orders in the South. Sometimes McCain felt so dispirited he didn’t want to live anymore.

			But something strange happened at the lunch counter. Yes, McCain felt scared, but he felt transformed, too. He’d stepped up. He was doing right. He had “made a down payment on my manhood” by this simple act of courage. If he went to jail—or if this was the last day of his life—so what? What good was living if you couldn’t live free?

			McCain realized at that moment that he and his friends were parked in their seats like “a Mack truck.” No one was going to move them.

			The waitress returned with store manager Clarence Harris. He asked them to leave, but the students refused. A police officer arrived moments later, conferred with Harris, then headed for the young men. McCain’s heart hammered when the policeman pulled his baton from its holster. “This is it,” McCain said to himself.

			The officer paced behind McCain and his friends—back and forth, back and forth—slapping the baton into his palm. He didn’t say a word.

			It was unsettling, but as long as they didn’t cause trouble, as long as they stayed quiet, what could he do? There was no reason to take them in. After all, what did they do wrong?

			The officer left the store. Some of the white patrons tossed out racial slurs as they paid and left. But most of the customers just stared.

			All but one. An elderly white woman who’d been sitting at the counter got up and headed for McCain, the only young man in uniform. He braced himself for the worst.

			The woman sat down next to him and looked into his face. “I’m disappointed in you,” she said, loud enough for his friends to hear.

			McCain sighed. “Ma’am, why are you disappointed in us for asking to be served like everyone else?”

			She paused and replied, “I’m disappointed at you boys because it took you so long to do this.”

			With that, she got up and left the store. For McCain and the others, it was vindication. This was the time to fight to end another vestige of the old South. It was the time to push for change—no matter how dangerous. No matter the personal risk.

			At 5:30 p.m. the manager scurried back to the lunch counter. The store was closing early, he announced. Everyone, including the students, had to leave. Right now.

			McCain gathered his things and walked to the front door with his friends. They realized what they had done. They had simply taken a seat at the counter. They had asked to be served. They had sat there peacefully and quietly. And by doing just that, they had paralyzed the store, its staff, its patrons, and the police, for an entire hour that Monday afternoon.

			None of them expected to walk freely out of the Woolworth that day. It seemed much more likely they’d be arrested or injured or even killed. And while they weren’t served any food, they knew this was only the first step in a long journey.

			Outside, McCain and his friends agreed to return to the lunch counter with even more students. They’d keep coming back until Woolworth and other restaurants ended their discrimination.

			The young men headed back to campus in the gathering dark. They had homework to do. And calls to make. Many calls.

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 276 DAYS

			February 7, 1960

			Las Vegas, Nevada

			Judith Campbell had been around plenty of handsome men before, but she couldn’t stop looking at Jack, the man in the pin-striped suit, the one with the bright blue eyes.

			Judith was a Los Angeles party girl, the well-dressed daughter of a prosperous architect. Bob Hope was just one of the celebrities that were frequent guests at their home.

			Her sister was a budding actress, and when Judith was a teenager, she went along to Hollywood parties with her sister’s up-and-coming friends from the studios. Judith had even married one of them, but that didn’t last.

			Jack, the man sitting across the table in the Copa Room at the Sands in Las Vegas, was different. When his eyes met hers, Judith was mesmerized, she wrote years later in her memoir.

			He was a politician, and his name was Jack Kennedy. She didn’t follow political news, so his name didn’t mean a thing to her. She only knew that she was totally charmed.

			Since Nashua, New Hampshire, Kennedy had been campaigning full-out, hopping from city to city and state to state. That morning it was Albuquerque. The next big stop was Portland, Oregon. Kennedy and his entourage decided to take a break along the way in Las Vegas, where Frank Sinatra and his “Rat Pack” cronies were performing at the Sands Hotel and Casino.

			For Kennedy, it was the perfect place to unwind.

			Kennedy and Sinatra had been friends for years. Kennedy’s sister Pat was married to actor Peter Lawford, a member in good standing of the Rat Pack.

			Sinatra shimmered with Hollywood glamour. The hard-drinking Rat Pack—singers Dean Martin and Sammy Davis Jr., comedian Joey Bishop, and actor Lawford—oozed urbane sophistication.

			Kennedy, on the other hand, was serious business. His youthful ease and upright frame emanated political power, congressional corridors, and work that mattered to the world. He and Sinatra saw each other as living an enviable life.

			Both also had an appetite for parties and beautiful women.

			Sinatra was liberal, an outspoken critic of racism. He often invited Kennedy to join him in Los Angeles and Las Vegas. Kennedy enjoyed hearing inside gossip about stars’ romances and scandals. Sinatra, “the king of Hollywood,” happily introduced the senator to studio bigwigs, rising young starlets, and shadowy figures who worked in the background.

			Judith Campbell and Sinatra had dated briefly. He was a player in Hollywood, and the twenty-six-year-old Campbell was strikingly beautiful, an Elizabeth Taylor look-alike with high cheekbones, dark hair, and piercing blue eyes.

			Sinatra kept in touch, inviting her to some of his shows, escorting her to events. He asked her to stay at the Sands while he filmed Ocean’s Eleven, a movie about a daring group of World War II buddies who plan to simultaneously rob five Las Vegas casinos under the cover of New Year’s Eve celebrations.

			No one would ever say that Sinatra and the rest of the Rat Pack weren’t hardworking professionals. They shot the film during the day and performed onstage at night.

			That evening in February, Campbell swept into the cocktail lounge to meet up with Sinatra for predinner drinks. She knew she was looking lean and tanned from the desert sun, and when introduced, she sparkled at Jack Kennedy and his twenty-seven-year-old brother, Teddy.
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			At dinner, she sat next to Teddy and across from Jack. She regretted that Peter Lawford and Gloria Cahn, wife of songwriter Sammy Cahn, completed the group. Every time she tried to speak to Jack or his brother, Cahn would interject and make the conversation about her, or Lawford would complain about the grueling shooting schedule—even though the Ocean’s Eleven film concept had been Lawford’s idea.

			After dinner they headed to the Copa Room to watch Sinatra perform with Martin and Davis. Judith sat next to Teddy, but wished it was Jack, who was across the table from her.

			From the stage at the Sands, Sinatra introduced JFK as “the next president of the United States.” The room erupted with applause.

			It was a fast-moving show, one laugh after another, with songs in between. Campbell had seen it countless times, so she watched Jack instead.

			Poised and witty, he spoke to all the women at the table and made everyone around him feel comfortable. He was affable, but clearly accustomed to being in charge.

			After the show ended, Teddy asked Campbell to show him around Las Vegas. She sighed, but said yes.

			They traveled along the main strip from one casino to the next, laughing, drinking, and feeding the slot machines. By the time they got back to the Sands, Judith was exhausted.

			Teddy walked her to her room. When she opened the door, he stepped inside and sat down on her bed. She knew what that meant. Teddy was nice, but he didn’t have his brother’s appeal.

			He asked her to fly to Denver with him aboard the campaign plane. She didn’t know if this was just a come-on or if it was a serious offer—but either way, she wasn’t interested. Campbell politely said no, then escorted Teddy to the door.

			Judith went to sleep wondering if she would ever see Jack again. Her answer came the following morning. This time, the right Kennedy called her room and asked her to have lunch with him. She didn’t hesitate.

			Poolside at noon, he said.

			Just before noon, she put on a burgundy Kimberly knit dress and headed to the pool. The deck was swarming with photographers and men in suits. Jack Kennedy was there in the middle of the scrum, answering questions. He was holding a news conference.

			She sat down in a lounge chair and waited to catch his eye. “Judy, I’ll be right with you,” he told her. “We’re just finishing up.”

			The reporters turned their heads and took a long look at her. She was a little shocked. “Fine, take your time,” she answered.

			Kennedy wound up the talk, then swept her off to lunch in Sinatra’s hotel suite.

			They spent the next three hours together. Judith told him about growing up in the shadow of the “Hollywood” sign, her big family, her love life. She felt at ease with Jack.

			Kennedy asked if she was a Democrat or a Republican. She confessed that she didn’t know.

			“Well, we’ll change that,” he said.

			Campbell recounted his brother Teddy’s antics of the night before, including asking her to fly with him to Denver.

			JFK laughed. “That little rascal.”

			No one had mentioned that Jack was married. The “details” emerged during the torrid love affair that followed.

			Jack finally said he had to go.

			He promised to call.

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 274 DAYS

			February 9, 1960

			Havana, Cuba

			As darkness fell over Havana, Fidel Castro, the Cuban revolutionary turned national dictator, paced in his office. Earlier in the day, 104 people had been convicted by a military court, charged with conspiring to overthrow his government. Generalissimo Rafael Trujillo, the dictator of the Dominican Republic, was behind it. But Castro was no fool. It wasn’t just Trujillo who wanted him gone.

			Castro had turned the coup attempt into a media triumph. Every tantalizing detail of the attack was described in a nationally televised broadcast. Under the heat of television lights, Castro told the nation how Major William Morgan, a revolutionary firebrand from Toledo, Ohio, had uncovered Trujillo’s plan—and then worked as a double agent.

			Morgan had convinced Trujillo he had an armed group of Cuban exiles ready to meet up with Dominican soldiers to kill Castro and overturn the Cuban Revolution. But when the planeload of Trujillo’s fighters landed at an airstrip in central Cuba, Castro’s military was waiting for them. After a firefight, the invaders surrendered.

			“All this is part of a great plot,” Castro told his people. “This is not only the work of Trujillo. Trujillo is just one phase of the giant conspiracy against the Revolution.”

			Despite his bluster, the attack unnerved Castro. Yes, he’d stopped this one. A five-man military tribunal had sentenced most of the defendants to thirty years in La Cabaña, a notorious prison on Havana Bay. But where would the next attack come from? And the one after that?

			Castro was popular among left-leaning and working-class people across the Caribbean. He was a larger-than-life figure, a lean, ruthless revolutionary with a scraggly beard, fatigues, a Cuban cigar, and a machine gun.

			He was a magnificent orator, appealing to Cuban nationalism and Latin American pride. He had captured the imagination not only of Cubans but also of peasants and workers struggling for better lives all over the world.

			Long before he seized power from Cuban president Fulgencio Batista, Castro had railed against corrupt dictators more interested in lining their own pockets than in helping their people—dictators like Generalissimo Trujillo, who had ruled the Dominican Republic for more than thirty years. Trujillo tortured and killed anyone who opposed him, but even as he looted the Dominican treasury and brutalized his citizens, he enjoyed the support of the United States. To U.S. conservatives, he could do no wrong. He was virulently anti-communist. He was America’s backstop in the Caribbean.

			Castro worked hard to do right by his people, but with every move, he seemed to create new enemies. He needed powerful friends to ensure his survival. Maybe that’s why he was turning more and more to the Soviet Union.

			He scanned the documents on his desk. In a week, another contingent of Russian officials was coming to visit.

			Castro swore he was not a communist, but his leftist regime and nationalized economy were too familiar for the USSR to leave alone.

			Castro was an unlikely revolutionary. The son of a wealthy farmer, he’d led a left-wing revolution in Cuba. In 1958, his military force, known as the 26th of July Movement, won a string of victories over Batista’s military. And on January 1, 1959, Batista fled Cuba—and headed straight for the Dominican Republic. Castro’s force of ragtag guerrillas had defeated a nearly thirty-thousand-man professional army.

			No Cuban revolutionary leader ever came to power with a greater reservoir of goodwill. And as the undisputed decision-maker, Castro had complete authority. He set out to change Cuba’s image.
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			The nation had a raffish reputation as a sunshine and blackjack gambling resort for Americans, forever memorialized in the musical Guys and Dolls. Organized crime bosses like Santo Trafficante Jr. and Meyer Lansky had built lavish casinos and hotels on the island, and payoffs from tourism and gambling proceeds had financed Batista’s rich lifestyle. But Castro condemned the casinos publicly, saying that American gangsters had more influence over Batista than his own generals did.

			Most of the casinos were looted and then closed after Castro seized power, and Cuba’s attempts to resurrect the tourist economy collided with Castro’s open hostility to the United States.

			The mob bosses lost millions of dollars as well as their influence on the island, posing another potential threat to Castro’s government—and possibly even his life. But Castro didn’t care. Batista’s massive corruption had left Cuba a mess. He had a mandate from the people to improve their lives.

			Besides, Castro could control internal threats to his leadership. It was the outside forces—especially the United States—that kept him up at night.

			At every step, the United States was trying to undermine his leadership. It wouldn’t sell him arms. It wouldn’t support his reforms. Now it was preparing to cut all sugar purchases, seriously hurting the Cuban economy—as 80 percent of the nation’s exports depended on sugar. Without a market, they’d go broke.

			In the United States, Cuba was weaving its way into the 1960 presidential campaign. Democratic presidential candidate John Kennedy had criticized the Eisenhower administration for ignoring the crisis unfolding in Cuba and the impact of the USSR gaining an ally so close to Florida.

			Trujillo. The mob. Now the U.S. government—through the Central Intelligence Agency, and through economic sanctions. Castro did the political calculus. For his government to survive, he needed help. So when Soviet leaders came knocking, he opened the door.

			Castro would meet with Soviet deputy premier Anastas Mikoyan and sign a trade deal that he hoped would help sustain his economy. Cuba would exchange its sugar for Russian fuel.

			It appeared that Cuba was on the road to communism. Did America really want that? And what would stop Castro from exporting revolution to other countries in Latin America? That could destabilize the entire region.

			At that point, Castro wasn’t thinking about revolution. He was focused on hanging on to his power while keeping little Cuba on an upward trajectory. With so many powers opposing him, Castro knew the alliance with the Soviet Union was his only real option.

		

	
		
			COUNTDOWN: 273 DAYS

			February 10, 1960

			Corvallis, Oregon

			John F. Kennedy was shaking hands at lumber mill gates and making stump speeches outside town halls like it was the final day of the presidential race. Since the January launch in Nashua, he’d been going nonstop. In two weeks’ time he’d campaigned in more than a half dozen states, including New Mexico, California, North Dakota, and now Oregon.

			Kennedy wanted to meet and greet farmers and city dwellers, college students and blue-collar workers. They may have heard his name or seen his face in newspapers or magazines, but the voters really didn’t know what the Massachusetts senator stood for. Was he liberal? Conservative? Progressive? He was here in person to let them know.

			The stop in Corvallis was part of a two-day swing in Oregon that included a luncheon, a reception, and a chamber of commerce dinner. Everywhere he went, Kennedy attacked the Eisenhower administration for policies he said were hurting average Americans.

			And then Kennedy and his entourage headed back to the plane for the next stop in the next town. Yes, it was early, but he had to keep pushing, had to keep attacking. That was the Kennedy way.

			At every campaign appearance, Kennedy was on top of all the major issues, thanks to his devoted and talented campaign team. They were intellectuals and political insiders, people who understood policy and backroom politics. They knew all the key people in the critical states.

			But JFK knew his most valuable asset was his kid brother, Robert Francis Kennedy, “Bobby,” who was a rising politician in his own right.

			Bobby had been a crusading attorney, the chief counsel for the Senate Rackets Committee. For more than two years, he had overseen numerous high-profile hearings. The committee found an alarming number of cases where union leaders, corporate managers, organized crime members, and public officials—sometimes in combination, sometimes separately—had cheated rank-and-file union members.

			He had focused on the Teamsters union—with some 1.5 million workers and a pension fund of around $200 million (worth over $2.1 billion today)—calling it the most powerful institution in America besides the U.S. government. He called Teamster boss Jimmy Hoffa a crook.

			But Bobby’s career was cut short when his father, Joseph P. Kennedy, the family patriarch, asked him to run Jack’s presidential campaign. And when Joe asked his children to do something, they did it. So, Bobby resigned from the Senate committee. After all, his brother needed him.

			Bobby was relentless, tough, well organized, and laser focused on his mission: getting his brother to the White House. Nothing else really mattered.

			Bobby didn’t wait. He began holding strategy sessions with JFK and their team of advisers. During one in October 1959, Bobby grilled his brother like he was a hostile witness before a congressional committee. “Jack, what has been done about the campaign? What planning has been done? Jack, how do you expect to run a successful campaign if you don’t get started?” Bobby asked.

			JFK responded by imitating his brother’s high-pitched voice and staccato-like delivery: “How would you like looking forward to that voice blasting in your ear for the next six months?”

			But JFK knew what his brother could do. Bobby’s campaign work was creative, groundbreaking, masterful. It seemed Bobby Kennedy was born to boost his big brother. He knew his business. He’d run JFK’s campaigns since his brother campaigned for a U.S. Senate seat in 1952.

			Eight years earlier, JFK had challenged incumbent Republican senator Henry Cabot Lodge, a Massachusetts blue blood with a strong record.

			Attorney Mark Dalton had run JFK’s first congressional campaign in 1946. So, Jack reached out to him again. He agreed and knew it was going to be an uphill battle to unseat Lodge.

			Joe Kennedy made it even harder. He kept offering advice—but Dalton didn’t seem to listen. Joe wanted him to run a more aggressive campaign.

			When Jack said he was going to officially announce Dalton’s appointment, Joe blew a fuse. No way. If Joe was spending the money, he’d have a say in who was his son’s campaign manager.

			Dalton could see the handwriting on the wall. When Jack didn’t challenge his father’s decision, Dalton resigned. So, who would run JFK’s Senate race?

			Joe had a good idea who he wanted. He knew Bobby had the skills that JFK needed to make a serious run. He was smart, super-focused, and disciplined. Plus
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