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			“And He will set the sheep on His right side, but the goats on His left. Then the King will say to those on His right hand, ‘Come, you blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom, for I was hungry and you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit me.’

				“Then the righteous will answer Him, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give you something to drink? When did we see you a stranger and invite you in, or needing clothes and clothe you? When did we see you sick or in prison and go to visit you?’

				“The King will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me.’

				“Then He will say to those on his left, ‘Depart from me, you who are cursed, into the eternal fire prepared for the devil and his angels. For I was hungry and you gave me nothing to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me nothing to drink, I was a stranger and you did not invite me in, I needed clothes and you did not clothe me, I was sick and in prison and you did not look after me.’

				“They also will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or needing clothes or sick or in prison, and did not help you?’

				“He will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did not do for one of the least of these, you did not do for me.’ ”

				—MATTHEW 25:35–45

			

		

	
		
		
			
			INTRODUCTION

			They Came

			ON A BRISK, bright, cool August morning in Hyannis Port, they came. First the Barnstable motorcycle police, their bikes parked near the DO NOT ENTER sign, standing guard on Marchant Avenue a few hundred yards outside the famous Kennedy compound to keep onlookers at bay. Then the newsmen milling on Marchant, waiting to deliver their stand-ups while their white transmission vans lined Irving Avenue, bumper to bumper, satellite dishes tilted skyward between the trees, and the thick cables running down Scudder Avenue, perpendicular to Irving. And then the family: Ethel Kennedy, Robert Kennedy’s widow; and Jean Kennedy Smith, the senator’s sole surviving sibling, gaunt in oversized sunglasses and wearing a large straw hat; and Sargent Shriver, his brother-in-law, whose wife, Eunice, had died just two weeks before; and Kennedy cousins, dozens of them; and grandchildren, four of them. Then friends came, like John Kerry and his wife, Teresa Heinz—Kerry, who had been Massachusetts’s junior senator and later a Democratic presidential candidate. And others, neither family nor dignitaries, came to pay respects outside the compound, ordinary admirers like Anne Griswold of Centerville, who brought flowers and a balloon and a thank-you note—“not a condolence card”—to the senator “for all he’s done”; and April Thomas of Marston Mills, whose two-year-old daughter, in a red sundress and red hat, held a sign written in blue marker: “Teddy, you are a true gift of love, a work of art, signed by God! May his angels embrace you in love.”

			They came.

			And they came again the next morning, among them Caroline Kennedy, the late president’s daughter, and Patrick Kennedy, Senator Kennedy’s youngest son, who had been traveling at the time of his father’s death, as the family—eighty-five of them—attended mass in the rambling white clapboard house on the lip of Nantucket Sound, the house where the Kennedys had summered since 1926. Then they filed out onto the porch, some holding hands, others speaking quietly, a few laughing, and strolled down the driveway to watch the honor guard carry the flag-draped casket to a hearse. After the doors of the hearse closed, many of them touched the car reverently before scattering to their own vehicles in the motorcade for the seventy-mile journey to Boston—a journey that Ted had planned, as he had planned every event of his funeral.

			
			He had planned not just the route but the scale of the observance—drawn to what he saw as his proportions. There was to be no riderless horse pulling a caisson through Washington’s streets as at John Kennedy’s funeral, no train like the one that carried Robert Kennedy’s body from New York to Washington, echoing Lincoln’s funeral train, which bore him from Washington to his resting place in Springfield, Illinois. Ted’s motorcade was long but modest, informal, democratic, less solemn than celebratory: Ted’s scale, Ted’s mood.

			As the caravan crept through Hyannis Port and down Main Street, they came. “I remember where I was when President Kennedy died, and I’ll remember where I was when the senator left Hyannis Port,” said Virginia Cain, who had walked two miles to see the cortege pass. And past the local John F. Kennedy Museum, where an admirer had written across an old Ted Kennedy campaign poster: “God bless Ted. The last was first,” and where someone had draped a rosary over a photograph of Ted. And along the course north to Route 6, as gulls circled in the sky, they came, lining the streets, hundreds of them, many in shorts and shirtsleeves. Some applauded as the hearse passed, while Patrick, sitting in the passenger seat of the hearse, his eyes wet, mouthed thanks. Some saluted. Some waved flags or held signs: THANK YOU, TEDDY. Two women put their hands over their hearts as tears coursed down their cheeks. At Sagamore Bridge, connecting Cape Cod to the mainland, a bagpiper blew a dirge.

			As the cortege moved down the flat highway, they came, some standing along the road, others stopping their cars on the overpasses, and they came as it snaked into Boston, at 4 P.M. that afternoon, up Summer Street in South Boston, holding signs—FOREVER OURS; FAIR WINDS AND CALM SEAS—past construction workers in hardhats and members of the carpenters’ union lifting more signs in tribute, and past landmarks and points of significance to Kennedy: St. Stephen’s, where his mother had been baptized almost a hundred twenty years earlier and where her funeral was held nearly fifteen years earlier; past his office in the federal building named for his late brother John, where Kennedy once had to escape angry crowds protesting his support for school busing to racially integrate Boston’s public schools; past Faneuil Hall, where Mayor Thomas Menino had the bell rung forty-seven times for each year of Kennedy’s Senate service; past Boston Common, where, as The Boston Globe reported, there were “women in wheelchairs, girls in strollers, and men wearing Red Sox T-shirts.” And as the caravan crawled up Park Street, the Globe also reported, the crowd began applauding, the applause building into a crescendo, with “whoops and hollers,” and some of the more boisterous even climbed lampposts and waved flags. And as it moved past the Rose Fitzgerald Kennedy Greenway into Dorchester and to the JFK Library, where the casket would lie, thousands were waiting there in line to file past. They came.

			

			—

			
			And not just in Boston. Several dozen homeless men held hands, bowed their heads, and sang “We Shall Overcome” in the basement of a Washington church. And in Washington’s Dupont Circle, people gathered at twilight, many of them on their way home from work, holding a sheet of paper they had been handed with the closing lines from Kennedy’s famous 1980 address at the Democratic Convention: “The work goes on, the cause endures, the hope still lives, and the dream shall never die.” A vigil was held in Plaza Park in Las Vegas. At Tanglewood in the Berkshires of Massachusetts, singer James Taylor delivered his own eulogy to Kennedy and sang “Shed a Little Light,” which he had composed for Martin Luther King Jr. The previous night, the Boston Red Sox had an Air Force bugler play “Taps” before their game. But there was one place they didn’t come, couldn’t come, that summer day: the Senate chamber, where Kennedy’s desk, the desk in the last row of the Senate, which had been Daniel Webster’s desk and, by some accounts, John Kennedy’s desk, was draped in black, a vase of white roses on top, the customary way to honor a fallen senator. And someone had placed something else on the desk—a copy of Robert Frost’s poem “The Road Not Taken,” which concludes: “Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— / I took the one less traveled by, / And that has made all the difference.”

			

			—

			Of senators’ funerals, only those of Daniel Webster, Henry Clay, Robert Taft, and, of course, Robert Kennedy, could be compared to Edward Kennedy’s, but Kennedy’s, though perhaps smaller in pageantry, was larger still than any of those, save for Bobby’s, because his seemed to strike the American conscience so widely and so deeply. It was, like Bobby’s, a national mourning that cut across class, race, geography, even ideology. “Esteemed by almost everyone,” E. J. Dionne Jr. would write of him. “A Swelling Tide of Emotion” is how The Boston Globe described the public response. With full day-long television coverage, it was the big, emotional send-off of a president—bigger than that of most ex-presidents—though Edward Kennedy had never achieved that ambition, having failed spectacularly in his one attempt. But they came, many of them, not because he was a political potentate but because he was a Kennedy, and the Kennedys had been central to American life for decades. “No family has loomed as large in the course of this century, both mirroring and making the nation’s manners and morals,” wrote one observer, and he was certainly right. Their story, which is the story of Irish immigrants rising to wealth and influence and status and power and then to the highest office in the land, was the American Dream come true—a living myth. And to that myth they added glamour and a movie-star panache that gave the country both pride and a vicarious thrill. Yet with the soaring achievements and the glittering celebrity came a reckoning. As countless commentators said, the Kennedys had lived a Shakespearean tragedy, which became the nation’s, especially the tragedies of the assassinations of John Kennedy and Robert Kennedy, who were struck down in their relative youth and at the height of their powers. In this drama, the survivor, Ted Kennedy, would become the Prince Hal, young, errant, and often irresponsible, who, with his brothers gone, was now called into service and forced to grow into King Henry to maintain the family legacy. From “kid brother” to “senior statesman” is how John Kennedy’s old adviser Ted Sorensen put it, though it was hardly so smooth a transformation or one so easily embraced.

			
			For if the Kennedys touched Shakespearean heights, they also, in Ted Kennedy’s lifetime, descended to tabloid depths, in large measure because of Ted Kennedy. The Kennedys were part of the American consciousness in this sense too: major characters in the nation’s soap-opera repertory company. “The Kennedys have become entertainment superstars,” one analyst wrote. “This is a family identified by first names in the familiar Hollywood style—Jack, Jackie, Bobby, Ethel, Teddy—just as we knew Elvis, Marilyn, and Ringo….” And that familiarity, that ongoing engagement with the Kennedys, including an engagement with their foibles and failures, was another reason they came. As pollster Mervin Field characterized it when Ted ran for president, “Kennedy’s popularity is an accumulated, generational perception. He is part of American culture.” That only became truer over the years. “We lived with the Kennedys all our lives,” Charles Satkewich and Elise Lavidor told a reporter, as they waited in that line at the JFK Library. “We needed to say goodbye.”

			
			And they came not just because he was a Kennedy, whose life traced the ups and downs of American life, but because he was the surviving brother who evoked memories of John and Robert, and of a brief, exuberant time in America where there seemed to be unlimited hope and promise, and of men whose legend, as New York Times columnist Tom Wicker wrote in the wake of the tragic accident on Chappaquiddick Island that cost Ted Kennedy his own promise, “most powerfully centered on the notion that John and Robert Kennedy somehow called upon the best that is in us to deal forthrightly with the worst that is in us.” This was what the Kennedys had meant politically and culturally to those who loved them: the personification of our better angels. And this was why more than forty years after the brothers’ deaths, Americans still mourned them, still felt their loss as a moment when the American Dream seemed to die, and one reason why they came to honor the youngest brother. Ted was the heir, the one who said after Robert’s death that he now had to pick up his brothers’ fallen standard, and his own death, however tarnished his personal reputation might have been, not only stirred memories of his brothers but also signified the end of the Kennedy era in American politics and, for many, the extinguishing of a last flickering hope. In mourning him, they mourned that too. Or as one of those in the line that day, Susan Jackson from Worcester, Massachusetts, put it, “I grew up with my dad always telling me that as long as Ted Kennedy was around, everything was safe.” Now it didn’t seem as safe.

			And they came because he was not only the last thread to his beloved brothers but also to the New Deal and to progressivism itself—the politician most identified with liberalism, the one who exerted the greatest effort to keep the liberal mission of an active and caring government alive, the one who had accomplished what his brothers had not, hadn’t even cared to in their rush to achieve the presidency: Ted Kennedy had become the most consequential legislator of his lifetime, perhaps in American history. So they came.

			
			Much of Ted Kennedy’s fame was reflected glory from his brothers. But not here—not in the Senate. Here was a consensus that Ted was greater than his brothers, that he “mattered,” which is how one longtime staffer put it, describing her sense of what Kennedy himself had striven for: “He wants to know he mattered.” Ted Kennedy mattered. “Senator Kennedy probably has his name on more legislation that has become law than any other senator” and was without peer as a legislator (former Senate majority leader Robert Byrd). “He’s one of the most effective legislators of this century” (former Senate majority leader Tom Daschle). “If I had to name one outstanding legislator during my twenty-two years on Capitol Hill, it would be Ted Kennedy” (Senator Paul Simon). “He is without a doubt the most effective legislator with whom I served during my thirty-eight years in the Senate” (Senator Ernest Hollings). And it wasn’t only Democrats who thought he mattered. “Let’s face it, the guy—whether you agree with him or not, whether you like him or not, whatever your feelings are toward him—he’s productive and effective” (Republican Senate majority leader Robert Dole). “I don’t know if they’ll have a marble head down here, but they’ll find a spot for him somewhere” (Senator Orrin Hatch). New York Times columnist David Brooks wrote that he once asked senators who was the colleague they most admired and said he got a variety of answers. Then he asked who was the “best at the craft of legislating”: “Regardless of party, only one name comes up—Kennedy.” Historian Doris Kearns Goodwin opined that he would rank with “the Calhouns, the Clays, and the Websters,” all of whom operated at a time when the Senate was a vastly more vigorous and effective institution than when Kennedy was in office. Kennedy basked in this acclaim, realizing that it was for him, not his brothers—that it celebrated something he had that they didn’t have, the patience that his mother once called a “ninth-child talent.” When his father-in-law compared him to the great nineteenth-century Massachusetts senator Daniel Webster, Ted quipped, “What did Webster do?”

			What Kennedy did, legislatively speaking, was Herculean. His was what one political reporter called “the most significant legislative career in American history”—one in which “the number of Americans affected easily surpasses 200 million, more than most presidents.” He sponsored 2,552 pieces of legislation, just under seven hundred of which became law, and co-sponsored nearly seven thousand others. Among his achievements, Kennedy either sponsored, co-sponsored, or piloted through the Senate: the Voting Rights Act amendments that extended and secured the Voting Rights Act of 1965 into American law; the Civil Rights Act of 1991, which restored, after an adverse Supreme Court decision, the rights of employees to sue for discrimination; the Immigration and Nationality Act of 1965, which loosened restrictions on immigration that had been in place since 1924; the State Children’s Health Insurance Program, which provided health insurance to millions of children who did not qualify for Medicaid; the Americans With Disabilities Act, which prohibited discrimination against those with disabilities; the Health Insurance Portability and Accountability Act, which allowed American workers to carry their insurance from one job to the next, and the augustly named Consolidated Omnibus Budget Reconciliation Act of 1985 (because Kennedy had sneaked his bill into that larger one), which allowed workers who had lost their jobs to purchase health insurance; an amendment to the Older Americans Act, which allowed states to use federal funds to support food deliveries—Meals on Wheels—to the stay-at-home elderly; the Ryan White Comprehensive AIDS Resources Emergency (CARE) Act, which provided resources to individuals and families struck by AIDS; amendments to the Freedom of Information Act, which opened government records to the press and public; the Family and Medical Leave Act, which required businesses to allow employees leave for family emergencies or births; the Mental Health Parity Act, which gave those suffering from mental illness some of the same support and rights as those suffering from physical ailments; the National Cancer Act, which funded massive new cancer research and established a new cancer agency; the Serve America Act, which reauthorized and expanded a domestic national service corps; No Child Left Behind, which established new standards for public education; and three increases in the minimum wage over the last two decades of his life. And this list hardly scratches the surface. As CBS Evening News anchor Bob Schieffer commented after Kennedy’s death, “Every single bit of social legislation…was associated in one way or another with Ted Kennedy,” adding that Kennedy had accomplished more than any of the ten presidents of Schieffer’s acquaintance.

			
			But it wasn’t just that Kennedy steered these bills into law. It was that he initiated most of them, and many of those he didn’t initiate became law only because of his legislative skill—a skill without which they would almost certainly have languished. He made them happen. “So much flows that seems inevitable,” said Nick Littlefield, who was Kennedy’s staff director and chief counsel on the Labor Committee, which Kennedy chaired or of which he was the ranking member for two decades and from which he launched many of his legislative campaigns. “If you meet your wife in a train station, strike up a conversation with her, and she becomes your partner in life, it seems inevitable that that would have happened. But if you hadn’t been waiting at that train station at that exact moment, you never would have met her. Everything that seems so obvious flows from the fact that Kennedy happened to be there and put in place this piece of legislation, this program, which so easily had no likelihood of being there. It wouldn’t be there today if not for him.”

			
			And that, too, is why they came. Because so many had benefited from these efforts of his.

			This is how he saw his legacy—the legacy that he had crafted separately from that of his brothers, the legacy that he could own because it was his own. It wasn’t about personal political attainments, not even the presidency. It wasn’t about the kind of soaring rhetoric and spiritual invigoration that his brothers had provided and that was so closely associated with them: the power of inspiration. It was about something much simpler but perhaps even harder to achieve. It was about results, about affecting people’s daily lives as they lived them—the flesh, not the spirit. Lyndon Baines Johnson, another master legislator, used to get annoyed with colleagues who would invoke principles and ideals and high-mindedness, and he preached what his biographer Robert Caro called a “mantra of pragmatism.” Ted Kennedy was a pragmatist. As David Brooks put it of Kennedy’s legislative efforts: “This is not the stuff of poetry,” which would have described his brothers’ appeals, “but prose.” The prosaic Kennedy did the plodding work, the drudgery, the negotiation, the compromising, the meticulous horse-trading, the grind that could last weeks, months, years, even decades in the case of national health care, if that is what it took. “A workhorse, not a show horse,” is what some senators would say admiringly of him when he first showed legislative acumen, which is not something they expected from a Kennedy. And that made him different not only from his brothers but from nearly all his senatorial colleagues—because his ambitions were large, even if they were so incrementally achieved that one could miss the scale, and because he was, finally, so effective. “The Brother Who Mattered Most” is how Time magazine titled one of its posthumous tributes. The brother who would continue to matter. “I think the way he keeps score is different from the way most politicians today keep score,” said one longtime staffer, Jeffrey Blattner. “He keeps score with a hammer and chisel. It’s to stand the test of time.” “What is the purpose of all this?” another Senate aide once heard him asked. “To make gentler the human condition,” Kennedy answered.

			
			So they came.

			

			—

			And they came in tribute not only to what he accomplished but also to how he accomplished it, which, for most of his Senate career, was against the prevailing wind—in fact, in the very teeth of that wind. Ted Kennedy had entered the Senate in 1962, winning election to his brother John’s old seat when he was thirty, just old enough to qualify for the Senate. He entered by catching what might have been the most powerful gust of what historians have called the post–New Deal modern liberal consensus or “the American consensus,” a time when, despite yawning divisions between Democrats and Republicans—or, more accurately, between the Southern Democratic–Midwestern and Western Republican coalition on one side and the Northern Democratic–New England Republican coalition on the other—there was nevertheless a general acceptance of government activism and the social safety net. It was a time when debates were primarily over means, not ends. By Kennedy’s mid-career, that had changed—changed entirely. Those old coalitions had been reassembled as the South became unshakably Republican and as moderates were largely driven from the Republican party, and that general acceptance of New Dealism had been shattered. For much of his life, as the country moved rightward, Ted Kennedy became the voice of American liberalism—a powerful voice that, as he so often said, he used to speak for the powerless to summon what was in his view the best of the American spirit, the compassion of the American heart, even as he increasingly seemed to be shouting into a void and even as he seemed to be turning into a political anachronism. “While claiming the moral high ground,” novelist James Carroll fulminated as early as 1991 in a cover story for The New Republic titled “The End of the Dream,” in what had already become a liberal lament, “the conservative establishment has been systematically destroying this country for almost two decades now—its schools, its unions, its protections of the poor and the old and the sick, its civil rights laws, its banking system, even its roads and bridges. And Ted Kennedy has almost stood alone in opposing them with any force.” Kennedy’s often lonely opposition was a performance that recalled Winston Churchill’s comment: “I was not the lion, but it fell to me to give the lion’s roar.” Kennedy gave the roar.

			
			He had nothing to gain politically from doing so. The national mood had turned decisively against the things in which he believed. Liberal programs were under siege—discredited as expensive and counterproductive and an assault on individual initiative. He did it surely because he felt he owed it to his brothers’ memories to keep their causes alive, but, more simply, he did it because he felt he owed it to those who suffered and with whom he empathized—empathized not out of a sense of noblesse oblige but out of his own pain and his own aching sense of inadequacy. So he persevered, continuing to hector the American people, though he knew that the things for which he advocated had fallen out of favor. “When people were getting tired of hearing about racism or the poor or the decay of American cities, he kept talking,” wrote Richard Lacayo in Time, shortly after Kennedy’s death. “When liberalism was flickering, there was Kennedy, holding the torch, insisting that ‘we can light those beacon fires again.’ ” And while it is customary to think of Ted Kennedy as the beneficiary of his brothers’ compassionate liberalism, it may be more accurate to say that they posthumously became the beneficiaries of his, which was far more ardent and enduring than theirs. We impute Ted Kennedy, the fighting, unflagging liberal optimist, back into John and Robert.

			The optimism was real, but it didn’t come easily. For the right, as the wind changed, Kennedy became not only an anachronism but also a liberal whipping boy. Conservative ideologues castigated him. Republican fundraising appeals routinely brought up the specter of a Kennedy-controlled Congress, and would-be Republican allies felt the need to apologize to him for having to keep their distance; even some moderate Democrats sheepishly refused his offers of campaign assistance for fear of angering conservative voters. That is how dramatically the Kennedy brand had diminished over the years in so much of America, how much conservatism had delegitimized liberalism—the “L-word,” some called it, as if it were an epithet, which is what it had become to many.

			Yet Kennedy’s hectoring wasn’t only rhetoric. Even as conservatives sought to disarm government assistance for those who needed it, Kennedy the pragmatist, Kennedy the expert sailor who knew how to tack against the wind, managed to get results, not by threatening or bullying, as Lyndon Johnson had done—Ted Kennedy did not wield such power as Majority Leader Johnson had—but through the power of friendship and compromise and an acute understanding of both self-interest and moral suasion. “Everybody will say, looking back, ‘This was the era of the conservative ascendency,’ ” Kennedy aide Nick Littlefield remarked in 2008, “and that’s true. Except that on domestic policy, it’s really the era of the ascendency of the issues Kennedy pushed….Medicare is twice as big as it was ten years ago. There’s three times as much federal money being spent on education as there was fifteen years ago. The minimum wage has been raised again.” Kennedy had continued to fight those battles, and he had won them.

			
			And when those crowds came to honor him, they came, many of them, because they remembered the fight he had waged for them not just when he was catching the wind in his first decade as a senator but when he was sailing against that hard, conservative wind and when everything seemed lost—remembered and wanted to give thanks.

			

			—

			By Thursday evening, when the viewing began, the line at the John F. Kennedy Library, on a jut of land in Dorchester Bay across Boston Harbor, wound hundreds of yards down the walkways—an estimated 15,000 mourners. Many of them had waited hours in the hot sun, though the mood, fitting for the most extroverted of the Kennedys, was far more festive than melancholy. “I just had to be here,” Leslie McMillan, who had driven from Hackensack, New Jersey, told a reporter. “The Kennedys—they were always involved with the civil rights movement, and anything that happened to them, we felt happened to our family.” Told they would have at least a three-hour wait before viewing, Olga and Ned Music, Serbian immigrants, said they would stay, despite Olga’s arthritis. “I will go anywhere,” Ned said. “He was the champion of the poor people.” Many in line held signs. One group of health workers carried a banner with Kennedy’s photograph. Inside, the flag draping the casket was the one that had flown over the Capitol on the day of his death—attended now by a military honor guard and a vigil of five civilians in the Stephen Smith Hall of the library, named after Ted’s brother-in-law and his 1980 presidential-campaign chief—and as people filed by, the mood turned somber. Some wept, some dabbed tears, some made the sign of the cross, one black couple embraced. The viewing was to end at eleven that evening, but the crowds kept coming, so that even the buses discharging passengers from nearby parking lots and public transit were backed up, and the viewing was held open until two in the morning.

			
			They came again at dawn on Friday, tens of thousands more, with members of the Kennedy family—Ted Jr., Patrick, Ethel, nephew Joseph II and niece Caroline, even Kennedy’s widow, Victoria—either walking the lines to thank people for coming or standing in a receiving line to greet them. Other family members hugged mourners or shook their hands. By the time the viewing ended, at three that afternoon, it was estimated that 50,000 had paid their respects. This was not just their farewell to him but the Kennedys’ farewell to him too—and his to them. While Ted Jr. and Patrick were on the receiving line—their sister, Kara, had retreated to her hotel after the long day—one of their father’s secretaries handed them an envelope with the three children’s names on it and the instruction: “To be opened after my death.” And when they finished their duties, Ted and Patrick retired to a private room on the library’s seventh floor, phoned Kara, and read her the letter that Ted had written some twenty years earlier—“a beautiful letter,” Patrick would say, “so moving, full of all the things you’d ever want to hear from your father.” Ted, who had thought of everything, had thought of that too.

			

			—

			That evening, family and friends, six hundred of them, gathered for a memorial in the same light maple–paneled Smith Hall in which Kennedy’s coffin had lain, its tall windows looking out across Dorchester Bay, now pelted by rain. The service, called “A Celebration of Life,” was an old-fashioned Irish wake, which was just as Ted had wanted it, lively and funny and high-spirited—a remembrance of his friendship, his exuberance, and his hopefulness. They spoke not because they thought Ted was great—he wouldn’t have believed that himself—but because they knew he was good. Ted’s nephew Joseph Kennedy II told about how he and Ted were racing a sailboat during a gale, and how Joseph steered it into a buoy, the penalty for which was circling that buoy three times, and, having fallen back, how ashamed Joseph felt—until Ted asked him what he would have felt if he had been told the night before that they were in seventh or eighth place. And when Joseph said he would have felt pretty good, Ted answered, “Let’s go win this race,” which they did. His close Senate friend Chris Dodd of Connecticut, in a bright-green tie, recalled telling Ted before a 1994 campaign debate with Kennedy’s Republican opponent Mitt Romney not to talk too fast, after which Ted, during the debate, paused interminably when asked why the race was so close. Why did he pause so long? Dodd asked him afterward. “I was thinking, ‘That’s a damn good question,’ ” Ted said. And, after the anecdotes and the laughter, Dodd also revealed the secret to Kennedy’s legislative success: “People liked him.”

			
			Nick Littlefield, the aide who had once been a professional singer and with whom Ted often did duets, sang, “Love Changes Everything,” which Kennedy had had sung at his wedding to Vicki and which he felt described his new life after meeting her. Senator John McCain, the Republican presidential candidate in 2008, recalled two freshman senators—a Republican and Democrat—in heated debate on the Senate floor and he and Ted instinctively joining in and taking sides, getting heated themselves, and then laughing “uproariously” when it was over. John Kerry remembered Kennedy’s last visit to the Senate, where he kept listeners in stitches reenacting how he tried to get his broken body to throw out the ceremonial first pitch at the Red Sox game the preceding spring. And Orrin Hatch, Republican senator from Utah, who had collaborated with Kennedy on several bills, described how one night he ran into Kennedy, who was deep into his cups, and got him to agree to address a group of Mormon missionaries in Boston. “Orrin, what else did I agree to?” Kennedy asked him the next morning. And his Harvard classmate and lifelong friend, John Culver, former senator from Iowa, recounted sailing the Nantucket Regatta with Ted during a thunderstorm, even though Culver hadn’t the slightest idea of how to sail, and noted Ted’s complete obliviousness to Culver’s incompetence. “I thought I was with Captain Ahab.” And then came Vice President Joseph Biden, who recalled how, seven weeks after being elected to the Senate, he lost his wife and infant daughter in a car accident, and how Kennedy phoned him every day, day after day, and sent a “platoon of specialists” from Boston hospitals to help his two young sons who had been injured in the accident, and then encouraged him to take the Senate seat when Biden considered resigning. “He crept into my heart and, before I knew it, owned a piece of it.” And he remembered this: “People didn’t want to look small in front of him—even people who were small.” And, finally, Caroline spoke of the way her uncle bolstered the spirits of his nieces and nephews and how fervently he expressed his belief in them so that they would believe in themselves, and she described the summer history trips on which he took his nieces and nephews—to Civil War battlefields; to Fort McHenry, where Francis Scott Key wrote the national anthem; to the Brooklyn Bridge and Mount Vernon; and to the historic sites around Boston. And she spoke of the last of these trips: the funeral cortege through Boston. And then Brian Stokes Mitchell sang Kennedy’s favorite song, “The Impossible Dream,” and the service ended with everyone singing “When Irish Eyes Are Smiling,” exactly as Ted wanted it.

			

			—

			
			The next morning, under heavy rains—two inches of rain—they came. At 10:04, the Cadillac hearse left the JFK Library for the trip up Tremont Street, the procession climbing Mission Hill to the Basilica of Our Lady of Perpetual Help, and again, the crowds, most of them holding umbrellas pelted so hard by the rain that one heard the muted drumbeat, cheered or saluted or held up their children. They came not just because he was a Kennedy or because he was a connection to the past or because they wanted to witness history but because many of them had a personal connection to him—kindnesses he had shown them, favors he had done for them. Michelle Nagel was living in Europe when she was diagnosed with leukemia and had no money to come home to Massachusetts. Kennedy got her the money and arranged a bone-marrow transplant in Boston. Carlos and Melida Arredondo had lost their son, Alex, in the Iraq War five years to the day before Kennedy’s death; Kennedy helped Carlos gain citizenship and was working to have Alex awarded a Bronze Star posthumously. Rich Adams of Brookline, a veteran suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder and ravaged by drugs, met Kennedy on a Cambridge street, where the senator assured him he was going to be all right. “When Teddy talked to you, he talked to you man to man,” Adams said. Tom McDermott of Dorchester couldn’t find a job after fighting cancer. Ted Kennedy’s office found him one. Franca Firicano said Kennedy sponsored a friend of hers who had emigrated from South Africa.

			Just as there were thousands of pieces of legislation, there were thousands of these stories. “Throughout my life, strangers have told me how Teddy was there when a child was diagnosed with cancer, when a father lost a job or had a blow to his reputation, when a wedding was to be celebrated,” recalled his niece Kerry Kennedy. His stepson, Curran Raclin, said, “I didn’t even believe it until I saw it myself is that everybody has a Ted Kennedy story….‘Oh, he wrote me a letter when my mother died.’ What? ‘Oh, yes, he sent me a card when my brother died.’…No one does that; that’s not the norm.” He wrote. He phoned. He visited with constituents who suffered or were under duress or had petitioned him because they felt that he alone would listen and understand and help. His office was called the “Lourdes of Capitol Hill.”

			
			All of this was of a piece with the old puddingstone church to which the mourners came that unseasonably chilly, wet morning and up whose narrow street the crowds spilled. It wasn’t the kind of church one might have imagined for a Kennedy—not the Cathedral of St. Matthew the Apostle in Washington, where President Kennedy’s service was held, or the majestic St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York, where the funeral service was held for Robert Kennedy. There was so little parking that many mourners arrived in chartered Peter Pan buses. And though it was close inside despite the chill, the church wasn’t even air-conditioned. But it was the church Ted had chosen, the church he wanted, the church scaled to his proportions, as the motorcade and the memorial service had been. The Basilica of Our Lady of Perpetual Help—a name that couldn’t have been more expressive of Kennedy’s own mission—was perched atop a working-class neighborhood that many Bostonians considered rough, dangerous. For over a century, the poor had come to pray for intercession at the altar there, under a gold-framed painting of the Virgin Mary—first Irish and German immigrants, more recently Latino and Caribbean immigrants, many from nearby housing projects, though they came in fewer numbers now. Kennedy had come there daily to pray when his daughter, Kara, was diagnosed with cancer in 2002 and was being treated at the nearby Brigham and Women’s Hospital. He returned to pray when he was diagnosed with cancer himself, slipping in quietly, unobtrusively. And now he had returned again.

			This time, along with the family and friends, the dignitaries came: three former presidents and the current president, who would deliver the eulogy; fifty-eight senators by one count; Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi; Supreme Court justice Stephen Breyer, who had been a Kennedy aide; Gerry Adams of Sinn Féin, for whom Kennedy had once argued to secure a visa from the State Department; former Boston Celtic star Bill Russell; singer Tony Bennett; actor Jack Nicholson. They squeezed into the oak pews, under which they slid their umbrellas—nearly 1,300 of them. And then the coffin was rolled up the center aisle to the altar, and the service began.

			And this time, instead of celebrating Kennedy’s playfulness, as at the memorial service, the mourners celebrated the strength of his conviction and his tenacity—a celebration of having endured and survived so much tragedy (and having caused tragedy too). But it was also a tribute to his faith, which had been tested throughout his life and often, by his own admission, challenged. His stepson, Curran, read from the Book of Wisdom, 3:1–9, about “the souls of the just” who “chastised a little, they shall be greatly blessed, because God tried them and found them worthy of himself.” Ted Kennedy had been chastised. His daughter, Kara, read Psalm 72, with its response: “Justice shall flourish in his time, and fullness of peace forever.” To his admirers, Ted Kennedy had fought for justice. His stepdaughter, Caroline Raclin, read from the Letter of St. Paul to the Romans that no tragedy can separate one from God’s love. Ted Kennedy, against the odds, had suffered tragedy but had not been separated, and though one might not have thought of him as religious, given his wayward escapades, he may have been the most devout of the Kennedy children. And then Kennedy’s parish priest, Father Mark Hession, read the gospel, from Matthew 25:31–32A, 34–40, in which Jesus tells the righteous, “Whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers of mine, you did for me.” Ted Kennedy built his career on that premise. After Father Hession’s homily, Ted’s grandchildren and assorted nieces and nephews described his values during the intercessions and read a passage from one of Ted’s favorite poems, Alfred Lord Tennyson’s “Ulysses,” which he quoted frequently, as John Kennedy and Robert Kennedy had quoted it before him:

			
			Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and tho’

				We are not now that strength which in old days

				Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;

				One equal temper of heroic hearts,

				Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

				To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

			

			Ted Kennedy never yielded.

			And after the Liturgy of the Eucharist—during which cellist Yo-Yo Ma played and then accompanied tenor Plácido Domingo on Franck’s “Panis Angelicus”—came two remembrances from his sons. “He was not perfect, far from it,” Ted Jr., who had the same tousled look as his father, told the mourners—something that Ted himself had asserted throughout his life. “But my father believed in redemption. And he never surrendered, never stopped trying to right wrongs, be they the results of his own failings or ours.” Speaking to that resilience, Ted Jr. recalled the winter when he was twelve years old, shortly after his leg had been amputated due to a cancerous growth. There was a heavy snowfall in Washington, and Ted went to the garage to get the Flexible Flyer sled and asked Ted Jr. if he wanted to glide down the steep driveway. Ted Jr. said he struggled down that driveway, slipped on the ice, and then began to cry, insisting that he could never make it up the hill. “And he lifted me up in his strong, gentle arms and said something I will never forget,” Ted Jr. remembered, now mopping away tears. “He said, ‘I know you can do it. There is nothing you can’t do.’ ” And Ted grabbed his son around the waist and hauled him up the hill, and he and Ted Jr. sledded down that driveway. Ted Jr. told the congregation, “I knew I was going to be okay.”

			
			If that story spoke to Ted Kennedy’s determination, another story Ted Jr. told that morning spoke to his modesty—to his scale, to his acceptance of his own deficiencies and the way he worked to overcome them. Ted Jr. had asked him one summer night at Cape Cod why they were always the last sailors on the water. “Teddy,” his father said, “you see most of the other sailors that we race against are smarter and more talented than we are. But the reason—the reason why we’re going to win is that we will work harder than them, and we will be better prepared.”

			Ted Kennedy always worked harder because he felt he had to.

			The second remembrance was Patrick’s, who had struggled with illnesses and with addictions and who would later say that his proposed appearance met with some apprehension from the family, because they didn’t know how he would behave or what he would say. But he spoke movingly of his asthma and how it kept his father by his bedside—“always holding a cold wet cloth against my forehead until I fell asleep again”—and of the times that his father brought him along, despite his afflictions and his lack of skill, to race with him on his sailboat and taught him that there was always room for everyone.

			And then came President Barack Obama, in a dark-gray suit and silver tie—Obama, whom Ted Kennedy had endorsed during the 2008 primary campaign when the candidate needed a boost—to deliver the eulogy. Obama spoke of Ted Kennedy’s travails but also of his indomitable spirit. “As he told us, individual faults and frailties are no excuse to give in and no exemption from the common obligation to give of ourselves.” And Obama quoted Wordsworth to the effect that Kennedy never sought to excuse his faults or conceal them but rather learned how to use them: “As tempted more, more able to endure. As more exposed to suffering and distress, hence also more alive to tenderness.” And Obama said, “Through his own suffering, Ted Kennedy became more alive to the plight and the suffering of others.” And Obama praised Ted Kennedy’s collegiality, his civility to the other side of the aisle, and his commitment to the nobility of politics, but also his caginess. And he told the story of how Ted won the support of a Texas committee chairman on an immigration bill by walking into the conference with a plain manila envelope, letting the chairman peek inside to see his favorite cigars. “When the negotiations were going well, he would inch the envelope closer to the chairman. When they weren’t, he’d pull it back.” And he read the note that Jacqueline Kennedy had written to Ted after he walked Caroline down the aisle in the stead of her late father: “On you, the carefree youngest brother, fell a burden a hero would have begged to have been spared. We’re all going to make it because you’re always there with your love.” And Obama said, “We do not weep for him today because of the prestige attached to his name or his office. We weep because we loved this kind and tender hero who persevered through pain and tragedy, not for the sake of ambition or vanity, not for wealth or power, but only for the people and the country that he loved.”

			
			Then the coffin was rolled back up the aisle as the pipe organ boomed “America the Beautiful.”

			

			—

			They came on the streets of Boston, four and five deep, in that rain—“We’re his family,” said eighty-two-year-old Theresa Antonelli, holding a plastic bag with Ted’s photo inside, while she waited in the downpour—as the motorcade headed to Hanscom Air Force Base, and they came again in Washington after the coffin arrived late that Saturday afternoon at Andrews Air Force base and drove past the Capitol, where hundreds of old Kennedy staffers waited on the steps to pay tribute, alongside staffers of other legislators and several senators and congressmen, including Robert Byrd, frail, his hair snowy white, and confined to a wheelchair, wiping the tears from his eyes. As it approached, many of them broke into cheers. Here the caravan stopped, and Mrs. Kennedy emerged from her limousine to give and receive warm embraces while “America the Beautiful” was sung once again. And then the cortege moved on, down Constitution Avenue, as dusk fell, and past the Lincoln Memorial and to Arlington Cemetery, where he was to be interred beside his brothers, down the knoll from the Custis-Lee Mansion, in a grave marked simply by a white cross with a white marble headstone engraved EDWARD MOORE KENNEDY, 1932–2009, which befitted the man who had always chosen to seek not grandiosity but virtue.

			
			For all the reasons they had come, those thousands, these past three days, there was a final one—perhaps the deepest connection to Kennedy, one so deep it was practically subconscious. It was not the connection to his brothers, or to his magnitude—to the way he had impressed himself upon history or even impressed himself upon their lives, though he had done both. It was their connection to his lack of magnitude. John and Robert Kennedy had been embalmed in history—forever sainted. Ted had gotten the gift of years that none of his three older brothers had, but it had come with a price. He had lived long enough to fail, to sin, to stumble, to fall and fall out of favor. He had been publicly abased—the accident at Chappaquiddick in which a young woman died, his womanizing and drinking, his odd behavior on an Easter weekend in Palm Beach in 1991 during which his nephew was accused of rape—and forced to ask for forgiveness. To his fiercest detractors, these missteps were unforgivable, though how much of their implacability was politics in the conservative gale and how much morality is impossible to say.

			But to those who loved him, these flaws were intrinsic to that love. As President Obama said in his eulogy, if his tribulations, even those that were self-inflicted, wound up binding Ted Kennedy to his constituents with empathy because he knew what it was like not only to suffer but to fail, so did they bind those constituents to him. He was theirs more fully than John and Robert, because his scale was more human. “My father was far from perfect,” Ted Jr. had said, which was something everyone acknowledged. And about the crowds at the funeral procession in South Boston—whose angry citizens had smeared Ted Kennedy’s car with excrement during those anti-busing protests and where one woman had said at the time, “We mourned President Kennedy. We won’t mourn this one”—Patrick would later comment, “They hated my dad, and he had everybody standing there, every sidewalk, in mourning, because as much as they may have had a problem with Ted Kennedy, as much as they liked to pillory him and castigate him for never being what they thought he should be, they also loved him. And he was one of them at the end of the day.” So they came, and they mourned.

			The memorial service had been about Kennedy’s good humor and affability, the funeral service about his endurance. The burial service, conducted at the grave site in the fading, crepuscular light—hours later than planned because of the crowds—with only the family present, was about his frailty and his flaws. Ted Kennedy recognized those flaws. He had lived within a sense of insufficiency compared to his brothers, made all the more agonizing because he insisted on being surrounded by their memory—in the mementos and photographs in his offices and in his homes; in the frequent quotes from them and the stories he told about them; in the lonely morning visits to their grave site, where he would soon join them. Though it was virtually anathema in Joseph Kennedy’s household to admit to one’s own deficiencies, to ever feel less than anyone else, and though Ted had preached that same gospel to his own children and nieces and nephews, Ted Kennedy couldn’t abide by it himself, because he never felt he was his brothers’ equal. In the early days of his political career, he was burdened with their tragedy, from which he would never recover, in his later days with his own flaws, from which he prayed to recover. Ted Kennedy’s detractors saw in him a sense of entitlement: He sinned because he knew he could get away with it. But it is probably closer to the truth that Ted Kennedy sinned, when he did, as a form of dereliction for which he could then do penance. He sinned to be redeemed.

			
			To the end, he sought redemption. In July, when President Obama was heading to Europe and the Vatican, Kennedy had given him a letter with the request that he deliver it to Pope Benedict XVI. And so, to his past public requests for forgiveness, Kennedy added, in his waning days, this private one, asking for absolution. Read at his graveside that night, nothing may have spoken so simply of Kennedy’s deepest self or of his humility:

			
				I am seventy-seven years old and preparing for the next passage of life.

				I’ve been blessed to be part of a wonderful family and both my parents, specifically my mother, kept our Catholic faith at the center of our lives.

				That gift of faith has sustained and nurtured and provided solace to me in the darkest hours. I know that I have been an imperfect human being, but with the help of my faith I have tried to right my past.

				I want you to know, your Holiness, that in my fifty years of elected office I have done my best to champion the rights of the poor and open doors of economic opportunity. I’ve worked to welcome the immigrant, to fight discrimination and expand access to health care and education. I’ve opposed the death penalty and fought to end war. Those are the issues that have motivated me and have been the focus of my work as a U.S. senator.

				
				I also want you to know that even though I am ill, I am committed to do everything I can to achieve access to health care for everyone in my country. This has been the political cause of my life….

				I’ve always tried to be a faithful Catholic, Your Holiness. And though I have fallen short through human failings I’ve never failed to believe and respect the fundamental teachings of my faith.

				I continue to pray for God’s blessings on you and on our church and would be most thankful for your prayers for me.

			

			And then Edward Moore Kennedy was laid to rest.

			

			—

			This volume, the first of two, is the story of young Edward Kennedy and his emergence as a force in American politics. In terms of his personal biography, it follows him from his birth into one of America’s most famous families; to his itinerant childhood as the last-born and least of the Kennedys, a boy of whom nothing was expected but upon whom a great destiny was imposed, namely the destiny to run for his brother’s vacated Senate seat; to his first years as a senator, trying to learn the chamber and earn the respect of his Senate elders; to the airplane accident that almost cost him his life; to the deaths of his two older brothers, and his commitment to complete their legacy, and the toll that the deaths and the commitment took on him; and, finally, to his confrontations with Richard Nixon in trying to pick up his brothers’ fallen standard and champion their causes. It may seem a familiar story by now. Having lived with him during his fifty years of public life, many Americans assume they already know Ted Kennedy. “More is probably known about Ted Kennedy’s character—for good or ill—than about the character of most other American politicians,” Kenneth Auchincloss wrote of him in Newsweek, two years after Ted Kennedy’s presidential run, with nearly thirty more years to go in his career. “His private faults have been laid bare in public, and his private generosities too. Even for a nation endlessly fascinated with the personal lives of its political chieftains, Ted Kennedy is overexposed.” But that overexposure did not necessarily mean the public knew him, much less understood him.

			Americans knew what they knew about him, but they didn’t know everything, in no small measure because the Kennedys didn’t want them to. Timothy Shriver, Ted’s nephew, once told Patrick, “The family pathology, which everyone in the family does have, is secrecy.” The Kennedys had an image to maintain; preserving the image demanded secrecy. So the Ted Kennedy that emerges in these pages and in those of Volume Two is not likely to be an altogether familiar one. The public saw the jovial Ted, joking and laughing and singing; they didn’t see the dark Ted, lonely, sometimes monosyllabic, staring out at the ocean for hours. The public saw the optimistic Ted, telling us the dream goes on; they didn’t see the fatalistic one. The public saw the self-confident Ted, luxuriating in being a Kennedy; they didn’t see the self-doubting Ted, imprisoned by the expectations of being a Kennedy. The public saw a Kennedy who was open and accessible and presumably less complex than his brothers; they didn’t see the inner turmoil and demons that arguably made him the most complex of the Kennedys, certainly the most roiled. Lewis Lapham, writing in Harper’s in 1979, compared him to a minotaur—half man, half beast—representing “the worst as well as the best that can be found in man.” The public saw that Ted. But in a profile in The New York Times Magazine shortly after Lapham’s piece, Steven Roberts, perhaps thinking of the Tennyson poem, considered Ted more of a Ulysses: “alone, lost, abandoned by the gods, trying to resist temptation, searching for home and peace.” The public didn’t see this Ted.

			
			But if this is a book about the shaping of Ted Kennedy, it is also a book about the shaping of American politics over the course of Ted Kennedy’s nearly fifty-year career in the Senate, using Ted Kennedy, the preeminent liberal of his time, as a prism through which to tell and view that story, one in which he was both symbol and protagonist. The first part of that political story, which is told in this volume, is Ted Kennedy’s legislative assault during his first and second Senate terms, his catching the liberal wind and helping to generate the liberal hour during which his brother and Lyndon Johnson fought for civil rights and immigration reform and Medicare and an anti-poverty program, among many initiatives. This volume details Ted Kennedy’s general acquiescence to Lyndon Johnson, despite Johnson’s antipathy to Ted’s brother Bobby and despite Johnson’s prosecution of the misbegotten Vietnam War, which was threatening the liberal agenda. It details, too, Bobby Kennedy’s challenge to Lyndon Johnson and Bobby’s presidential campaign, in which he tried to reinvigorate liberalism’s flagging moral authority. It details the effect that the deaths of John Kennedy and Robert Kennedy had on the nation and how their surviving brother, the alleged least of the Kennedys, tried to extend the liberal hour during the presidency of Richard Nixon, when the liberal wind was dying and the liberal clock was ticking down. And so this volume details the fierce antagonism between the two major political forces that emerged from John and Bobby’s deaths and Lyndon Johnson’s abdication—Richard Nixon and Ted Kennedy—and the personal failings, Ted’s at Chappaquiddick and Nixon’s at Watergate, that altered the course of American politics.

			
			But taken together, these two volumes tell a larger story than the personal story of Ted Kennedy or the story of his political education and adventures. They tell what is perhaps the most important story of the late-twentieth and early-twenty-first centuries in American politics: the story of the shift in the nation’s political tectonic plates from liberalism to conservatism. The path of liberalism through Ted Kennedy’s life was a tortuous one, though its direction, despite Kennedy’s best efforts, trended downward. Many books and many scholars have addressed this issue, and the reasons why liberalism declined are complex and multitudinous, a death by a thousand cuts—among them a more prosperous working class that turned on the liberal prescriptions; demographic changes; a revolt against high tax rates; a fear that traditional values were under assault; a perception among blue-collar Americans that liberals were disdainful of them, which was a perception fed by conservatives, who had constructed a massive, well-financed infrastructure of think tanks, political action committees, and especially right-wing media. One of the larger cuts, most scholars concur, was race, which reconfigured the two major parties geographically and ideologically; upon Johnson’s signing of the Civil Rights Act of 1964, his aide Bill Moyers famously reported him as having said, “I think we just delivered the South to the Republican party for a long time to come.” Johnson was right.

			But there may be another reason for liberalism’s demise, one seldom cited by scholars, and in some ways it is as much a protagonist in this book as Ted Kennedy himself, though it is often difficult to separate the fates of the two. What had helped sustain liberalism, even after the end of the traumas of the Great Depression that initiated modern liberalism and then nourished it, was moral authority—the sense that providing for the poor and helping the marginalized was the right thing to do. Liberalism had moral authority. Ted Kennedy, like his brothers, drew upon that authority. His appeals were overtly appeals to justice, compassion, and decency, and for a while his moral entreaties were also a source of his popularity, just as they had been a source of his brothers’. Over time, those entreaties ceased to stir the public spirit, in large part because liberalism lost the moral authority that undergirded it. This was not a thousand cuts but one large cut, for which Ted Kennedy must bear some responsibility.

			
			In telling the story of the decline of liberalism, then, these two volumes must also tell the story of the delegitimization of a certain set of moral values and a certain kind of social responsibility and their replacement by another set and another kind. It is the story of political morality and how the country lost the liberals’ idea of it. In writing of Lyndon Johnson, Robert Caro has said he is writing about power. In examining the life of Ted Kennedy, this book is about political morality.

			This is a big story—this story of the reshaping of American politics—and this volume is only the beginning of that story. It may be too big a story to tell, a story with too many perspectives, but Ted Kennedy’s life provides us with one way of telling it. Few lives were as large, as complex, and as metaphorical as Ted Kennedy’s, few were at the very epicenter of American politics as his was for as long as his was, and few seemed so deeply connected to the national psyche. This book tells how he caught the liberal wind and tried to keep riding it, and in telling that story, it attempts to tell how the entire country, for a brief time, seemed to have caught the wind too, before it stopped blowing.

		

	
		
		
			
			ONE

			The Youngest

			HE WAS THE youngest, and from that nearly everything in his life would follow. And not only was he the youngest, he was also unexpected—an accident. Beginning in 1915, with the birth of Joseph Patrick Kennedy Jr., Kennedy children arrived at one- or two-year intervals for the next ten years and six more babies. Rose Kennedy said that after the birth of Robert Francis Kennedy in 1925, her friends “gently chided” her against having any more, and she seemed to agree. But three years later, Jean Kennedy arrived, which, Rose said, made her even more “skittish” about her passel of children. After Jean’s birth, Joseph Sr., apparently anticipating no more offspring, named the family yacht the Ten of Us, and he warned his wife that if she had another child, he would give her not the customary trip to Europe that had followed each birth but a black eye. But in February 1932—February 22, 1932, Washington’s birthday—almost four years to the day of Jean Kennedy’s birth, Edward Moore Kennedy arrived to forty-one-year-old Rose Kennedy, not only the youngest, not only unexpected, but an afterthought.

			And more than an afterthought. One Kennedy biographer surmised that he was reparation for Kennedy’s torrid affair with the film star Gloria Swanson, whose career Kennedy had guided—an amends to his wife after the affair had ended. By that time, Joseph and Rose were intimate only infrequently, by most accounts, but the couple rendezvoused in the spring of 1931 at the Homestead Resort in Hot Springs, Virginia, after Joseph’s four-month winter vacation at Palm Beach, Florida, and spent a few days together before Joseph left alone for New York. Edward was born nine months later. Despite her husband’s threat, Rose still got her European trip shortly after the birth.

			
			For the youngest, the circumstances surrounding the birth were an augury both of the family traditions to which he would be obligated and of the negligence with which he would often be treated. Though the family lived in Bronxville, New York, at the time, Rose insisted he be born at St. Margaret’s Hospital in Dorchester, Massachusetts, so he could be delivered by Dr. Frederick Good, who had delivered each of his siblings. She recuperated in Dorchester for two weeks, near her parents, since Joseph hadn’t attended the birth or provided any emotional support but instead had retreated once again to Palm Beach. “There was no need keeping Joe around in the winter, not in the middle of February for a baby,” Rose later told her ghostwriter, with a certain dismissiveness toward her new child. But she said that her husband had meals sent to her from the Ritz Hotel via taxi because “he felt so sorry for me being in a hospital.”

			And if the baby was an afterthought, so too was his name. Edward Moore was a family retainer, a onetime secretary to Rose’s father, John Fitzgerald, when Fitzgerald was mayor of Boston, which is when Joseph Kennedy met Moore back in 1912. Moore continued in the position under mayors James Michael Curley and Andrew James Peters, before accepting a job with Joseph Kennedy as his counselor, after which, according to historian and Kennedy family chronicler Doris Kearns Goodwin, “the bond between the two men proved inseparable.” But “counselor” may have been both too august and too limited a word for what Moore did for Joe Kennedy. “Eddie Moore became his closest friend,” Rose would say of Moore’s relationship to her husband, “someone he trusted implicitly in every way and in all circumstances. His wife, Mary, became an equally great friend, confidante, and unfailing support for me.” So close were the Kennedys and the Moores that Joe sold them his Brookline, Massachusetts, house on Beals Street in March 1920, which had the advantage of bringing them from Charlestown, where they had lived with Mary Moore’s mother, to just around the corner from the Kennedys’ new house, where they could be on call in case Joe needed them.

			Still, for all the talk of friendship, the relationship was hardly one of equals. Edward Moore served Joseph Kennedy. He was, as Time magazine put it, “nurse, comforter, stooge, package-bearer, adviser, who played games with Joe and the children, bought neckties and bonds for Joe, opened doors, wrote letters, investigated investments, saw to it Joe wore his rubbers.” One Kennedy biographer called him a “valet,” another a “flunky.” One of Joseph Kennedy’s granddaughters said that the childless Moore’s duties included being an “occasional babysitter.” A more important duty was to provide cover for Joe Kennedy. According to Joseph Kennedy biographer David Nasaw, Kennedy and Moore set up a real estate company, Fenway Building Trust, after World War I, in which Joe owned 98 percent of the shares but Moore was assigned the task of convincing two women to sell their real estate to the company for notes that were then used to buy more real estate. Another biographer said Kennedy used Moore’s name to hide Wall Street transactions with which he didn’t want to be publicly associated.

			
			And Kennedy used Moore as a cover in other ways. He was a beard for Kennedy, so that even Rose Kennedy said Joe told her “that he kept Eddie around when he was signing contracts with some of these ‘dames,’ as he used to say. And then he’d [Joe], you know, get framed and get into difficulties.” And if Edward Moore was a beard, he was a procurer for Kennedy and the Kennedy sons too. As a Harvard student, John Kennedy had his father’s “administrator”—it could only have been Moore—find girls for him and five friends for a bacchanal at Cape Cod, after which John fretted over whether or not he had gotten the “clap.”

			But Joe Kennedy enjoyed Moore not just for his service, which was slavish, or his loyalty, which was total, but for his sociability. “Irish as a clay pipe,” Time wrote of him, and
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